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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH. 



It had little to do with Byron's success as a poet that he was bom 
in the purple of the English aristocracy ; or with the quality of Shel- 
ley's genius that he was the son of a Sir Timothy, who prided himself 
on a descent from a long line of British squires; or that Algernon 
Swinburne's father was a baronet. And yet if our poets have gentle 
blood in their veins, other things being equal, we prefer that they 
should have it. 

Good birth, as a general thing, argues good breeding, refinement, 
education, fixed social position, and a wide margin of generous leisures; 
all of which have much to do with the outcome of a poet's life. 

We do not believe that Tennyson would ever have written as he 
has, if it had been his fortune to labor for his daily bread. Even had 
the genius all been there, the wide leisures would have been wanting, 
and lie would have produced his poems, not as Goethe, at his " unhasting 
ease," — absolutely free from all exigence, — but under the pressure of 
a goad, which would have destroyed all their beautiful spontaneity. 

It is therefore to the advantage of our poet, Paul Hamilton IIayxe, 
that he had ancestors. It may sound somewhat unrepublican perhaps, 
to hear him wish, as he does in one of his keen sonnets, that those same 
ancestors had been content to stav in their four-hundred-vear-old 
Shropshire Manor-House, enjoying tlie positive good England gave 
them, rather than go sailing over seas in quest of what might be of 
questionable benefit ; but we can forgive him, in view of his antecedents 
on this side the water, of which he may be proud as well. His English 
progenitors settled, early in colonial days, in Charleston, South Car- 
olina, and from the first were of importance in the civil affairs of the 
young State. They furnished noble j nit riots, who shed their blood in 
Revolutionary days, for the liberties of their adopted country. The 
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH. 



It had little to do with Byron's success as a poet that he was bom 
in the puq)le of the English aristocracy ; or with the quality of Shel- 
ley's genius that he was the son of a Sir Timothy, Avho prided himself 
on a descent from a long line of British squires; or that Algernon 
Swinburne's father was a baronet. And yet if our poets have gentle 
blood in their veins, other things being equal, we prefer that they 
should have it. 

Good birth, as a general thing, argues good breeding, refinement, 
education, fixed social position, and a wide margin of generous leisures; 
all of which have much to do with the outcome of a poet's life. 

We do not believe that Tennyson would ever have written as he 
has, if it had been his fortune to labor for his daily bread. Even had 
the genius all been there, tlie wide leisures would have been wanting, 
and he would have produced his poems, not as Goethe, at his " unhasting 
ease," — absolutely free from all exigence, — but under the pressure of 
a goad, which would have destroyed all their beautiful spontaneity. 

It is therefore to the advantage of our poet, Paul Hamilton Hayne, 
that he had ancestors. It may sound somewhat unrepublican perhaps, 
to hear him wish, as he does in one of his keen sonnets, that these same 
ancestors had been content to stay in their four-hundred-year-old 
Shropshire Manor-House, enjoying the positive good England gave 
them, rather than go sailing over seas in quest of what might be of 
questionable benefit ; but we can forgive him, in view of his antecedents 
on this side the water, of which he may be proud as well. His English 
progenitors settled, early in colonial days, in Charleston, South Car- 
olina, and from the first were of importance in the civil affairs of the 
young State. They furnished noble patriots, who shed their blood in 
Revolutionary days, for the liberties of their adopted country. The 
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name of the renowned statesman and orator, Robert G. Hayne, who 
was the poet's uncle, has become the possession of the country. 
While in the Senate of the United States, he was not afraid to match 
his strenccth with Webster's, and he was crovernor of South Carolina 
when to be governor of the Pahnetto State was an honor worth the 
winning. 

The subject of this sketch is the only child of Lieutenant ITayne, a 
naval officer, who died at sea when his son was an infant; his mother, 
recently deceased, was a South Carolina lady, of good English and 
Scotch descent. He was born in Charleston, January 1st, 1880, and 
educated at Charleston College, from which he -%(PI»- graduated. Inher- 
iting the prestige of a noble name, high position, and a sufficient 
amount of wealth, the world was before the youth, and he was free to 
choose his path. From earliest boyhood his fondness for literature, 
particularly poetry, was pronounced, and there was everything around 
him to foster tiiis love. The Charleston of thirty-five years ago was a 
very different place from the Charleston of to-day. The old Huguenot 
element, with its aristocratic names and associations, was strong, and 
the large admixture of good English blood helped to make its ])eople 
just a little exclusive. Boston herself did not gather the mantle of her 
self-importance in a more queenly manner about her than did this city 
by the sea. There was a decided literary element, too, among its 
higher classes. Legare's w-it and scholarship brightened its social 
circle; Calhoun's deep shadow loomed over it from his jjlantation at 
Fort Hill; Gilmore Simms's genial culture broadened its sympathies. 
The latter was the Maecenas to a band of brilliant youths who used to 
meet for literary suppers at his beautiful home ; and here it was that 
the love for ohl Elizabethan lore, an<l the studv of the classics of the 
English tongue, which has always characterized Mr. Hayne, found one 
of its best stimulants. 

No sooner had he graduated than he threw himself actively into 
literary life. He became connected with the journalism of the city, 
and when the enthusiastic trroup of vounij: scholars established a Lit- 
erary Monthly Magazine {IlusseWs) Mr. Hayne was appointed its 
editor. 

His first volume of Poems was published by the old house of Tick- 
nor & Co., Boston, in 1855, when he was some twenty-five years old, 
his second in 1857, and his third in 18G0. These all met with such 
success as encouraged him to ado])t fully a literary life as his vocation. 
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In the meantime he had married Miss Mary Middleton Micliel, of 
Charleston, the daughter of an eminent French physician, who received 
a gold medal from Napoleon the Third, for services under the first 
Napoleon at tlie battle of Leipsic. Of the poet's wife it is but the 
scantest justice to say that she has been the inspiration, the stay, the 
joy of his life. No poet ever was more blessed in a wife, and she it is, 
who, by her self-renunciation, her exquisite sympathy, her positive, 
material help, her bright hopefulness, has made endurable the losses 
and trials that have crowded Mr. ITayne's life. Those who know how 
to read between the lines can see everywhere tlie influence of this 
irradiating and stimulating i)resence. 

Then came the disasters of the civil war. Mr. Ilayne, whose 
health, delicate from his childhood, would not allow him to take field 
service, became an aid on Governor Pickens's staff. During the bom- 
bardment of his native city, his beautiful home was burned to the 
ground, and his large, handsome library utterly lost. Even tlie few 
valuables, such as the old family silver, whicii he succeeded in securing 
and removing to a bank in Columbia for safe-keej^ing, were swept away 
in the famous "march to the sea;" and there was nothing left for the 
homeless and ruined man but exile among the "Pine Barrens" of 
Georgia. There he established himself, in utter seclusion, in a veritable 
cottage (or rather shanty, dignified at first as "ITayne's Roost"), 
behin<l whose screens of vines, among the peaches, melons, and straw- 
berries of his own raising, he has fought the fight of life with uncom- 
plaining ])ravery, and persisted in being happy. 

Here, then, at "Copse Hill," nested amid his greenery and his ])ines, 
our poet has lived for fifteen years, — content with little of this world's 
gear, happy in his chosen work, writing as his frail health would permit, 
and in manly inde))endence. In 1S72, the Lippincotts jmblished his 
Lefjtnds and Lyrics, and in 1873 his edition of liis friend Ilenrv Tim- 
rod's Poems appeared, accompanied by one of the most pathetic bio- 
graphical memorials of which literature gives an example. In 18T5, 
The Moitnfaht of the Lovers was published. A Life of Gilmore Simms 
(still in MS.) was also written, with J\feinorinl Sketches of (governor 
Hayne and Mr. Legare, — so that these years of seclusion have been 
well filled up with literary labor ; an<l during the past five years the 
names of not many writers have apj)eared more fre(iuently, perhaps, in 
the j)age8 of our current literature, tlian that of the recluse of "Copse 
Hill." Here he hj\8 interpreted Nature, we think, with as clear an 
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insight as the poet of Rydal Mount. He has made the melancholy 
moanings of his Georgia pines sob through his verses. He has given 
voices to the Midnight Thwider ; to the Windless Rain ; to the Mus- 
cadines of the Southern Forests ; to their Woodland Phases ; to the 
Aspects of the Pines^ as has not been heretofore done. 

It were superfluous to enter upon any criticism of his poems, nor is 
this the place fot it. They are left with the reader, who, if he cannot, 
of himself, find therein the aromatic freshness of the woods, — the 
swaying incense of the cathedral-like aisles of pines, — the sough of 
dying summer w^inds, — the glint of lonely pools, and the brooding 
notes of leaf-hidden mocking-birds, — would not be able to discern 
them, however carefully the critic might point them out. 

3Iargaket J. Prestox. 
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THE WILL AND THE WING. 

To have the will to soar, but not the 
wings, 

Eyes fixed forever on a starry height, 

Whence stately shapes of grand imagin- 
ings 

Flash down the splendors of imperial 
light; 

And yet to lack the charm that makes 

them ours, 
The obedient vassals of that conquering 

spell. 
Whose omnipresent and ethereal powers, 
Encircle Heaven, nor fear to enter Ilell ; 

Tills is the doom of Tantalus — the 
thirst 

For beauty's balmy fount to quench the 
fires 

Of the wild passion that our souls have 
nurst 

In hopeless promptings — unfulfilled de- 
sires. 

Yet would I rather in the outward state 
Of Song's inunortal temple lay me 

down, 
A beggar basking by that radiant gate 
Than bend beneath the haughtiest em- 
pire's crown! 

For sometimes, through the bars, my 

ravished eyes 
Have caught brief glimpses of a life 

divine, 
And seen a far, mysterious rapture rise 
Beyond the yeil that guards the inmost 

shrine. 



^THE LAUGHING HOURS BEFORE 
HER FEETr 

The laughing Hours before her feet, 
Are scattering spring-time roses. 
And the voices in her soul are sweet 
As music's mellowed closes; 
All hopes and passions, heavenly 

bom, 
In her, have met together. 
And Joy diffuses round her mom 
A mist of golden weather. 

As o*or her cheek of delicate dyes, 
The blooms of childliood hover. 
So do the tranccnl and sinless eyes. 
All childhood's heart discover; 
Full of a dreamy happiness. 
With rainbow fancies laden. 
Whose arch of promise grows to bless 
Her spirit's beauteous Adenne. 

She is a l)eing born to raise 

Those undefiled emotions, 

That whisper of our sunniest da3rs. 

And most sincere devotions; 

In her, we see renewed and bright. 

That phase of earthly story. 

Which glimmers in the morning light, 

Of God's exceeding glory. 

Why, in a life of mortal cares. 

Appear these heavenly faces. 

Why, on the verge of darkened years. 

These clear, celestial graces ? 

'Tis but to cheer the soul that faints 

With pure and blest evangels, 

To prove, if Heaven is rich with sain 

That Earth may have her angels. 
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Enough! 'tis not for me to pray 
That on her life's sweet river, 
The calmness of a virgin day 
May rest, and rest forever; 
I know a guardian Genius stands 
Beside those watei-s lowly. 
And labors with ethereal hands 
To keep them pure and holy. 



EVE OF THE D HI DAL. 

Yes! it has come; the strange, overmas- 
tering hour, 

When buoyant hopes, and tender, trem- 
ulous fears 

Sway the full heart with a divided power. 

The flush of sunshine, and the touch of 
tears! 

Oh! for a spell to charm away thy 
care. 

As I could charm, were I but near thee 
now 

To chide coy flickerings of that half de- 
spair 

Of virginal shame upon thy downcast 
brow ; 

A fitful gloom 'mid blushes of bright joy. 
Like those transparent clouds in summer 

days. 
That cast their transient shadows of alloy 
Across the noontide's else too dazzling 

blaze; 

Yet, from the fair hills of this foreign 

shore, 
I waft thee IxMiedictions on the wind, 
Hopes that a peaceful bliss forevermore 
May nde the gracious empire of thy mind. 

And blessing thus, the dreary distance 
dies, 

And in a clearer than Agrippa's glass. 

The enamored fancy, — what pale vis- 
ions rise. 

Brightening to shape and beauty ere they 
pass? 



A room where sunset's glory deep, 
though dim. 

Girds thy rich chamber with luxurious 
grace. 

Rounds the fair outline of each delicate 
limb. 

And crowns with chastened ray thine elo- 
quent face. 

In shimmering folds thy raiments soft 
and rare. 

Swell with the passionate heavings of thy 
breast. 

O'er whose young loveliness, the en- 
tranced air, 

Languidly breathing, seeks voluptuous 
rest. 

Thy hand — (in two brief hours no longer 

thine) — 
Gleams near a gossamer curtain, stirred 

with sighs. 
And the full, star-like tears begin to 

shine 
In the blue heaven of thy bewildering 

eyes. 

Tears for the girlhood, almost i>ast 

away. 
Its innocent life, its wealth of tender 

lore. 
Tears for the womanhood, whose opening 

day. 
May not reveal the untried scene before. 

Not bitter tears! for him thou lov'st is 

true, 
And all thy being quivers into flame, 
A swift delicious flame that thrills thw 

through. 
Whene'er thy memor>' lingers on his 

name. 

Ev*n now I see thee turn thy timid hea<l. 
Luxuriant-locketl, towards a dim retreat. 
Where twilight shadows veil thy bridal 

bed. 
And golden gloom and tender silence 

meet. 



MY FATHER — SONQ. 



MY FATHER. 

My father! in the vague, mysterious 
past. 
My boyish tlioughts have wandered 

o'er and o'er, 
To thy lone grave upon a distant sliore, 
Tlie wandertT of the waters, still at last. 

Never in chiKlliood have I blithely 
spning 
To catch my father's voice, or climb 

his knee; 
He was a constant pilgrim of the se^i. 
And died upon it when his boy was 
young. 

He perished not in conflict nor in 
flame. 
No laurel garland rests upon his 

tomb; 
Yet in stem duty's path he met his 
doom ; 
A life heroic, though unwetl to fame ! 

First in vagiie depths of fancy, scarce- 
defined. 
Love limned his wavering likeness on 

my soul. 
Till through slow growths it waxed a 
l)erfect whole 
Of clear conceptions, brightening heart 
and mind. 

His careless bearing and his manly 
face. 
His cordial eye; his firm-knit, stalwart 

form. 
Fitted to breast the fight, the wreck, 
the stonn ; 
The sailor's frankness and the soldier's 
grace. 

In dreams, in dreams we've mingled, and 
a swell 
Of f«»eling mightier for the eyes' 

eclip}M». 
The music of a blest Apocah-pse, 
Thrilleil through my spirit with its mys- 
tic spell: 



Ah, then! ofttimes a sadder scene will 
rise, 
A gallant vessel through the mist- 
bound day, 
Lifting her spectral spars above the bay, 
Gloomily swayed against gray glimmer- 
ing skies. 

O'er the dim billows thundering, peals a 
boom 
Of the deep gun that bursteth as a 

knell. 
When the brave tender to the brave 
farewell — 
And si mug arms lH»ar a comrade to the 
tomb. 

• • • • • 

The opened so<l: a sorrowing band be- 
side — 
One rattling roll of musketr>', and 

then, 
A man no more among his fellow-men, 
Darkness his chamber, and the earth his 
bride. 

My father sleeps in p<*ace; jterchance 
more blest 
Than some he left to mourn him, and 

to know 
Tlie bitter blight of an enduring woe. 
Longing (how oft!) with him to be at 
rest. 



SOXG. 



Fly, swiftly fly 
Through von fair skv, 
O puq^le-piuioned Hours! 
And bring on<*e more the balmy night, 
\Mien from her lattice, silvery bright. 
Love's beacon-siar — her taiH'r — shines 
Between those dark manorial i>ines. 
Above the myrllo-bowers. 

Fly, breezes, fly. 
And waft niv sis}\ 
With love's warm fondness fraught, 
'Twill stir my lady's languid mootl. 
Where, in her venlurous solitude. 
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She sits and thinks, a nioouliglit grace 

Cast o'er lier beauioous l)row and face, 

Touclied by a imssionate thouglit! 

Glide, rivulet, glide 
With whispering tide, 
Through coverts low and deep, 
To woo her with the airy call, 
The music faint, the far-off fall, 
Of fairy streams in fairy climes. 
Or pleasant lapse of fairy rhymes, 
Soft as her breath in sleep. 

Fly, swiftly fly 
Through yon calm sky, 
O gentle-hearted dove ! 
And pausing on her favorite tree, 
Murmur yoiu* plaint so tenderly. 
That, born of that sweet tone, a charm 
Her very heart of hearts may warm 
With rosy bliss of love. 

Fly, swiftly fly 
Through yon fair sky, 
O purple-piniont'd Hours! 
And bring once more the balmy night. 
When from her lattice, silvery bright. 
Love's beaeon-star — her tai)er — shines 
Between those dark manorial pines 
Above the mvrtle-bowers! 



so so. 



Ho! fetch me the winecup! fill up to the 

brim ! 
For my heart has grown cold, and my 

vision is dim, 
And I fain would bring back for a mo- 
ment the glow. 
The swift [)assion that age has long 

chilled with its snow; 
Ho! fetch me the winecup! the red 

liquor gleams. 
With a promise to waken youth's rapture 

of dreams. 
And ril drain the bright draught for that 

promise divine. 
Though Death, Death the si)ectre, should 

hand me the wine. 



'Tis not life that I live, for the blood- 
currents glide 
Through my wan shrunken veins in so 

sluggish a tide. 
That my heart droops and withers; what! 

life call you this ? 
O! rather, consumed by one keen thrill 

of bliss. 
Would 1 die with youth's glory revivified 

round me, 
The deep eyes that blessed, and the white 

arms that bound me; 
O! rather than brood in this dusk of de- 
sire. 
Sink down, like yon marvellous sunset, 

all fire. 
The soul clad with wings, and the brain 

steeped in light; 
Then come, potent wizard ! I call on thy 

might. 
Breathe a magical mist o'er the ravage of 

Time, 
Roll back the sad years to the flush of my 

l)riine, 
And I'll drain thy bright draught for 

that vision divine. 
Though Death, Death the Spectre, shoidd 

hand me the wine! 



BY THE GRAVE. 

[Extract from au unflnishetl iiarrHilve poem.) 

Tins is the place — I pray thee, friend. 
Leave me alone with that dread grief, 
Whose raven wings o'erarch the grave. 
Closed on a life how sad and brief ! 

Already the young violets bloom 

On the light sod that shrouds her 

form. 
And Summer's awful sunshine strikes 
Incongnious on the spirit's storm. 

She died, and did not know that I, 
Whose heart is breaking in this gloom, 
; Had shrined her love, as pilgrims shrine 
i A blossom from some saintly tomb. 



SOXO OF THE NAIADS— LETHE. 



AdiI, Ufa! incited, il lea* a tomb. 
The tomb of llo|>e. bo ghastly-gray, 
Whenre sprung tbat flower of love ttiat 

grew 
Serenely on the Hope's decay. 

A pallid flower that bloomed alone. 
With no warm light to keep <t fair, 
Itul nurtured by the tears that fell, 
Even from the clouds of our despair. 



1 kept the faith we cuuld not plight 
In honor, or in peace below. 

But. Love! at last, all, all is clear. 
You see the Same of tliat tierce fate. 
Which blazed between my life, a 

yours, 
And left them both — how desolate! 

And well you compreheod that now 
My heart is breaking where I stand, 
lint 'inid the ruin, shrines its faith, 
A relic from love's Holy Land. 




SOSn OF THE A\IIA/>S. 
Gay is our crystal floor, 

lleneath the wave. 
With Btran-ie jieins flainlns o'er 

The Genii ssve; 
Sweet h the purple light 
Tliat hauuui our happy siglit. 
And low and sweet the lulling strains 

that sigh 
While the tides pause, and the faint 
zephyrs die. 

Come! come! and seek us here. 

In these cool ileeps. 
Wliere all is calmly fair. 

And sorrow sleeps: 
Thy burning brow shall rest. 
Couched on a tender breast. 
And, channed to bliss, thy so^^ shall 

catch the gleams 
Of myitlc glories In Elyslan dreams. 



Come! ere the earth grows ilrear, 

The tempests rave. 
And Ihc fast-failing year 

Is nigh its grave: 
Thy summer, too, ia past. 
AVouldst Ihou have peaci' at last ? 
O '. here she dwells serenely In still cnv.-s. 
il wails lo woo Ihee nndernealh the 



A Di-MR. dark region 

di'Hulale heart 
Creeps a ihill river w 

flooil; 
Its skies are somlire-ln 

No wind liath ever stirred, liang low and 
dim 



1 stagnant 
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Above the barren woodlands; all things 

droop 
In slumber; the little willow stoops to 

kiss 
The waves, but not a ripple murmurs 

back 
Its salutation, and wan starlike flowers 
Yield a white radiance to the failing 

sense, 
And odors pregnant with the charms of 

rest, 
And glamour of Oblivion; all things 

droop 
In slumber; for whatever hath passed the 

bounds 
Of this miraculous kingdom, bird or 

beast, 
Men lured from action, or soul-sick of 

life. 
Weary and heartsore, maids in love's 

despair, 
Or motl^rs stricken by their first-bom's 

crime — 
All sink without a struggle to deep 

peace. 
Prone in the gleam the river casts abroad, 
A gleam more pallid than the light of 

Hades, 
Lie those who sought this region ages 

since ; 
Their upturned brows are smooth, and 

tranced with calm. 

And on their shadowy lips a waning 

smile 
Fitfully glimmers; round them rest the 

forms 
Of savage beasts; the lion all unnerved, 
Di-owsy and passionless, his huge limbs 

relaxed. 
And curved to lines of languor: the fierce 

pard 
Tamed to a breathless quiet, whilst afar, 
Gloom the gaunt shapes of mighty brutes 

of eld, 
The world's primeval tenants; all things 

droop 
In slumber; even the sluggish river's 

flow 



Sounds like the dying surges of the sea 
To ears far inland, or the feeblest sigh 
Of winds that faint on lofty mountain- 
tops. 
This is the realm— ** Oblivion" — this 

the stream 
Which mortals have called — ** Lethe! " 



THE REALM OF HE ST. 

In the realm that Nature boundeth 
Are there balmy shores of peace, 
Where no passion-torrent soundeth, 
And no storm-wind seeks release ? 
Rest they 'mid the waters golden, 
Of some strange untravelled sea. 
Where low, halcyon airs have stolen. 
Lingering round them slumbrously ? 

Shores begirt with purple hazes. 
Mellowed by gray twilight's beams. 
Whose weird curtains shroud the mazes, 
Wandering through a realm of dreams; 
Shores, where Silence wo4es Devotion, 
Action faints, and echo dies, 
And each peace-entranced emotion 
Feeds on quiet mysteries. 

If there be, O guardian Master, 
Genius of my life and fate. 
Bear me from the world's disaster. 
Through that kingdom's shadowy gate; 
Let me lie beneath Its willows. 
On the fragrant, flowering strand. 
Lulled to rest by breezeless billows, 
Thrilled with airs of Elfin-land. 

Slumber, flushed with faintest dreamings ; 
Deep that knows no answering deep, 
Unprofaned by phantom-seemings, 
— Mockeries of Protean sleep ; — 
Noiseless, timeless, half forgetting, 
May that sleep Elysian be, 
While serener tides are setting. 
Inward, from the roseate sea. 

Hark! to mine a voice is calling. 
Sweet as tropic winds at night, 
Gently dying, faintly falling 
From some marvellous mystic height^ 



THE ISLAND IN THE SOUTH. 



Troubled Thought- s unhallowed riot 
By its wandering glamour kissed, 
Feels a ehami of sacred quiet 
Fold it, like enchanted mist. 

"There's a realm, thy footsteps nearing," 
[Thus the voice to mine replies,] 
'• Where the heavy heart despairing. 
Breathes no more its life in sighs; 
'Tis a realm, imperial, stately, 
Refuge of dethronM Years, 
Calm as midnight, towering greatly, 
Through a moonlit veil of tears. 

•* Though an empire, freedom reigneth, 
Kingly brow, and subject knee. 
Each with what to each pertaineth, 
Slumbering in equality ; 
'Tis a sleep, divorced from dreamings. 
Deep that knows no answering deep, 
Unprof aned by phantom-seemings — 
Noiseless, wondrous, timeless sleep. 

" On its shores are weeping willows, 
Action faints, and Echo dies. 
And the languid dirge of billows, 
Lulls with opiate symphonies; 
But beside that murmurous ocean 
All who rest, repose in sooth. 
And no more the stilled emotion 
Stire to joy, or wakens ruth. 

" Thou nfialt gain these blest dominions, 
Thou shalt find this peaceful ground, 
Shaded by Oblivion's pinions. 
Startled by no mortal sound ; 
Noiseless, timeless, all forgetting. 
Shall thy sleep Elysian be, 
While eternal tides are setting 
Inward from that mystic sea." 



THE ISLAND JX THE SOUTH, 

The ship went down at noonday in a 

calm. 
When not a zephyr broke the crj'stal sea. 
We two escaped alone: we reached an 

isle 
Whereon the water settled languidly 



In a long swell of music; luminous skies 
O'erarched the place, and lazy, broad 

lagoons 
Swept inland, with the boughs of plan- 
tain trees 
Trailing cool shadows through the dense 

repose ; 
All round about us floated gentle airs. 
And odors that crept upward to the 

sense 
Like delicate pressures of voluptuous 

thought. 
I, with a long bound, leapt upon the 

shore 
Shouting, but she, pavilioned in dark 

locks, 
Sobbed out thanksgiving; 'twixt the 

world and us. 
Distance that seemed Eternity outrolled 
Its terrible barriers ; on the waste a Fate 
Stood up, and stretching its blank hands 

abroad 
Muttered of desolation. Did we weep. 
And groaning cast our foreheads in the 

dust? 
So it had been, but in each other's eyes 
Smiled a new world, dearer than that 

which rose 
Beneath the lost stars of the faded West. 
That very mom the white-stoled priest of 

God 
Had blessed us with the church's choicest 

prayers. 
And these did gird us like a sapphire 

wall 
When the floods threatened, and the 

ghastly doom 
Moaned itself impotent; free we were to 

love 
To the full scope of passion ; a few suns, 
And in the deep recesses of the woods 
We built ourselves a cabin; the dim spot 
Was fortressod by the tropic's giant 

growths, 
Luxuriant Titans of a hundred years; 
And the vines, laced and interlaced be- 
tween, 
Drooped with a flowery largess many- 

hued. 
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It was a place of Faery ; songs of birds 
That glimmered in and out among the 

leaves. 
Like magical dreams embodied, wooed 

the winds 
To gentlest motion of benignant wings; 
And the sun veiled his radiance, and the 

stars 
Peered through the shadowy stillness 

with a light 
So spiritual, the forest seemed to wane 
In tremulous lines waved down the sil- 
very aisles. 
There Uve<l, there loved we, as none else 

have lived 
And loved, I think, since the primeval 

blight 
Kained down its disconls, and death 

clinched the cui-se. 
No shallow mockeries of a worn-out age, 
Etfete and helpless, bound young passion 

round 
With the cold fetters of detested forms: 
Civilization was not there to set 
Its specious seal of custom on our hearts, 
Prisoning the bolder virtues; we might 

dare 
To act, speak, think, as the tnie nature 

moved, 
Untutore<l and majestic; our souls grew 
To the stature of the spirit, that looks 

down 
From the mii)olhited regnancy of heavens 
That hold no curses; the glad universe 
Showered nire benedictions on our path; 
Matter was merged in poesy: the winds 
From the S(>rene Pacific, the quick gales 
From mountainous ridges in the upper- 
most air, 
The eternal chorus of far seas serene, 
The harmony of forests, the small voice 
That trembles fn>m the happy rivulet's 

breast, (pl»y» 

All touched us with that sweet philoso- 
"Which, if we woo the visible world 

aright. 
Blesses experience with new gates of 

sense 
Where through we gain Elysium. 



So the years 
Were winged and odorous with a thou* 

sand joys. 
Of which tlie poor slave to the hollow 

law 
We term society, hath had no dream ; 
Oiu* love was comprehensive, full, divine, 
liounding the perfect orbit wherein life 
8hoidd gravitiite to God, even as the 

spheres 
Roll to the central fire; love mastered 

life 
As maelstroms suck still waters, love 

the one 
Electric current through act, reason, will. 
Throbbing like inspiration ; no vain 

touch 
Of weak, fantastic passion, no thin glow 
Of morbid longing, fluttering feebly up 
From shallow brains, stirred to a dubious 

flame. 
And tortured with false throes of senti- 
ment — 
(That bastard whimperer to the deity, 

I.ove — 
As a changeling to the Titans) — no red 

heat 
Of base desire, fusing the delicate 

thought 
To chaos ; but a steadfast, genial sun, 
A luminous glory, gentle as intense. 
Making our fate a heaven of wannth, 

light, rest. 
Whose very clouds were lialos, and whose 

storms 
Were tenii>ered into music. Thus time 

stole I if. 

On nmffled wings through the itill air of 

bliss. 
Gathering our ripened hopes, and sowing 

seeds 
Of joy to come. My innocent bud had 

flowered 
To beauty — oh! such beauty as these 

lips, 
Touched though they were with fire, 

might not profane 
With shackles of mean utterance. Oh, 

Go<l! God! 
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Why didst thou take her from me ? why 

transform 
The passionate presence in my shielding 

arms 
To this poor phantom of a broken brain, 
Mocking my woe with shadows ? On a 

night 
When the still sea was calmest, the bright 

stars 
Most bright, and a warm breathing on 

tlie wind 
Spoke of perpetual summer, a strange 

voice 
1 scarce could hear, said: " It is evening 

time," 
And a wan hand my eyes were blind to 

note 
Beckoned her far away. 

The awful grief 
Closed round me like an ocean. I was 

mad, 
And raved ray memory from me. When 

again 
The world dawned, as a dreary landscape 

dawns 
Grotesquely through the sluggish mists 

of March, 
I walked once more in a great capital's 

streets, 
A savage 'midst the civilized, a man — 
Shattered and wrecked, I grant you, — 

still a man 
Amongst the puppets that usurp the 

name 
And act the fraud so basely, that the 

Fiend 
Wearies to death the echoes of his hell 
[n laughter at them. I am with you still, 
Emasculate denizens of the stifling mart. 
Where heaven's free winds are throttled 

in the fumes 
Of furnaces, and the insulted sun 
Glooms through the crowding vaj^ors at 

midday. 
Like a God, re-collecting to himself 
His immortality; where nerveless limbs 
Bear ner\'eless bodies to their separate 

dens 
Of torture, and lean, wide-eyed revellers 



Foster the himgering worm that never 

dies, 
And fan the lurid fire unquenchable; 
Where stealthy avarice lurks in wait to 

sack 
The widow's house ; and license of low 

minds. 
Loaded with prurient knowledge, and 

no hearts 
(Self- worship having killed them), make 

the world 
A Pandemonium. I am with you still ; 
But the hours creep on to a more fortu- 
nate time ; 
A vessel swells her broad sails in the bay. 
And the breeze bloweth seaward ; I will 

seek 
My island in the southern waves again ; 
A thousand memories urge me, tones 

that slept 
Waken to invitation; I can feel 
The Hesperian beauty of that realm of 

peace 
Flushing my brain and fancy; but 

through all 
The ruddy vision glides a tender shade, 
And pauses with mute meaning by a 

grave. 



ODE. 



Delivered on the First Anniversary of the Car- 
olina Art Association, Feb. 10, 1856. 

TirERE are two worlds wherein our souls 
may dwell. 

With discord, or ethereal music fraught. 

One the loud mart wherein men buy and 
sell 

(Too oft the haunt of grovelling moods 
of Hell), 

The other, that immaculate realm of 
thought, 

In whose bright calm the master-work- 
men wrought. 
Where genius lives on light, 
And faith is lost in sight, 

Where crystal tides of perfect harmony 
swell 



to 
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Up to the heavens that never held a 

cloud, 
And round great altars reverent hosts 

are bowed, 
Altars upreared to love that cannot 

die. 
To beauty that forever keeps its youth, 
To kingly grandeur, and to virginal 

truth. 
To all things wise and pure. 
Whereof our God hath said, "Endure! 

endure ! 
Ye are but parts of me, 
The hath been^ and the evermore fo be, 
Of my supremest Immortality! " 

We falter in the darkness and the dearth 
Which sordid passions and imtamed de- 
sires 
Create al)out us; universal earth 
(i roans with the burden of our sensual 

\voi*s ; 
The heart heaven gave for homage is 

consumed 
Hy the wild rages of unhallowed fires; 
Tlie blush of that fine glory which 

illumed 
The earlier ages, hath gone out in gloom ; 
There is no joy within us, no repose, 
One cn»ed our Ix^acon, and one god our 

hold, 
The creed, the god, of gold; 
The heavenward winged Instinct that 

a8i)ires. 
Like a lost seraph with dishevelle<l 

plume, 
Pants humbled In the " slough of deep 

Despond;" 
The present binds us, there is no Beyond, 
Xo glorious Future to the soul content 
With the poor husks and garbage of this 

world ; 
And are indeed the wings of worship 

furled 
For^vemiore ? Is no evangel blent, 
Xo sweet evangel, with the hiss and 

hum 
Of the century's wheels of progress? 

Science delves 



Down to the earth's hot vitals, and ex- 
plores 

Realms arctic and antarctic, the strange 
shores 

Of remote seas, or with raised vision 
stands, 

All undismayed, amidst the starry lands: 

Man too, material man, our baser 
selves. 

She hath unmasked even to the source of 
being; 
Almost she seems a god, 
Deei)-searching and far-seeing; 

And yet how oft like some wild funeral 
wail 

Which goes before the burial of our 

hOJM'S, 

Emerging from the starry-blazone<l copes 

Of highest firmaments, or darkest vale 

Of the nether eaith, or from the burdened 
air 

Of chambers where this mortal frame Hes 
bare, 

Prol>ed to the core, her saddening ac- 
cents come ; 

'* What! call'st thou man a seraph ? nay, 
a clo<l. 

The veriest <*lod when his frail breath is 
si>ent, 

Man shows to us who know him ; 
what is he ? 

A si>eck! the merest dew-globe 'midst 
the sea 
Of life's infinity;'' 

Or, ** we have probed, dissected all we 
ran. 

But never yet, in any mortal man. 

Found ire the 82)irit ! thing of time and 
clay. 

Eat, drink, enjoy thy transient insect- 
day!" 

Thus Science ; but while still her mock- 
, ing voice 

Rings with a cold sharp clearness in our 
ears, 

Her beauteous sister, on whose brow the 
years 

Have left no cankering vestige of de- 
cay. 



r 
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Eternal Art, she of the fathomless eyes 


From the deep bosom of the purpling 


Brimming with light, half worship, half 


air 


surprise. 


A lambent glory broke along the 


In whose right hand a branch of fadeless 


vast 


palms. 


Horizon line,whence clouds, like incense,. 


Plucked from the depths of golden shad- 


rolled 


owed calms. 


Athwart a finnamental arc of gold 


Points upward to the skies. 


And sapphire; clouds not vapor-bom. 


She answers in a minor, sweet and 


But clasping each the radiant seeds of 


strange 


morn. 


The while, all graces in her aspect meet, 


Which suddenly, clear zenith heights at- 


And Doubt and Fear shrink shuddering 


tained. 


at her feet. 


Burst into light, unfolding like a flower. 


"I bring a nobler message! Soul, re- 


From out whose quivering heart a mystic 


joice ! 


shower 


Rise with me from thy troublous toils of 


Of splendor rained : 


sense. 


A spell was hers to conquer time and 


Thy bootless struggles, bom of impo- 


space, 


tence, 


For from the desert grandeur of that 


Rise to a subtler view, a broader range 


place 


Of thought and aim ; 


A hundred temples rise, 


Mine is a sway ideal, 


The marble poems of the bards of old. 


But still the works I prompt, alone, are 


Whereon 'twere well to look with rever- 


real; 


ent eyes, 


Mine is a realm from immemorial time 


Because they body noblest aspirations. 


Begirt by deeds and purposes sublime, 


Ethereal hopes, and winged imagina- 


Whose consecration is faith's quenchless 


tions. 


flame. 


Whether to fabled Jove their walls were 


Whose voices are the songs of poet- 


raised, 


sages. 


Or on their inner altar offerings blazed 


Whose strong foundations resting on the 


To wise Athena, or, in Christian Rome 


ages. 


Beneath St. Peter's mighty circling 


The throes and crash of empires have 


dome. 


not shaken, 


A second Heaven, the golden censers 


Nor any futile force of human rages. 


swing, 




The clear-toned choirs those hymns of 


** Come ! let us enter in ! 


rapture sing. 


Behold, the portal gates stand open 


Wliich, on harmonious waves of gratula- 


wide! 


tion, 


Only, from off thy spirit shake the dust 


The outburst of the sense of deep salva- 


Of any thought of sin, 


tion, 


Or sordid pride, 


Uplift the spirit where the Incarnate 


For sacred is the kingdom of my trust, 


AVord 


By mind, and strength, and beauty sanc- 


Amid the praise no ear of man hath 


tified." 


heard, 




The peace no mind of man can compre- 


She spake ! and oVr the threshold of a 


hend, 


sphere, 


Awaits to welcome Time's worn wander- 


A marvellous sphere, they passed ; 


ers home! 
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"But look again!*' Art's eager Genius 


Moves as he moved below. 


cried: 


Save that his smitten vision 


" Thou hast not seen the end, 


Rekindled at the fount of fire Elysian, 


Scarce the beginning ! " As she spake, a 


Bums with a subtler, grander, deepet 


tide 


glow; 


Of all the mighty masters, loved, adored. 


And yonder ^schylus, with " thunder- 


Prom out the shining distant spaces 


ous brow," 


poured, 


Scarred by the lightning of his own crea- 


All those who fashioned, through an 


tions. 


inward dower, 


Wrapped in a cloud of sombre medita- 


The concrete forms of beauty and of 


tions. 


power; 


Hath seized the tragic muse, as if to 


Whether from white Pentelic quarries 


her 


brought. 


He scoraetl to l)end an humble worship- 


The voiceless stone uprose, a breathing 


per, 


thought. 


But would extort her gifts ; 


Or, from the mystic rays of rainbows 


Then Shakespeare mild, 


drawn, 


Blessed with the innocent credence of a 


And colors of the sunset and the da\i'n. 


child, 


The painter's pencil his ideal fine, 


With a child's thoughts and fancies un- 


Had clothed in hues divine; 


defile<l. 


Or, skilled in living words 


And yet a Magian strong 


Melodious as the natural voice of birds 


To whom the springs of terrible fears 


(But each a sentient thing, a meaning 


belong. 


grand. 


Of majesty, and beauty, and delight, 


It is not given to all to understand). 


To the weird charm of whose infallible 


The poet from the shade of breezy 


sight. 


woods, 


The heart's emotions. 


From barren seaside solitudes, 


Though turbid as the tides of darkest 


And from the pregnant quiet of his soul 


oceans. 


Outbreathed the numbers that forever 


Shone clear as water of the woodland 


roll 


brooks — 


Perennial, as the foimtains of the sea. 


He passed with wisdom throned in his 


And deep almost as deep eternity! 


looks 




Attempered by the genial heats of 


Near and yet nearer the bright concourse 


wit: 


came. 


While close beside him, his grand coun- 


Their faces all aflame. 


tenance lit 


As when of yore the quick creative thrill 


By thoughts like those which wrought 


Did smite them into utterance, and the 


his Judgment Day, 


throng, 


Grave Michel Angelo 


Awed by the fiery burden of the song, 


His massive forehead lifts, 


Grow reverent i)ale and still ; 


In a strange Titan fashion, unto Heaven; 


O ! solemn and sublime Apocalypse 


Next Raphael comes, with calm and star- 


That wTestoth, from the dreary death- 


like mien. 


eel ij^se. 


Fresh from the beatific ecstasy. 


The sacred presence of these marvellous 


His face how beautiful, and how serene! 


men! 


Since (^od for him the a^'ful veil had 


Yonder the visible Homer moves again. 


riven 
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Tliat shrouds Divinity, 
And rolled before his wondering mind 

and eye 
Visions that we should gaze on but — to 

die! 

They passed, and thousands more passed 
by with them; 

Again Art's Genius spake: "Lo! these 
are they 
Who, through stem tribulations. 

Have raised to right and truth the sub- 
ject nations; 
Lol these are they, 

\Vlio, were the whole bright concourse 
swept away. 

Their fame's last barrier, built the surge 
to stem 

(){ chaos and oblivion, whelmed be- 
neath 

The pitiless torrent of eternal death. 

Would yet bequeath to races unbegot 

The precepts of a faith which falleth 

not; 
Pointing, from troublous toils of time 

and sense, 

From bootless struggles bom of impo- 
tence, 
To that fair realm of thought. 

In whose bright calm these master- 
workmen wrought, 

\Vhere cr>'stal tides of perfect music 
swell 

I'p to the heavens that never held a 
cloud. 

And round great altars worshipping 
hosts are bowed — 

Altars upreared to love that cannot 
die. 

To beauty that forever keeps Its youth, 

To kingly grandeur, and to virginal 
truth. 
To all things wise and pure. 

Whereof our (rod hath said: * Endure! 
endure ! 
Ye are but parts of me. 

The HATii DEEX, and the evermore to 

BE, 

Of my supremest Immortality! ' " 



\ 



QUEEN GALENA, Oli THE 

hethayed. 



SULTANA 



) 



Hold! let the heartless perjurer go! 
Speak not! strike not! he is my foe, 
From me, me only, comes the blow — 
1 will repay him woe for woe; 
Look in my eyes ! my eyes are dry, 
I breathe no plaint, 1 heave no sigh. 
But — will avenge me ere I die. 

Think you that I shall basely rest. 
And know the bosom mine hath prest, 
Is couched upon a colder breast ? 
Think you that I shall yield the West, 
The Orient soul my nature nurst. 
Till the bla(!k seed of treachery buret 
And blossomed to this deed accurst ? 

My rival! O! her glance is meek, 
Her faltering presence wan, and weak 
As the faint flush that tints her cheek. 
'Tis not on her that I would wreak 
My vengeance — sooner would I wring 
Life from an insect-birth of spring 
Than palter with so i)oor a thing. 

But he — 1 tell you if he flew. 
As it was once his wont to do. 
Repentant — pleading — quick to woo, 
With all his wild heart flaming through 
The glance of passion — it were sweet. 
Yea, more! 'twere righteous, just, and 

meet, 
To slay him kneeling at my feet! 

He shall not wed her; by Heaven's light 
He shall not; o'er my lurid sight 
Throbs a thick fire; the ancient might 
Of a stern race is stirred to-night; 
My sovereign claim annul — disown! 
1 will repay him groan for groan, 
Or — stab him at the altar-stone! 



THE POET'S TRUST IN HIS SORROW. 

O God! how sad a doom is mine, 

To human seeming: 
Thou hast calh'd on me to resign 
So much — much ! — all — but the divine 

Delights of dreaming. 
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I set my dreams to music wild, 

A wealth of measmvs; 
My lays, thank Heaven! are umletiled, 
I sport with Fancy as a child 

With golden leisures. 

And long as fate, not wholly stern, 

But this shall i^nmt me, 
►Still with pereiniial faith to turn 
Where Song's unsullied altai^s hurn 

Nought, nought shall daunt me! 

What though my worldly state be low 

Beyond redressing; 
1 own an inner flauif whose glow 
Makes radiant all the outward show; 

My last great blessing! 



Across whose unperturbl'd life, 
A su<lden i^assion swept, in strife, 
With wild, unhallowed forces rife. 
It stirred her nature's inmost deep, 
• That nevermore shall rest or sleep, 
Kemorse, its rugged IxmI of rock, 
O'er which for aye, with thunder-shock, 
The tich.'s of feeling, fierce and fleet, 
Are <lashed to foam or icy sleet, 
A raging whirl of waters, rent 
By something worse than discontent! 



rilE ItltOOK. 

Bi'T yesterday this bi-ook was bright, 
And tranquil as the clear moonlight, 
That wooes the palms on Orient shores, 
But now, a hoai-se, dark stream, it pours 
Im]H>tuous o'er its bed of rock. 
And almost with a thund«'r-shock 
Bolls into edtlies, lierce an<l fleet, 
That dash the white foam round our 

feet, 
A raging whirl of waters, rent 
As if with angry discoiitA.*nt! 

A temi>est in the night swept by, 
Horn of a murk antl fierv skv. 
And while the solid w(M)dlands shook, 
It wreaked its furv on the brook. 
The evil genius of the blast 
Within its quiet bosom i)assed. 
And then*fore this ti*:nistigiu*<Hl tide, 
Which used as lovingly to glide 
As thought through spirits sanctified, 
Itolls now a whirl of waters, rent 
As if with angry discontent. 

I knew, of late, a creature, bright 
And gentle as the clear mt)onlight, 
The tenderest and the kindest heart 
That ever playetl Love's selfless ])art. 



SATUliE THE COSSOLER, 

(iLADLV I hail these solitudes, and 
breathe 

The insjiiring breath of the fresh wood- 
land air, 

Most gladly to the past alone bequeath 
Doubt, grief, and cai*e; 

1 feel a new-born freedom of the mind, 

Nursed at the breast of Nature, with the 
dew 

Of glorious dawns ; 1 hear the moimtain 
wind. 

Clear as if elfin tnnnpets loudly blew, 

Peal through the dells, and scale the 
lonely height. 

Housing the echot^s to a quick delight. 

Bending the forest monarchs to Its 
will, 

'Till all their }K>nd*rous branches shake 

and thrill 
In the wide-wakening tmnult; far above 
The heavt>ns stretch calm and blessing; 

far Ih»1ow 
Tlie mellowing fields are touched with 

evening's glow. 
And many a pleasant sight and sound I 

love 

WouM gently woo me from all thoughts 

of woe: 
Sunlighted meadows, music in the 

grove. 
From happy bird-throats, and the fairy 

rills 
That lapse in silvery miumurs through 

the hills; 



NATURE THE CONSOLER. 
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Great circles of rich foliage, rainbow- 

crowr.ed 
By autumn's liberal largess, whilst 

around 
Grave sheep lie musing on the pastoral 

ground, 
Or sending a mild bleat 
To other flocks afar, 
Tlie fleecy comrades they are wont to 

meet 
Homewani returning 'neath the vesper 

star! 

Oh. genial peace of Nature! divine calm 
That fallest on the spirit, like the rain 
Of Eden, bearing melody and balm 
To soothe the troubled heart and heal its 

pain, 
Thy influence lifts me to a realm of joy, 
A moonlight happiness, intense but 

mild, 
I'nvisited by shadow of alloy, 
Ami flushed with tender dreams and fan- 
cies undeflled. 

The universe of God is still, not dumb. 
For many voices in sweet imdertonc 

To reverent listeners come: 
And many thoughts, with truth's own 

honey laden. •% 

Into the watcher's wakeful brain have 
flown, 
Charming the inner ear 
With harmonies so low, and yet so clear, 
So undefined, yet pregnant with a feeling. 
An inspiration of sublime revealing. 
That they whose being the strong spell 
shall hold. 
Do look on earthly things 
Through atmospheres of rich imaginings. 
And And, in all they see, 
A meaning manifold ; 
The forces of divine vitality 
Break through the sensual gloom 

About them furled. 
All instinct with the radiant grace and 

bloom 
Caught from the glories of a lovelier 
world. 



A lovelier world ! in the thronged space 

on high, 
Dwells there indeed a fairer star than 

ours, 
Circled by sunsets of more gorgeous dye, 
And gifted with an ampler wealth of 

flowers ? 
Can heavenly bounty lavish richer stores 
Of color, fragrance, beauty, and delight 

On mortal or immortal sight. 
In any sphere that rolls around the sun ? 
See what a splendor from the dying day 
Through the grand forest pours ! 
Now, lighting up its veteran-crests with 

glory, 
Now, slanting down the shadows dim and 

hoary, 
Till, in the long-drawn gloom of leafy 

glades, 
At the far close of their impervious 

shades. 
The purple splendor softly melts away ! 

Now, overarched by dewy canopies, 
And awed by dimness that is hardly 
gloom, [lips, 

We stand amidst the silence with hushed 
Watching the dubious glimmer of the 

# skies 
Paled Dy the foliage to a half-eclipse, 

And struggling for full room. 
With intennittent gleams, that quickly 

die 
In throbs and tremors, waning suddenly 
To the mere ghosts of flame, to appari- 
tions 
Impalpable as star-beams in deep seas. 
Lost in the dark below the surface- 
ruffling breeze. 

[tions, 
Latest of all these marvellous transi- 
And crowning all with their ineffable 

grace. 
The eyes of the night's empress, witch- 
ing sweet, 
Scatter the shadows in each secret 

place, 
So that, where'er her beamy glances 
fleet, 
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Shot through and tlirough, as if with 

arrowy might, 
The dusky gloaming falls before her 

shafts of light. 



THE SOCL-COXFLICT. 

Defeated I but never disheartened ! 

Kepulsed ! but unconquered in will, 
Upon dreary discomfitures building 

Her virtue's strong battlements still, 
The soul, through the siege of tempta- 
tions, 

Yields not unto fraud, nor to might, 
Unquelled by the rush of the passions. 

Serene 'mid the tumults of fight. 

She sees a grand prize in the distance, 

She hears a gla<l sound of acclaims, 
The crown wrought of blooms amaran- 
thine, 

The music far sweeter than Fame's. 
And so, 'gainst the rush of the passions 

She lifts the broad buckler of right, 
And so, through the glooms of tempta- 
tion, 

She walks in a splendor of light. 



THE PIIESEXT/MEXT. 

Over lier face, so tender and meek. 
The light of a prophecy lies. 

That lias silvered the red of the rose on 
her cheek, 
And chastened the thought in her eyes ! 

Beautiful eyes, with an inward glance. 
To the spirit's mystical deep; 

Lost in the languid gleam of a trance, 
More solemn and saintly than sleep. 

And, forever and ever, she seems to hear 
The voice of a spirit implore, 

** Come! enter the life that is noble and 
clear; 
Come! grow to my heart once more." 

And, forever and ever, she mutely turns 
From a mortal lover's sighs; 



And fainter the red of the rose-flush 
burns. 
And deeper the thought in her eyes. 

The seeds are wairm of the churchyard 
flowers, 
That will blossom above her rest. 
And a bird that shall sing by the old 
church towers. 
Is already fledged in its nest! 

And so, when a blander summer shall 
smile. 
On some night of soft July, 
We will lend to the dust her beauty 
awhile, 
In the hush of a moonless sky. 

And later still, shall the churchyard 
flowers. 
Gleam nigh with a white increase; 
And a bird outpour, by the old chim:h 
towers, 
A plaintive poem of peace. 



THE mo SLMMEIiS. 

TiiEHE is a golden season in our year, 
Between OctolKT's hale an<l lusty cheer^ 
And the hoar frost of winter's empire 
drear; 

Which, like a fairy flood of mystic tides. 
Whereon divine tranquillity abides. 
The kingdom of the sovereign months 
divides; 

The wailing autumn 'winds their requiems 

cease. 
Ere winter's sturdier storms have gained 

release. 
And heaven and earth alike are bright 

with i)eace. 

O soul! thou hast thy golden season 

too! 
A blissful Interlude of birds and dew, 
Of balmy gales, and skies of deepest blue! 



LINES. 
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That second summer, when thy work is 

done, 
The harvest hoarded, and th^ mellow sun 
Gleams on the fruitful fields thy toil has 



won; 



Which, also, like a fair mysterious tide. 
Whereon calm thoughts like ships at 

anchor ride. 
Doth the broad empire of thy years di- 
vide. 

This passed, what more of life's brief 
path remains, 

Winds through unlighted vales, and dis- 
mal plains, 

The haunt of chilling blight, or fevered 
pains. 

Pray, then, ye happy few, along whose 
way I ray, 

Life's Indian summer pours its purpling 
That ye may die ere dawns the evil day. 

Sink on that season's kind and genial 
breast, 

While peace and sunshine rule the cloud- 
less west. 

The elect of God, whom life and death 
liave blessed ! 



LIXES. 

"Though dowered with instincts keen and 

high." 

" I weep 
My youth, and its brave hopes, all dead and 

gone, 
Id tears which burn." — Pakacelhus. 

Though dowered with instincts keen and 
high, 
With burning thoughts that wooed the 
light, 
The scornful world hath passed him by. 
And left him lonelier than the night. 

Yes! cold and hopeless, one by one 
The stars of faith have quenched their 
flame, 

And like a waning polar sun, 
Declines the latest hope of fame. 



He longed to sing one noble song. 
To thrill, with passion's living breath, 

The fools whose scorn had worked him 
wrong, 
And bailie fate, and conquer death. 

Dear God ! dost thou endow with powers. 
Whose aspirations mock the bars 

Of time and sense, whose vision towers 
Irradiate 'mid thy sovereign stars. 

Only to furnish some faint gleams 
Of loftier beauty, quick withdrawn. 

Leaving a frenzied hell of dreams, 
And wailings for the vanished dawn? 

The oracles of fancy mute, 

Ambition's priests dethroned and fled. 
He wanders with a tuneless lute, 

Through dreary regions of the dead. 

But from that place of bale uploom 
The phantoms of unburied years, 

The haunting care, the grief, the gloom. 
The treacherous hopes, the pale-eyed 
fears 

That stonned his spirit's brave design. 
That clogged Its wings, betrayed Its 
trust. 

Defaced its creed, and dashed the wine 
In song's bright chalice, to the dust. 

Ah, Heaven! could he retrace his life 
From oiU this realm of doubt and 
dearth. 
He would not court thought's eagle 
strife. 
But clasp the calm that clings to earth. 

Al)ove, the threatening thundei*s wait 
For dauntless souls that <lare aspire. 

But lowly lives are safe from hate, 
And peace is wed to meek desire. 

Yet, birds that breast the turbulent air ^ 
Are worthier than the things that 
creep. 

And nobler is a high despair 
Than weak content, or sluggish sleep. 
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SONG. 

()! Yoi:ii eyes are deep and tender, 
O ! your charmed voice is low, 

But I've found your beauty's splendor 
All a mocker^' and a show; 

SlightiHl heart and broken i)romise 
Follow wheresoever you go. 

All your words are fair and golden, 
All your actions false and wrong, 

Not the noblest soul's beholden 
To your weak affections long ; 

Only true in — lover's fancy, 
Only constant in — his song. 



oy A po urn AIT. 

A wulower muses over the likeiiet»8 of hi8 dead 

wile. 

The face, the beautiful face. 
In its living flush and glow, 
The perfect face in its peerless grace 
That 1 worshippiHl long ago; 
That 1 worshipped when youth was 
strong and bold. 
That 1 worship now. 
Though the pulse of youth grows faint 
and low. 
And the ashes of hope are cold. 

The face, the beautiful face, 

Ever haunting my heart and brain, 
Bringing ofttlmes a dream of heaven, 
Ofttimes the pang of a pain 
Which darteih down like a lightning 
flash 
To the dreadful deeps. 
Where the gems of a shipwrecked life 
are cast. 
And its ilead cold promise sleeps. 

Sweet face! shall 1 meet thee again. 
In the i)assionless land of palms. 
By the verge of Heaven's enchante*! 
streams 
In the hush of its perfect calms; 
Or, forever and ever, ami evermore, 
While the years depart. 
While the ages roll, 



Walk the glooms of a ghostly shore. 
Made wild by a phantom-haunted 

brain. 
And a cloud-encircled soul ; 
By a haunted bi-ain and a cheerless 
heart. 
While the years and the ages roll ? 

No answer comes to my cry. 

Though out of the depths I call : 
Not the faintest gleam of a hopeful 
beam 
Shines over the shroud and pall. 
My soul is clothed with sackcloth and 
dust, 
And I look from my widowed hearth 
With a vacant eve on the tumuli 

and stir 
Of this weary, dreary earth ; 
For my soul is dead and its ho|H's are 

dust. 
And the joy of ]>assion, the strength of 
trust, 
The»v passed from the world with 
hvr. 



THE SHADOW. 

The pathway of his mournful life hath 

wound 
Beneath a shadow; just beyond it play 
The genial breezes, ami the cool brooks 

stray 
Into melodious gushings of sweet sound, 
Whilst ample floods of mellow sunshine 

fall 
Like a nmte rain of rapture over all. 

Oft hath he deemeti the spell of darkness 

lost. 
And shouttnl to the daysprlng; a full 

glow [woe, 

Ilath rushe<l to clasp him; but the subtle 
Unvanquishetl ever, with the might of 

frost. 
Regains its sad n^alm. and with voice 

malign 
Saith to the dawning joy; '' This life is 



nun< 
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Still smiles the brave soul, undivorced 
from hope ! 

And, with unwavering eye and warrior 
mien, 

Walks in the shadow, dauntless and 
serene, 

To test, through hostile years, the ut- 
most scope 

Of man's endurance — constant to essay 

All heights of patience free to feet of 
clay. 

Still smiles the brave soul, undivorced 
from hope! 

But now, methinks, the pale hope gath- 
ers strength; 

<ilatl winds invade the silence; streams, 
at length, 

Flash through the desert; 'neath the 
sapphire cope 

<.)f deepening heavens he hails a happier 
day. 

And the spent shadow mutely wanes 
away. 



THE WINTER WIXDS MAY WILDLY 

HA VE. 

The winter winds may wildly rave, 
How wildly o'er thy place of rest ! 

But. love! thou hast a holier grave, 
Deep in a faithful human breast. 

There, the embalmer. Memory, bends, 
Watching, with softly-breathed sighs, 

The mystic light her genius lends 
To fadelei^ cheeks and tender eyes. 

There in a fathomless calm, serene, 
Thy beauty keeps its saintly trace, 

The radiance of an angel mien. 
The rapture of a heavenly grace. 

And there, O gentlest love ! remain 
(No stonny passion round thee raves), 

Till, soul to soul, we meet again. 
Beyond this ghostly realm of graves. 



UNDER SENTENCE. 

Place — Scotland. Time — Thirteenth 
Century. 

Off ! off ! No treacherous priest for me! 
What's Heaven ? what's Hell ? Eternity! 
It hath no meaning to mine ear, 

Unless Stay, father I Canst thou 

swear 
By holy Rood, that I shall meet 
Him there, whose crime made murder 

sweet ? 
Him whose black soul I've hurled be- 
fore ? ^ 
He's gone! How cold my dungeon 

floor! 
And the rack wrenches still ! This hand, 
Which stiffened to a fire-hot band 
Of steel, crushing his base breath out, 
They've foully mangled! See that gout 
Of blood there — there, too ! What 

care I ? 
It did its work well: let it lie! 

I'd give ten mortal lives, I trow. 
As full of sweets as mine of woe. 
To feel that quivering throat once more; 
To view the blue-tinge<l, strangling gore 
Spout from his lips! To watch the dim 
Film o'er those cruel eyeballs swim. 
And the black anguish of his stare, 
Dashed blind with horror! Lords! be- 
ware 
Much trifling! We are dogs, ye ken. 
Who yet may rise, and smite like men. 

What's this ? Ah, yes ! the flower I took 
From her! I think her dying look 
Baptized it, for it keeps so fair. 
I wonder if they decked her hair 
With other flowers like this, ere yet 
They lowered her beauty to the wet, 
Dark mould ? If maiden dust to flowrrs 
(Some say so) turns, not all the bowers 
This spring shall wann will equal those 
To blossom from her pure repose! 

My nuptial night! God's blood! what 

right 
Had / to nuptials ? To the bright 
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Keen joy that bums on weiided lips ? 
My life-star couKl not break the eclipse 
Wherein * twas born ! So that dark doom 
Which hounds me to a shameful tomb, 
Ordained that the fiend's trick they 

used 
Should trap me I Faith, love, peace 

abused, 
1 woke to find my heart bereft 
Of its one treasure! What was left ? 
What, but that mandate Vengeance, 

hissed 
With l»ot tongue thro' a seething mist 
Of passion ; tlie fierce mandate, " Kill ? " 
Aye I but she^ too, lay blanched and 

still. 

Blanched on the couch I dreamed would 

be 
My wedding couch! Oh, infamy! 
His outnige smote her to the heart; 
It crashed the i;ates of life apart. 
Where through her shuddering soul took 

flight ! 
But ere the death-dew dimmed her sight, 
She gave me, as I said, this flower, 
And — one long smile ! To my last hour 
Tve shrined her smile! If, if some- 

wliere 
There }>e. a heaven, benign and fair, 
Its saints, I feel, must smile so there! 

Dread Go<l! couldst thou have markeil 

my wrong. 
Yet sheathed thy lightning? I was 

strong 
And lusty as the hillside roe; 
Could wield the brand and bend the 

bow 
So deftly, that his lonlship deignc<l 
To show me favor! Was it feigned ? 
I know not! II is laM kindness took 
A strange shape truly ; for it shook 
My hopes to atoms! Yet Jtc fell 
Prone with them! Shall we meet in 

hell ? 

I ask again. Ila! if we do 

And there 's a single nerve, or thew. 



Or muscle left to naked soul, 

I'll strangle him once more; enroll 

My ruthless arms round breast and 

throat, 
And wring from out his gorge that note 
Of palsieil fear! I'll do H, tho' all 
The devils should pull me back, and 

call 
Fresh tomients on my anguished head : 
Doubtless they'll take his part instead. 

Of miup^ l>eing devils, and he the worst; 
A prince amongst their tribes accurst 
By this time; for a month has sped, 
Beshrew me, since he joined the dea<l. 
The damned dead! Full time I trow. 
For all the bounds of hell to know 
That Satan's rivalled! Hark without! 
The gathering tramp, the approaching 

shout 
Of thousands! Well, their scaffold's 

high; 
Fair chance for all to see me die! 



THE VILLAiiE BEAUTY. 

TiiK glowing tints of a tropic eve, 

Bum on her radiant cheek. 

And we know that her voice is rich and 

low. 
Though we never have heanl her sjieak : 
So full are those gracious oyes of light. 
That the blissful flood runs o'er. 
And wherever her tranquil pathway 

tends 
A glorj- flits on before! 

O ! very grand are the city belles. 

Of a brilliant and stately mien. 

As they walk the steps of the languid 

dance. 
And flirt in the pauses l)etween; 
But beneath the boughs of the hoary 

oak, 
Wlien the minstrel fountains play, 
I think that the artless village girl 
Is sweeter by far than they. 



AFTER DEATH, 
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O! very grand are the city belles, 

But their hearts are worn away 

By the keen-edged world, and their lives 

have lost 
The beauty and mirth of May ; 
They move where the sun and the starry 

dews 
Reign not; they are haughty and bold. 
And they do not shrink from the cursed 

mart. 
Where faith is the slave of gold. 

But the starry dews and the genial sun 
Have gladdened her guileless youth ; 
And her brow is bright with the flush of 

hope, 
Her soul with the seal of truth ; 
Her steps are beautiful on the hills 
As the steps of an Orient morn. 
And Ruth was never more fair to see 
In the midst of the autumn com. 



AFTER DEATH. 

The passionate sobs of the dear friends 

that came 
To look their last upon my living frame. 
And catch the fainting accents of my 

breath. 
That fluttered in the atmosphere of 

death. 
Were husheti to silence, and the uncer- 
tain light, 
That flickered o'er the arras to my sight, 
Grew paler and more tremulous, as life 
Sunk 'neatli the power of that unequal 
strife, 



Which pits humanity against the spell 
Of one all flesh hath found invincible! 

1 could not see my foe: but the whole 

space 
Was redolent of pestilence, and grace 
Of all things beautiful, and grand and 

free, 
Seemed lost in darkness evermore to 

me ; 
1 struggled with the invisible arm that 

wound 
So sternly round me, but could give no 

sound 
To the great agony that whelmed my 

soul 
In surges wilder than the eternal roll 
Of a world's waters, thundering round 

the Pole. 

Downward, still downward, the relent- 
less hand 

Pressed on my being, and the iron wand 

Of his malign enchantment struck my 
heart 

With a dull force that made the life-blood 
start 

Forever from its courses ; then a sense 

Of coming rest, more dreamless and in- 
tense 

Than ever wrapped mortality in still 

And throbless freedom from all thoughts 
of ill. 

Stole o'er the vanquished form and glim- ^ 
mering sight. 

Till silence ruled, with nothingness and 
night ! 



SONNETS. 



SONNETS. 



OCTOBER, 

The passionate suininer's dead ! the sky's 

a^low 
With roseate flushes of matured desire, 
Tlie wiuils at eve are musical and low. 
As sweeping ehoi'ds of a lamenting 

lyre. 
Far up among the pillared clouds of fire. 
Whose pomp of strange procession up- 

wanl rolls, 
With gorgeous blazonry of pictured 

scrolls, 
To celebrate the summer's past renown ; 
Ah, me! how regally the heavens look 

down, 
0'ersha<lowing beautiful autumnal woods 
And liarvest fields with hoarded in- 
crease brown. 
And deep-toned majesty of golden flootls. 
That raise their soleum dirges to the 

sky. 
To swell the purple pomp that floateth by. 



LIFE AXD DEATH. 
I. — LIFE. 

Si^FFERixo! and yet majestical in pain; 
Mysterious I yet, like spring-showers in 

the sun. 
Veiling the light with their melodious 

rain, 
Life is a warp of gloom and glory spun ; 
Its darkling phases are as clouds that 

mourn 
Beneath the loftier splendors of an arch 
Where deathless orbs in golden daylight 

bom. 



And God's great pulses beat their music 

march. 
The heaven we worship dimly girt with 

tears, 
Tlie spirit-heaven, what is it but a life. 
Lifting its soul l^eyond our mortal years 
That oft begin, and ever end with strife: 
Strife we must pass to win a happier 

height, 
Nature but travails to reveal us — light. 

II. — DEATH. 

Then whence, O Death I thy dreariness ? 

We know 
That every flower the breeze's flattering 

breath 
Wooes to a blush, and love-like mur- 

niuring low. 
Dies but to nuiltiply its bloom in death: 
The rilPs glad, pratiling infancy, that 

fills 
The wooil lands with its song of innocent 

glee. 
Is passing through the heart of shadowy 

hills. 
To swell the eternal manhood of the 

sea: 
And the great stars, Creation's minstrel- 
fires 
Are rolling toward the central source 

of light, 
Where all their separate glor>' but ex- 
pires 
To merge into one world's imbroken 

might ; 
There is no death but change, soul 

claspeth soul. 
And all are portion of the immortal 

whole. 
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SHELLEY, 

Because they thought his doctrines 

were not just, 
Mankind assumed for him the chasten- 
ing rod, 
And tyrants reared in pride, and strong 

in lust, 
Wounded the noblest of the sons of 

God; 
The hearths most cherished benefactions 

riven. 
Basely they strove to humble and 

malign 
A soul whose charities were wide as 

heaven, 
Whose ih'ftds, if not his doctrines^ were 

divine; 
And in the name of Ilim, whose sun- 
shine warms 
The evil as the righteous, deemed it 

good 
To wreak their bigotry's relentless 

storms 
On one whose nature was not under- 

iitood. 
Ah, well! God's ways are wondrous; it 

may be 
HiH seal hath not been set to man's 

decree. 



POETS OF THE OLDEN TIME. 

The brave old poets sing of nobler 

themes 
Than those weak griefs which harass 

craven souls; 
The torrent of their lusty music rolls 
Not tlirough dark valleys of distemi)ered 

dreams. 
Hut munnurous pastures lit by simny 

streams ; 

( )r. rushing from some mountain height 

of thoujTht, 
Swells to strange meaning that our 

minds have sought 
Vaiidy to gather from the doubtful 

gleams 



Of our more gross perceptions. Oh, 
their strains 

Nerve and ennoble manhood! no shrill 
ery, 

Set to a treble, tells of querulous woe ; 

Yet numbers deep-voic«i as the mighty 
main's 

Merge in the ringdove's plaining, or the 
sigh 

Of lovers whisi)ering where sweet rivu- 
lets 'flow. 



'*N0}\\ WHILE THE liEAR-GUARDr 

Now, while the rear-guard of the flyuig 

year. 

Rugged Decemlier on the season's verge 

Marshals his pale days to the mournful 

dirge 
Of muffled winds in far-off forests drear. 

Good friend ! turn with me to our in-door 

cheer; 
Draw nigh; the huge flames roar upon 

the hearth, 
And this sly sparkler is of subtlest birth. 
And a rich vintage, poet souls hold 

dear; 
Mark how the sweet rogue wooes iis! 

Sit thee down. 
And we will quaff, and quafiF, and drink 

our All, 
Topping the spirits with a Bacchanal 

crown. 
Till the funereal blast shall wail no more. 
But silver-throated clarions seem to 

thrill, 
And shouts of triumph peal along the 

shore. 



" PEXT IX THIS COMMON SPHERE.'' 

Pent in this common sphere of sensual 

shows, 
I pine for beauty; beauty of fresh mien, 
And gentle utterance, and the charm 

serone. 
Wherewith the hue of mystic dream-land 

glows ; 



BETWEEN THE SUNKEN SUN AND THE NEW MOON. 



I pine for lulling niiuic. the rei)ose 


In «'lios<' fair lieiiven a moon of sliailowy 


Of low-voic-etl wftlera. in some realm be- 




tween 


Wades through a fading fall of sunset 


The perii'i-t Adenne, and this eloudeJ 


rain; [balm, 


scene 


Where drooping loios-flowers, distilling 


Of love's sail loss, and passion's raoum- 


Gleam by the drowsy streamlets sleep 


til] lliroea ; 


hath cTOwn'd, 


A pleasaut counLry, girt with twilight 


While Care forgeU to sigh, and Peace 


calm. 


hath balsamed Fain. 




•■BETHEEX THE SUXKES SCX ASl) THE SEIV MOOX." 

Alternates storm with calm , and the loiiil 



Between the sunken sun and the new 

I stood in fields through which a rivulet 

With scarce perceptible motion, not a 

or its amooch surface trembling to the 

Of sunset breezes: " O delicious boon," 
I cried, "of quiet! wise is Nature's 

plan. 
Who, in her realm, as In the soul of 



With dewy evening's soft and sacred 

iDlh 
Happy the heart that keeps ita twilight 

And, in the depths of heavenly peace 

reclined, 
Loves to commune with thoughts ot 

Thoughts that ascend, like angels beau- 
tiful, 
A shining .lacob's ladderof the mind." 
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ANCIENT MYTHS, 

Ye pleasant myths of Eld, why have ye 

fled? 
The earth has fallen from her blissful 

prime 
Of summer years, the dews of that sweet 

time 
Are withered on its garlands sere and 

dead. 
No longer in the blue fields overhead 
We list the rustling of immortal wings, 
Or hail at eve the kindly visitings 
Of gentle Genii to fair fortunes wed : 
The seas have lost their Nereids, the sad 

streams 
Their gold-haired habitants, the moun- 
tains lone 
Those happy Oreads, and the blithesome 

tone 
Of Pan's soft pipe melts only in our 

dreams ; 
Fitfully fall the old faith's broken gleams 
On our dull hearts, cold as sepulchral 

stone. 



/ 



o god: what glorious seasons 

BLESS THY WORLD ! 

O God ! what glorious seasons bless thy 
world ! 

Seel the tranced winds are nestling on 
the deep, 

The guardian heavens unclouded vigil 
keep 

O'er the mute earth; the beach birds* 
wings are furled 

(Jhost-like and gray, where the dim bil- 
lows curled 

Lazily up the sea-strand, sink in 
sleep. 

Save when the random fish with light- 
ning leap 

Flashes abovt; them, the far sky's Im- 
pearled 

Inland, with lines of silvery smoke that 
gleam 

I'pward from (piiet hon^steads, thin 
and slow: 



The simset girds me like a gorgeous 
dream 

Pregnant with splendors, by whose mar- 
vellous spell, 

Senses and soul are flushed to one deep 
glow, 

The golden mood of thoughts ineffable! 



''ALONG THE PATH THY BLEEDING 

FEETr 

Along the path thy bleeding feet have 

trod, 
O Christian Mother I do the martyr-years. 
Crowned with suflfering through the mist 

of tears |(io<l; 

Uplift their brows, thorn-circled, unto 
Most bitterly our Father's chastening rod 
Hath ruled within thy term of mortal 

days. 
Yet in thy soul spring up the tones of 

praise. 
Freely as flowers from out a burial-sod : 
Nor hath a tireless faith essayed in vain 
To win from sorn>w that diviner rest, 
Which, like a sunset, purpling through 

the rain 
Of dying storms, maketh the darkness 

blest; 
Grief is transfigured, and dethronM 

Fears, 
Pale in the glory beckoning from the 

West. 



" too oft the poet in elaborate 

verse:* 

Too oft the poet in elaborate verse, 
Flushed with quaint images and gorgeons 

tropes, 
Casteth a doubtful light, which is not 

hoj^e's, 
On the dark spot where Death hath 

sealed his curse 
In monumental silence. Nature starts 
Indignant from the sacrilege of words 
That ring so hollow, and forlornly i^rds 
Her great woe round her; there's no 

trick of Art's, 



MOUNTAIN SONNETS — COMPOSED IN AUTUMN. 
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But shows most ghastly by a new-made 

tomb. 
/ see no balm in Gilead; he is lost, 
The beautiful soul that loved thee, thy 

life's bloom. 
Is withered by the sudden blighting 

frost ; 
O Grief ! how mighty ; Creeds ! how 

vain ye are : 
Earth presses closely, — Heaven is cold 

and far. 



MOUNT At S SONNETS. 

[Written on one of the Blue Ridge range of 
Mountains.] 

Here let me pause by the lone eaglets 

nest, 
And breathe the golden sunlight and 

sweet air, 
Which gird and gladden all this region 

fair 
With a perpetual benison of rest; 
Like a grand purpose that some god hath 

blest. 
The immemorial mountain seems to rise, 
Yearning to overtop diviner skies, 
Tliough monarch of the pomps of East 

and West; 
And pondering here, the genius of the 

height 
Quickens my soul as if an angel spake, 
And I can feel old chains of custom 

break, [light; 

And old ambitions start to win the 
A calm resolve bom with them, in whose 

might 
I thank thee. Heaven ! that noble 

thoughts awake. 

Here, friend! upon this lofty ledge sit 
down. 

And view the beauteous prospect spread 
below, 

Around, above us; in the noonday glow 

How calm the landscape rests! yon dis- 
tant town, 

Enwreathed with clouds of foliage like a 
crown 



Of rustic honor; the soft, silvery flow 
Of the clear stream beyond it, and the 

show 
Of endless wooded heights, circling the 

brown 
Autumnal fields, alive with billowy 

grain; 
Say ! hast thou ever gazed on aught more 

fair 
In Europe, or the Orient? What do- 
main 
(From India to the sunny slopes of 

Spain ) 
Hath beauty, wed to grandeui *n the air. 
Blessed with an ampler charm a more 

benignant reign ? 

The rainbows of the heaven are not more 
rare, 

More various and more beautiful to view. 

Than these rich forest rainbows, dipped 
in dew 

Of mom and ovoning, glimmering every- 
where 

From wootled dell to dark-blue moun- 
tain mere; 

O Autumn! wondrous painter! every 
hue 

Of thy immortal pencil is steeped 
through 

With essence of divinity; how bare 

Beside thy coloring the poor shows of 
Art, 

Though Art were thrice Inspired; in 
dreams alone 

(The loftiest dreams wherein the soul 
takes part) 

Of jasper pavements, and the sapphire 
throne 

Of Heaven, hath such unearthly bright- 
ness shone 

To flush and thrill the visionary heart! 



COMPOSED IN AUTUMN, 

With these dead leaves stripped from a 

withered tree. 
And slowly fluttering round us, gentle 

friend, 
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Some faithless soul a sad presage might 
blend ; 

To me they bring a happier augury; 

Lives that shall bloom in genial sun- 
shine free, 

Nursed by the spell Lovers dews and 
breezes send. 

And when a kindly Fate shall speak the 
end, 

Down dropping in Timers autumn si- 
lently ; 

All hopes fulfilled, all passions duly 
blessed, 

Life's cup of gladness drained, except 
tlic Iocs, 

No more to fear or long for, but the 
rest 

Which crowns existence with its dream- 
less ease; 

Thus when our days are ripe, oh ! let us 
fall 

Into that perfect Peace which waits for 
all! 



GREAT POETS AXD SMALL. 

Shall I not falter on melcHlious wing. 
In that my notes are weak and may not 

rise 
To those world-wide entrancing harmo- 
nies. 
Which the great poets to the ages sing ? 
Shall my thought's hiuuble heaven no 

longer ring 
With pleasant lays, because the empyreal 

height 
Stretches beyond it, lifting to the light 
The anointed pinion of song*s radiant 

king? I flight 

Ah I a false thought! the thrush her fitful 
Ventures in vernal dawns ; a happy note 
Trills from the russet linnet^s gentle 

throat. 
Though far above the eagle soars in 

might. 
And the glad skylark — an ethereal 

mote — 
Sings m high realms that mock our 

straining sight. 



MY STVDY.\/ 

This is my world ! within these narrow 

walls, 
I own a princely service ; the hot care 

And tumult of our frenzied life are 

here 
But as a ghost, and echo; what befalls 
In the far mart to me is less than 

naught ; 
I walk the fields of quiet Areadies, 
And wander by the brink of hoary 

seas. 
Calmed to the tendance of untroubled 

thought : 
Or if a livelier humor should enhance 
The slow-timed pulse, *tis not for present 

strife. 
The sordid zeal with which our age is 

rife. 
Its manunon conflicts crowned by fraod 

or chance. 
But gloamings of the lost, heroic life, 
Flashed through the gorgeous vistas of 

romance. 



TO 



BELOvfeo! in this holy hush of night, 

I know that thou art looking to the 
South, 

Fair face and cordial brow bathed in the 

light 
Of tender Heavens, and o'er thy deli- 
cate mouth 
A dewy gladness from thy dark eyes 

shed; 
O eloquent eyes! that on the evening 

spread 
Tlie glory of a radiant world of dreams 
(The inner moonlight of the soul that 

dims 
This moonlight of the sense), and o'er 

thy head, 
Thro>\'n back, as listening to a voice of 

hymns. 
Perchance in thine own spirit, violet 

gleams 



TO W. H. K-- LINES. 
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From modest flowers that deck the 
window-bars, 

While the winds sigh, and sing the far- 
off streams, 

And a faint bliss seems dropping from 
the stars. 

O! pour thine inmost soul upon the air 

And trust to heaven the secrets that 
recline 
1^ In the sweet nunnery of thy virgin 
breast; 

Speak to the winds that wander every- 
where, — 

And sure must wander hither — the 
divine 

Contentment, and the infinite, deep 
rest 

That sway thy passionate being, and lift 
high 

To the calm realm of Love's eternity, 

The passive ocean of thy charmM 
thought ; 

And tell the aerial element to bear 

The burden of thy whispered heart to 
me, 

By fairy alchemy of distance wrought 

To something sacred as a saintly prayer, 

A spell to set my nobler nature free. 



TO W. H, H. 

How like a mighty picture, tint by tint, 
This marvellous world is opening to thy 

view! 
Wonders of earth and heaven; shapes 

bright and new, 
Strength, radiance, beauty, and all things 

that hint 
Most of the primal glory, and the print 

Of angel footsteps; from the globe of 

dew 
Tiny, but luminous, to the encircling 

blue, 
Unbotmded, thou drink' st knowledge 

without stint; 
Like a pure blossom nursed by genial 

winds. 
Thy Innocent life, expanding day by day, 



Upsprings, spontaneous, to the perfect 
flower; 

Lost Eden-splendors round thy path- 
way play. 

While o'er it rise and bum the starry 
signs 

Which herald hope and joy to souls of 
power. 

I pray the angel in whose hands the sum 
Of mortal fates in mystic darkness lies. 
That to the soul which fills these deep- 
ening eyes, 
Sun-crowned and clear, the spirit of 

Song may come ; 
That strong-winged fancies, with melo- 
dious hum 
Of plumed vans, may touch to sweet sur- 
prise 
His poet nature, bom to glow and rise. 
And thrill to worship though the world 

be dumb; 
That love, and will, and genius, all may 

blend 
To make his soul a guiding star of time, 
Tme to the purest thought, the noblest 

end. 
Full of all richness, gentle, wise, com- 
plete, 

In whose still heights and most ethereal 

clime. 
Beauty, and faith, and plastic passion 

meet. 



LINES. 



Ye cannot add by any pile ye raise. 
One jot or tittle to the statesman's 

fame; 
That the world knows; to the far future 

days 
Belongs his glory, and its radiant flame 
Will burn, when ye are dead, decayed, 

forgot ; 
Therefore, your opposition matters not; 
The thin-masked jealousies of present 

time, 
Unburied in his grave, survive to keep 
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Rampant the hate he deemed his highest 

praise, 
And the rude clash of discord o*er his 

sleep ; 
But for Ills great, wise acts, his faith 

sublime, 
All that the soul of genius sanctifies, 
The»e moiuit where viler passions cannot 

climb. 
These live where palsied malice faints 

and dies. 

Still must the common voice denounce 

the deed, 
The common heart swell with an out- 
raged pride, 
That the poor purchase of that paltry 

meed 
His country owed him should be thus 

denied ; 
»Shame on the Senate! shame on ever>' 

hand 
Which did not falter when recording 

thore. 
The basest act achieved for many a year. 
To fire the scorn of the whole Southern 

laud ; 
Nor the South only, for our foes will cry 
Out on your petty pasteboard chivalry! 
The people who refuse to crown the 

great 
And good with lionor, do themselves 

eclipse. 
And doubly shameless is the recreant 

State, 
Whose condenmation comes from her 

own lips. 



♦♦^.V IDLE POET DREAMISG.'* 

Ax idle poet, dreanung in the sun. 
One given to much unhallowed va- 
grancy 
Of thought and step; who, when he 
comes to die. 



In the broad world can point to nothing 

done; 
No chartered corporations, no streets 

paved 
With very princely stone-work, no vast 

file 
Of warehouses, no slowly-hoarded pile 
Of priceless treasure, no proud sceptre 

waved 
O'er potent realms of stock, no magic 

art 
Lavished on curious gins, or works of 

steam ; 
Only a few wild songs that melt the 

heart. 
Only the glow of some unearthly dream. 
Embodied and innnortal; what are these ? 
Sneers the sage world; chaff, smoke, 

vain phantasies! 

Yet stock depreciates, oven banks decay, 
Merchant and architect are lowly laid 
\\\ purple palls, and the shrewd lords of 

trade 
Lament, for they were wiser in their 

day 
Than the clear sons of light ; but prithee, 

how 
Doth stand the matter, when the years 

have fled ; 
What means yon concourse thronging 

where the dead 
Old singer sleeps ; say ! do they seek him 

now ? 
Now that his dust is scattered on the 

breath 
Of every wind that blows; what meaneth 

this ? 
It means, thou sapient citizen, that 

death 
Heralds the bartl's true life, as with a 

kiss. 
Wakens two immortalities; then bow 
To the worUrs scorn, O poet, with calm 

brow. 
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ANTONIO MELIDORI. 

[Amoxo the heroes of the modern Greek revolution, none, perhaps, were so distinguished for 
acts of indiTidoal daring, and a spirit of romantic and chivalrous adventure, as Captain Antonio 
Melidori, a native of Candia. He waged against the Turks a partisan conflict, which was 
often eminently successful. His own deeds of strength, and reckless hardihood, made him 
terrible to the foe, who were persuaded finally to look upon him as one whose life was 
" chAmied." 

It did not prove so, however, as he fell a victim to the rage and jealousy of some of his 
own company. Having been invited by the malcontents to a feast, Housso (the chief of the 
conspirators, whom .\ntonio appears to have rivalled successfully both in love and war), 
whilst in the very act of embracing the patriot, plunged a dagger into hin bosom. 

There is a tradition that Antonio loved a beautiful maiden, Philota, Avhom in the stirring and 
anxious scenes of the revolution he was ultimately led to neglect, if not to forsake. A writer 
in *'C*hambers* Journal'* has from tliis episode in the private career of the Greek partisan taken 
the material for a touching and graphic narrative, which has been closely, often literally 
followed in the ctimposition of the ensuing "sketch."] 



SCENE I. 

[A place not far from the summit of Mount 
Psiloriti, in the Isle of Candia. Philota dis- 
covered with a basket of grapes upon her head; 
she looks eagerly upward. Time, a little before 
sunset.] 

PHILOTA. 

Why comes he not ? Here on this emer- 
ald swani, 
Close to the cool shade of these ancient 

rocks. 
We have met, and fondly lingered in the 

simset, 
Eve after eve, since first he said, " I love 

thee!'' 
Never, Antonio, hast thou been ere now 
A loiterer! wherefore should my heart 

beat fast, 
And my breath thicken, and the dew of 

fear 
Stand chill upon my forehead ? Is't an 

omen ? 

[At this moment Antonio is seen bounding 
qniekly down the mov^iUain ; he reaches Philota 
oMd embraces her.] 



ANTONIO. 

Thou hast waited long, Philota, hast thou 
not? 

PIIII.OTA. 

'Tis true, Antonio! but thou know'st an 

hour, 
Nay, a bare minute, drags the weariest 

length 
When thou art from me! 

ANTONIO. 

Thanks, dearest, and, forgive me, 
I did but dream upon the hill-top yonder 
And, dreaming thus, forgot thee. 

PHILOTA. 

Forgot me ! 

ANTONIO. 

Nay, nay, I mean not that ! thy face, thy 

smiles. 
Thy deep devotion, in my heart of hearts, 
I keep them shrined forever, but my 

thoughts 
Turned truant; who can hold his 

thoughts, Philota, 
In a leasli always ? prithee reascend 
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The mountain with me, 1 would show 

tlie place 
Which tempted my weak thoughts to 

wander thus. 

[ They reach the most elevated jyortion of the 
mountam, whence a wide circuit q/' land and 
sea beconits visible.] 

PHI LOTA. 

How beautiful I how glorious! see, my 

love, 
There's not a cloud, or shadow of cloud 

in heaven; 
Even liere, the winds breathe faintly, 

and afar 
O'er the broad circuit of the watery 

cahu, 
Peace broods upon the ocean, rules the 

air, 
And up the sunset's dazzling pathway 

walks 
Like a saint entering Paradise. 

'Twere sweet, 
How sweet, Antonio, amid scenes like 

these. 
To live and love foivvcrl 

ANTONIO [iihscnth/]. 

Dost thou think so? 
Ay ! — well — perhaps 

PIIILOTA. 

Ho heo<ls me not, his eye 
Is cold and stern; what troubles thee, 
Antonio ? 

ANTONIO. 

Trouble! I am not troubled. 

rillLOTA. 

Hut thou art, 
I know thou art; would'st thou deceive 
Philota ? 

ANTONIO. 

Now by the saints, not so; dismiss the 

fear 
Which, like a tremulous shadow, breaks 

the calm 
Of those soft eyes! [after a pause] 

The matter, in brief, is this: 
Tracking our mountain i)aths at early 

dawn, 
Rousso — thou knowcst him — hailed me 

from the rocks. 



With words that sounded like the battle 

trumpets ; 
**lt comes!" he cried; '*the war-cloud 

rolls this way ; 
We too shall hear Us thunders 

PHILOTA. 



»» 



Ay! and feel 
Its bolts perchance, — there's lightning 
in such clouds! 

ANTONIO. 

What if there be! who would not brave 

them all, — 
All, for a cause like ours? Believe me, 

Love, 
We stand upon the brink of troublous 

times: 
All shall be changed here: men. — brave 

Grecian men, — 
The blood of heroes in them, —cannot 

pause. 
Storing the honey, har^•esting the olive. 
Or humbly following the tame herds- 
man's trade. 
Whilst Freedom calls to conflict. 

IxK)k, Philota! 
Dost mark yon lurid flash across the bay? 
Our soldiers test their cannon! hark, 

Iwdow, 
The drums of Affendouli — how they 

ring! 
Already thousands of l)old mountaineers 
Have formed beneath his banners; dost 

thou hear me? 

PHILOTA. 

And wouldst thou wish to join them? 

Ah ! I see, 
I see it all ! — a trouble on thy brow. 
Borne upward from the restless gloom 

within. 
Hath clouded o'er thy peace. I, — a 

frail girl, 
And gifted only with the wealth of love. 
How can I satisfy the burning need 
Of a strong man's ambition? Yes, tis so, 
*Tis even so! — love is the Moman*8 

heaven. 
Her hope, her god, her life-blood! yet 

to man. 
What Is it but a ]>astime? 
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Speak not thus 
Ohy speak not thus, Pliilotal I have 

loved 
Thee, only thee, — so help me, Virgin 

Mother I 
But couimdes from whose lips a taunt is 

hitter, 
Have dared to hint 

PHILOTA. 

What! 

ANTONIO. 

That I chose to stay, 

Delving, like some base slave, our bar- 
ren soil. 

When not a Sphakiote that can carry 
arms 

Has failed to seize them. Liars! pesti- 
lent liars, 

1 would have proved the falsehood were 
it not 

PHI LOTA. 

For me — Philota! — well! I love thee 
dearly, 

Deeply, — God knows, — but I would 
have this love 

To crown thee as a garland, — not as a 
chain 

To bind and fetter — thou art free, An- 
tonio! — 

ANTONIO. 

But hast thou thought of all which fol- 
lows this? 
Thou shalt be left alone, no bridal feast 
Can cheer the olive har\'est! 

PUILOTA. 

1 have thought, 
And am determined ; — thou art free, 
Antonio! 

ANTONIO. 

Oh, thanks, thanks, thanks! — lift up 

thy hopes, Philota, 
Up to the height of mine ! our cause is 

just, 
And a just Fate shall guard it; where- 

soe'er 
Free thought finds utterance, and the 

patriot-soul 



Thrills at the deeds of heroes, — we may 
look 

For a **Go<l speed!" The prayers of 
noble men, 

The tears of women, — the whole world's 
applause 

Do wait uix>n us ! 

Methinks I see the end, 

A free, grand Conmionwealth of Gre- 
cian States, 

Built upon chartered rights, — each 
sealed with blood! 

PHILOTA. 

Enough! enough! -:Vntonio, thou shalt 

go! 
Greece is thy mistress, now. 

SCKNE II. 

[The cottage of Philot-a, at the foot of Mount 
Psiloriti. Philota tiiscoveretl at the window, 
looking out upon the night, which is bleak 
and stormy.] 

PHILOTA. 

Hark! how those lusty trumpeters, the 

winds, 
Urge on the black battalions of the 

clouds ; 
And see! the swollen rivulets rushing 

down 
The sides of Psiloriti ! Yesterday, 
'Neath the clear calm of the serenest 

morn 
Earth ever stole from Paradise, they 

swept, 
Bright cur\'es of laughing silver in the 

sunshine; 
But now, an overmastering rush of 

floods, 
They thunder to the heavens, that an- 
swer back 
From the wild depths of gloom, — an 

awful tempest! 

{Enter Antonio hattily,'] 
ANTONIO. 

Where is the priest, Philota? where is 

Andreas.' 
Was he not here to-night? 

PHILOTA. 

Ay! but left some half hour sUicel 
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A>TONIO. 

What say you? 
Oh, the poor father! — then 'twas him I 

saw 
Pent 'twixt the mountain torrents; he is 

lost! 
The good old man! — and yet, not so, 

not so! 
Give me yon oaken staff, — and, hold: a 

flask 
Of the best vintage; I'll be back anon. 
And the dear father with me: — 

I Exit Antonio. Philota knetls before an image 
of the Virijiv, and pray n for the xaftty of her 
lover. After the tapac if some miniUes, enter 
liousHo stialthiltj^ vrupped in a cloak^ tchich 
partly conctnls his features.] 
KOfSSO [askli'\. 

Faith! a pretty picture! 

Xow, were I what fools call poetical, 

I'd worship her, whilst she adores the 

saint, — 
A lovelier saint herself, and nearer truly 
To the just standard of divinity 
Than yonder painted image; there's the 

curve. 
The old Greek curve, in the voluptuous 

swell 
Of those full lips; the passion in her eyes 
Is shadowed off to melancholy meaning. 
Only to waken to meridian life. 
When a like passion touches it to flame. 

PHI LOTA [prayimj]. 
Oh, merciful Mother! save him, — save 

Antonio! 

KOL'.HSO \<Aside\. 
Oh, potent Devil! claim him, — claim 

Antonio! 
What! shall this malaiwrt boy dispute 

my love? 

[Philota, riifini/, fli.^corera nounno, towards 
whom (miidakinf/ him for Antonio), she rushes, 
as if nlMtut to cast hersflf into hin arms , but 
discovering her error, she shrinks back:] 

PHILOTA. 

You here ! 
Rousso [adrnnchiu]. 
I crave protection, shelter, — may I stay? 

PHILOTA. 

At a safe distance. Sir! 



HOUSSO. 

Why, what means this? 
1 looked for kindlier welcome! 

PUILOTA. 

Wherefore, Rousso? 
What thou hast asked, 1 grant, — pro- 
tection, shelter; 
Durst thou claim more than these? 

KOUSSO. 

r faith thy temper is most strange and 

wayward ! 
Because, some months agone, not quite 

myself, 
I ventured at the harvest of the olive, 
Uptm one innocent liberty 

PHILOTA. 

No liberty. 
With me, at least, bold man! is rated 
thus! 

ROfSSO. 

I do repeat, that I was not myself; 
Blame the hot wine of Cyprus; spare 
your slave ! [ KneelhKj. ) 

PHILOTA. 

A slave, indeed! — 

KOUSSO. [lota; 

But one who stoops to conquer, fair Phi- 
If I have knelt, *tis only that I may 
Rise thus, and clasp thee! Hold, no 

foolish cries. 
No weak, vain strugglings! Think' st 

thou that the storm 
Pealing adown the mountain's ruggeil 

steeps 
Can bear these feeble waillngs to thy 

friends? 
Come, come, Philota! — if thou could'st 

l>elieve it, 
I am the very worthiest of thy vassals ; 
List for an instant, while I paint the 

beauty 
Of a far Eden waiting for the light, 
The sundawn of thine eyes: — 

Amid the waves 
Of the ^gean, bosomed in the calm 
Of ever-during summer, sleeps an isle 
Whereon the ocean ripples into music; 
Through whose luxuriant wilderness of 

blooms. 
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The soft winds sigh their breath away in 

dreams, 
Where — (the deuce take me! I forget 

my part) — 
Where — where — where — i* sooth, a 

piace 
To live, to love, to die in, and revisit 
From the sad vale of shadows, with a 

touch 
Of mortal fondness, overmastering death : 
Wilt thou go thither with me? Nay, 

thou must ! 

{Ai Jtousso cUtempti to carry Philota from 
the apartment^ ahe rtcovers^ and, by a sudden 
effort^ releases herself from his arms.] 

ROUSSO. 

Pardon, Philota! *tis my eager love 
Which thus hath urged me on; thou 

tremblest ! what ? 
1 would not make thee fear me. 

PHILOTA. 

Fear! fear! 
If my cheek pales, it is not cowardice 
That plays the tyrant to the exiled 

blood; 
If my frame trembles, there are other 

moods 
Than that thou speak' st of, to unstring 

its firmness; 
Thy presence brings no terrors ; dost thou 

talk 
Of fear to a Greek woman ? 

ROUSSO. 

No! no! not fear, but love! 

PHILOTA. 

Man, man ! I pray thee 

Blaspheme not thus! what canst thou 
know of love ? 

'Tis true thou speak' st it boldly; from 
thy lips 

Tlie word falls with a rounded fullness 
off. 

And yet, believe me, thou hast used a 
phrase, 

(A sacred phrase, and wretchedly pro- 
faned), 

Which, were thy years thrice lengthened 
out beyond 



The general limit of our mortal lives. 
And thou be made to pass through all 

extremes 
Of multiform experience, it could never 
Enter thy sordid soul to comprehend ! 

ROUSSO. 

Bravely delivered! by my soul, I think 
We both make gootl declaimers ! Where 

did'st learn 
That pretty speech, Philota ? 

PHILOTA. 

Wilt thou leave me ? 

ROUSSO. 

Pshaw! thou art less than coiuteous. 

Leave thee ? no ! 
I will not leave thee ! Hark ye, my proud 

damsel, 
I am not one with whom 'tis safe to 

trifle, 
Thou knowest, or shalt know this; so, 

mark ray words, 
Long have I wooed thee fairly, would 

have won thee. 
Yea, and endowed thee with both wealth 

and station; 
Twice hast thou heard my proffer, twice 

with loathing 
Spumed it, and me ; I shall not woo thee 

thrice 
With honeyed words; no, 'tis the strong 

arm now. 
I am prepared for all ; come on ! 

[lie seizes Philota a second time, but enter on 
the instant Antonio, with the Monk Andreas 
leaning upon him,] 

PHILOTA [faintly]. 

Saved! saved! 

ANTONIO. 

Ha, Rousso, I have heard it whispered 
oft 

Amongst thy watchful brethren in this 
isle. 

That underneath that smooth and flatter- 
ing front 

There lurked a mine of blackest villany ! 

Faith! I denied it once; what shall I 
say 

When next the public voice decries you, 
sir? 
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KOUSSO. 

A jest! I do assure you but a jest! 
This cloak, which in your self -de voted 

llight 
To rescue the dear father, Andreas 
(How glad I am to see his saintshlp 

safe), 
You dropped some furlongs from the 

mountain's base, 
I cast, in sportive fashion, on my person. 
And deeming that Philota would rejoice 
To hear that thou had'st so far braved 

the force 
O' th' treacherous elements, I called 

upon her; 
She did me the vast honor to confound 
Your humble servant with Antonio, 
And 'ere 1 was aware, sprang to my 

arms, 
With such a blinded ecstasy of rapture, 
That I had wellnigh smik into the earth. 
From the mere stress of native motlesty ! 
A jest, a jest, and nothing but a jest. 

ANTOXIO. 

Such jesting may be dangerous, — be- 
ware ! 

SCENE III. 

[A year is sup|>ose<l to have elapsod. The 
town of Spbakia after nij^htfall. Enter con- 
fusedly a hand of Sphakioto soldiers, with 
Rousso amongst them. Thestreetsare crowiled 
with women, many of whom are heard lament- 
ing the death of Antonio Mclidori.] 

ROUSSO [in a disguised voice]. 

Why will ye clamor thus, ye foolish 

jades ? 
Your handsome favorite, your renowned 

commander. 
Is no more dead than I am ! 

A WOMAN. 

Say' St thou so ? 
Where then is Melidori ? 

Kousso [still disf/uising his voice]. 

Would' St thou learn ? 
Women of Sphakia, your immaculate 

captain, 
He for whose welfare, upon bended 
knees, 



Ye nightly pray to heaven, whose name 
your infants 

Lisp in their very slumbers, hath be- 
trayed us! 

Hold! hear me out! I am no dubious 
witness; 

Thrice, whilst the battle raged along our 
front, 

I saw the traitor creeping like a dog 

Between the Turkish outposts! 

[Antonio appears in the rear^ with a child in 
his arms.] 

ANTONIO. 

It is false! 
Here is your leader, Sphakiotcs; what 

base slanderer 
Dares to pronounce me traitor? I but 

paused 
To save this weeping innocent, whose 

mother 
Fell by some coward's sword! 

ROUSSO. 

Ha, Sphakiotes, see, 
The noble Melidori waxes tender, 
Soft as a woman! he must love the 

Moslem, 
Who fosters thus their offspring! by the 

saints 
A lusty brat ! He'll thrive, good friends, 

believe me. 
And grow betimes, to cut our infants' 

throats ! 

ANTONIO. 

Let him who speaks stand forth ; I would 

confront 
My bold accuser. What! he clings to 

the dark ! 
Fit place for lies and liars ! 

Friends, I scorn 
To parley with this viper; there's a way. 
One only way. to deal with reptiles, 

crush them. 
Thus, thus, and thus. 
When they have crawled too near ns; 

[Stamping violently upon the earth,} 

Till then, why let the ugly beasts hiss 

on, 
And spit their harmless venom. 
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^Turning to the women.] 

Mothers, wives. 

Maidens of Sphakia, are there none 
amongst ye 

Ready to take this poor unfortunate ? 

Just for my sake, fair countrywomen, 
list, 

List to the blessed word: — " The merci- 
ful 

Shall obtain mercy I" 

ROUSSO. 

Heed him not, I say, 
But seize the infidel whelp, and let him 

rock 
On a steel bayonet! What I have we re- 
pelled 
The invading foe, extenninated wholly 
His forces and his empire, that we dare 
Cherish his cubs among us ? — and for 

what? 
*' Just for his sake, fair countrywomen, 

— his, 
And mercy's!** Who showed mercy to 

our children, 
When the Turk ravaged Scio ? The 

young devil, — 
Hear how he shrieks! ho! send him 

down to hell ! 
Down to his father! he's a grateful 

spirit, 
Aud thankful for small favors ! 

[The crowd begin to murmur, and move threat- 
eningly toxcardi antonio.] 

ANTONIO. 

Shame upon you! 
Though the poor boy were fifty times a 

Moslem, 
ril rear liim as my own; he shall not 

perish ; 
Perchance, who knows, when I have died 

for you, 
For you, and Grecian liberty, this babe, 
Keared as a Greek, may yet avenge my 

death. 
As none of you, false brethren, dare 

avenge it! 
Once more I say, — Mothers, wives, 

maiils of Sphakia, 



Is there not one amongst ye to whose 
tendance 

I may commit this trembling casta- 
way ? 

PHILOTA [iceiled]. 

Give me the child, — I'll nurture him 
with love, 

And gentlest usage. 

ANTONIO [starihvj]. 

Heavens! what voice is that ? 
You here, Philota ? I had hoped you 

dwelt 
Safely within the close heart of the 

mountains ! 

PIIILOTA. 

The mountains are not safe. 

ANTONIO. 

Why then did'st thou 
Keep such strict silence ? Answer me, 

Philota, 
How hast thou lived. This peasant's 

dress 

PHILOTA. 

Is fittesl 
For me, Antonio, — by my handiwork. 
And daily labor, I now earn my bread, — 
For was it meet an unknown peasant 

girl 
Should claim, as her betrothed, great 

Melidori, 
Captain of Sphakia ? 

ANTONIO. 

O, thou generous heart ! 

But stay, — the rabble must not catch 
our words; 

Take thou the babe, — under the city- 
walls 

ril meet thee in tbe gloaming, 

SCENE IV. 

[A place under the city walls, — time, an hour 
after suiiiiet.] 

ANTONIO, {embracing philota con- 
strainedly]. 
How kind thou art ! 

PHILOTA. 

I but obeyed your mandate! 
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ANTONIO. 

Nay, why so cold ? my troth is thhie, 

Philota, — 
Dost thou remember ? 

PIIILOTA. 

Would'st thou have me do so ? 
Methought that dream was over, — by 
thy wish. 

ANTONIO. 

By heaven! I never said so! 

PIIILOTA. 

Yet thy heart, 
Thy heart, Antonio, spake the keen de- 
sire, 
Althougli thy lips kept silence; — I have 

learned 
To read thy spirit like an open book, 
And cannot be deceived; — all's changed 

with us; 
Never again, as in the time that's past. 
Shall we, hand linked in hand, explore 

the vales, 
Or walk the shining hill-tops; thou hast 

risen 
Far, far above my level; a great man,- 
Among the greatest, — thou wert mad 

t' esiMMise 
A Innnble girl like me; I ask it not; 
My lovf but burdens thy aspiring hopes. 
So. I beseech thee, dwell no more upon 

it: 
Antonio, for thy welfare 1 would give 
My soul's life; shall I then refuse to 

yield 
A personal joy, that thou inay'st win 

and we<l 
The immortal virgin — Glory? Dream 

it not! 
Qh! dream it not! 

ANTONIO. 

Now, gracious Ood, forgive me! 

It wore presumption, should I kiss thy 
feet. 

Thou pure, unselfish woman! yet thy 
words 

Are true, too true, and I dare not gain- 
say them. 

One thing boliove, Philota, I am 
wretched. 



Yes, far more so than thou art: 
[Afler a pause,] 

— Did' St thou know 

The terrible life 1 lead in this dread war- 
fare, 

Througli what an atmosphere of blood 
and carnage 
' It is my doom to move, as through the 
air 

Of some plague-stricken city, thick with 
curses ; 

Did' St know the numberless dangers, 
that like demons 

(Many unseen, — and therefore doubly 
fearful), 

Which hover 'round tlie soldier, hour by 
hour 

O'ershadowing life with the black gloom 
of death; 

Did' St know the coarse companions, the 
rude manners 

Of vile extortioners, bent alone on prey. 

And i>ersonal profit, and the thousand 
evils 

Gendered of strife, and strife's unhal- 
lowed passions, 

O, thou would'st shrink from following 
such base courses. 

Even as an angel from the brink of hell! 

PIIILOTA. 

Thou wrong* St my love, and hast de- 
ceived thyself; 

Where'er thou art, to me that place is 
heaven ; 

Antonio, God alone, Go<1 and my soul 

Know what I might, and would have 
been to thee! 

I would have shared thy fortunes, joined 
my fate 

For weal or woe, for honor or disgrace, 

For life or death to thine; have tracked 
thy steps, 

(If need it were,) through seas of blood 
and carnage. 

Strengthened thy weakness, buoyed thy 
sinking hopes. 

Nor, at the worst, have shed one wo- 
man's tear 
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To shake thy manhocxl. Had heaven 

blessed thy cause, 
I would have striven to make my spirit 

worthy 
To mount with thee; so, when the orbed 

glory 
Shone like the fire of sunrise round thy 

brow. 
No man dare say that with that lustre 

minified 
One blush of shame for Melidori's wife! 
This niij^ht have been, and this sliall 

never be. | Wildly. \ 

V th' name of mercy, by thy mother's 

soul. 
And the dear past, 1 pray thee leave me 

now. 
While still thou lov'st me (dost thou 

not ?) a little. 

ANTONIO. 

And thou — and thou, Philota? 

PIIILOTA. 

I shall dwell 
In peace; [aside] ay! broken hearts are 
peaceful ! 

ANTONIO. 

But where ? 

PUILOTA. 

What matter where, so that I live in 

peace ? 
Grieve not, Antonio. In my humble 

station 
One thought shall bring content; — *'he 

was not false,'* 
No mortal maiden stole Antonio's heart ! 

ANTONIO. 

Blessed words ! 
'Tis true I love but thee! 

PUILOTA. 

Then do not sorrow. 
Love, I forgive thee; thou hast wronged 

me not. 
And for the child — ah, I shall dream it 

thine; 
Tend it as tlune, and when the years 

liave ripened 
That infant soul, 'tis mine to lead to 

virtue, 
ni teach the boy how noble was the act 



Whereby Antonio saved him; I'll be 

happy. 
Oh, trust mo, Love! so very, very 

happy I 

ANTONIO. 

Then be it so, Philota. I would bless 

thee, 
But am not worthy; still, thou shalt be 

blessed. 

PUILOTA. 

And thou, too, if the Virgin hear my 

prayers ; 
And now that we are friends, hut friends, 

though firm ones. 
Beseech thee, list my tidings. There's 

a foe, 
A doAdly, treacherous foe in thine own 

camp, 
An<l one who vows thy ruin ; it is Bousso; 
Thou knowest how first his envious, bit- 
ter temper 
Was stung to iiatred; since that time, 

thy will 
Ilath often clashed with his; besides, 

thy fame 
In these fierce wars hath far o'ertopped 

his credit; 
So he has sworn thy death; the voice 

was his. 
That goaded on thy soldiers to rebellion; 
And, as I threaded my uncertain path- 
way, 
A short hour since, through the dark 

streets of Sphakia, 
1 heanl thy name in whisj>ers; two dim 

forms 
(Men, as I knew by their hoarse tones,) 

conferred 
With hurried, stealthy gestures, and one 

sentence 
Startled me like a knell: — "His tomb 

is open," 
A deep voice said; ** Antonio's tomb is 

open!" 
Oh, then, beware. As lowly as thou 

deem'st me, 
I'll watch above thy safety ; the soft dove 
May warn the eagle of the midnight 

spoiler! 
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ANTOXIO. 

And thy own life and safety 

PHI LOTA. 

I am liere 
To spend them both for tliee. But hark ! 

thy name 
Is shouted by thy conu*ades in the valley. 
The hour has come that parts us. Fare 

thee well'. 

[She yives him her hand.] 
ANTONIO. 

'Twas not our wont to part in this cold 

fashion ; 
Come, one more kiss, Philotal let me feel 
We were indeed betrothed ; one last, last 

kiss ! [ They einhmce and jmrt.] 

SCKXK V. 

[An apartment in the house of Affeudouli, 
the Governor-General of Candia. Enter An- 
tonio, and Affendonli, conversing.] 

AFFENDOILI. 

These private bickerings are the fruitful 

cause 
Of all disgrace and failure; let us end 

them I 

ANTONIO. 

Most willingly! I have no feud with 

any. 
Saving one quarrel, forced upon me, 

chief! 

AFFKNDOLLI. 

Tnie, tnie ! hut even now a courier waits, 

Charged with a special message of good 
will. 

From Rousso, and his brother, Anag- 
nosti : 

They say, " We i)lead for peace! all per- 
sonal hate 

Henceforth l)e quelled between us; we 
would join 

Our troop to Melidori's, and our banners 

Wave side by side with his." Accept 
their proffer! 

ANTONIO. 

I will! 

AFFKNDorM. 

To show thou art sincere, fail not to test 
Their hospitality. 



ANTONIO. 
AFFENDOULI. 



As how ? 



They give 
A solemn feast of unity and friendship, 
To which thou art invited. Go, I charge 
thee. 

ANTONIO. 

Trust me, I shall be there, what day's 

appointed 
Whereon to hold this festival of love ? 

AFFENDOULI. 

This very day ; thou knowest the camp 
of Rousso ? 

ANTONIO. 

Ay! ril be there anon! 

[Exit Antonio. Enter, after a brief interval, 
PhUota, trith a hurried and anxious mien.] 

PIIILOTA. 

Oh, i^ardon, pardon! 
Most gracious Governor! but I come to 

seek 
Ant Ant , that is. the Captain 

Melidori, 
With tidings of grave imi>ort. 

AFFENDOl Li. 

Ha! 
Thou luckless messenger! he has de- 
parted. 

Gone 

PIIILOTA \mldly\. 

Where, where ? 

AFFENDOULL 

To feast with Rousso. 

PIIILOTA \ruxhin{i out]. 
Then is he lost! O merciful God, pro- 
tect us ! 

SCENE VI. 

[An open space In a wood, — tables arranged 
for a banqu««t, — Roiiaso. Anaguosti, Antonio 
Melidori, and their followers, dl»covere*l fewt- 

ANAONOSTI. 

A soldier's life forever! free to pass 

In feast or fray! how glorious this wild 

banquet 
Comimred to those dull, formal feasts of 

old, 
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Held at the olive harvest! Speak, An- 
tonio, 

Give us thy thought upon it: what! art 
silent ? 

ROUSSO. 

Urge him no more; perchance Antonio 

pines 
For the sweet quiet of that mountain 

life, 
Which thou hast called so dull; its days 

of dream, 
Its nights of warm voluptuous dalliance! 

ANTONIO. 

No, no, by heaven ! those times are dead 

to me; 
They had their pleasures, but not one to 

match 
The keen delights of glory, the true 

honor 
Which follows patriot service. 

ROUSSO. 

Gallant words, 
Brave, and high-sounding; but for me 

and mine. 
We do not fight for shadows! 

ANTONIO [coldly], 

Vm. at fault, 
Xot clearly comprehending, sir, your 
meaning. 

BOUSSO. 

Oh! thou dost well to speak of glory, 

honors, 
We know what rich rewards await thee, 

chief, 
When the war's ended ; spoils, and wealth 

and beauty. 
But yestermom, I saw thy winsome 

lady. 
The bride to be, old Affendouli's daugh- 
ter. 
Nay, shrink not, man, she is a lovely 

maid, 
Fair as her father's generous; what an 

eye! 
Half arch, half languishing; and what a 

breast! 
That heaves as 'twould burst outward to 

the day. 



And strike men mad with its white 

panting passion ! 
No lovelier woman lives, imless, unless — 
It be that poor young thing who doted 

on thee, 
Before the war, — what was her name ? 

Philota ? 

ANTONIO. 

Thy thoughts run on fair damsels; let 

us talk 
Like soldiers, not hke brain-sick boys in 

love. 

ROUSSO. 

With all my heart; only, one pledge to 

thee, 
And Afifendouli's daughter! 

ANTONIO. 

I have borne 
This jesting with the patience of a saint. 
But now ' tis stretched to license. Prithee, 
cease! 

ROU880. 

Grod, how he winces! if Philota — 

ANTONIO. 

Villain ! 
Utter that sacred name again 

ROUSSO {rising suddenly and drawing 
his dagger]. 

Oh, ho! 
Wilt fight, wilt fight ! 1' m ready for thee ; 
come. 

ANTONIO [aside], 
(He shall not trap me thus.) Thou art 

my host ; 
'Twere shame, yea, bitter shame, this 

brawl should end 
In blows and bloodshed ! when the time 

befits, 

[To Rousso). 

Doubt not that I shall call thee to ac- 
count 

For this day's work; meanwhile I leave 
a board • 

Where clownish insult poisons all your 
cups ! 

lAs he is about to depart, Anagnostiapproachet^ 
with an air qf ooncUicUion,'^ 
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ANAGNOSTI. 

Well spoken, noble captain, thou wert 

wronged ; 
But Housso is so hasty! He repents; 
Let not this solemn feast of unity 
Break up in discord. 

ROUSSO. 

No, no, no, Antonio! 
I do repent ! Prithee embrace me, friend. 
In sign of reconcilement. 

[ fiouiso approaches Melulori with an unsteady 
step : while in the act of embracint/f he stabs 
him in the side, Philota rushes upon the scene^ 
with a cry of agony, and throws herself beside 
Antonio, whose head she supports.] 

PUILOTA. 

Too late! O God, too late! He faints, 

he dies! 
Why stare ye thus upon us, cruel men ? 
Wine, wine, another cup, how slow ye 

move ! 
My scarf is drenched with blood, — ye 

pitiless fools! 
M^ill not a creature loan me wherewithal 
To bind his wretched wound up ? There, 

'tis stanched, 
And he revives! Antonio, speak to me, 
I am Philota! 

ANToxio \his mind icanderiny]. 
Where hast thou been, my love, this 

weary time ? 
Am I not tiiie ? I charge thee, heed 

them not! 
The girl is nothing to me; Rousso's 

tongue. 
His sharp false tongue first joined our 

names together; 
She loves another, and I love but thee; 
Draw nearer, let me whisper. I have 

dreamed, 
Oh, such a dream! the valleys flowed 

with bloo<l. 
And ruin compassed all our island round. 
And every town was sacked, and, hark 

ye, nearer! 
I saw a mother munlered by a knave, 
A cowanl knave, because she would not 

yield 
Her botly to him; but I saved her child, 



And here he is, a pretty, pretty boy! 
Take him, Philota. Ah, my heart, my 

heart! 
It pains me sorely; 'twas a terrible 

dream. 
But now, thank Heaven, 'tis over! Thou 

art pale; 
What makes thee pale ? Bear up, my 

dearest love! 
This morn we shall be wedded, and I 

think 
We will not part again. I had a foe. 
His name is Rousso; but we are so 

happy, 
Let us forgive all foes ; invite him thither, 

PHILOTA [weephuj]. 

He breaks my heart — 

ANTONIO. 

How keen the wind is! 
Keen, keen, and chill ; it was not wont 

to blow 
So coldly at this season: I am sick, 
Yea, sick of very joy; but joy kills not; 
My lids are heavy ; I would sleep, 

Philota. 
Wake me at early dawn; I told my 

mother. 

That I would bring thee home, lo-mor- 

row morn. 

[He dies.) 



ALLAN HERBERT. 



SCENE I. 



[The liall of a country house in \Ve8tnior»> 
land, surrounded with portraits of the M. . . . 
family. Allan Herbert, and Jocelyn, an old 
domestic, are seen standing before the likeness 
of a lady, yoimg, and wonderfuUy fair.] 

IIEHBERT. 

The canvas speaks ! 

JOCELYN. 

Ay, sir, 'tis very like; 
Was she not beautiful ? 

HERBERT. 

Was; yes, and is; 
She had not lost one bloom when late I 
saw her. 
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JOC'ELYN. 

Sir, she is dead! 

HERBERT. 

Ay, so they say, old man; 
And yet I see her nightly,— in my 

dreams; 
I tell you that her cheek is round and 

fair 
As summer's fulness, that her eyes are 

lustrous, 
^Vnd she, a perfect presence clasped in 

light! 
Thus will she look, on resurrection 

morning. 

JOCELYX [aside], 

Alas, poor gentleman! how many loved 

her, 
And loved her vainly ! Pardon, sir, your 

name ? 

HERBERT. 

My name is Allan Herbert. 

JOCELYN. 

Herbert, Herbert! 
Where have 1 heard that dainty name 

before ? {mushm) 
Oh, now 1 liave it ; my young mistress, 

sir, 
She who is dead, was wont to read a 

book 
A delicate gold-edged volume, that I'm 

sure 
Bore some such name within it; she 

would sit 
Beneath yon grape vine trellis toward the 

south 
(Tliis window, sir, commands it), and 

for hours. 
Nay. days, bend o'er her favorite pages; 

once 
She left the book behind her, and I saw 
Its leaves were touched with tears. 

HERBERT. 

Where is it now ? 
That book your mistress loved? Let 
roe behold it! 

JOCELYN. 

In 800th, sir, I have never seen it since. 



Or, if 1 have [hesitating]^ it lies beyond 
our reacli. 

HERBERT. 

What meanest thou ? 

JOCELYN. 

I mean that while she lay 
Decked for her burial, wliilst I stood be- 
side her. 
Looking my last upon her tranquil fea- 
tures. 
The robe of death was fluttered by the 

wind, 
A low sad wailing wind, that swept aside 
The drapery for a moment, and I marked 
The glimmer of the gold-edged pages 

placed 
Right on her bosom! Master, you arc 

pale. 
You tremble ; I have rudely touched the 

spring 
Of some deei>seated sorrow ! 

HERBEKT. 

Yes, old man; 

A sorrow most unlike to common griefs. 

That pass like clouds or shadows; mine 
is mingled 

With the dark hues of treachery and re- 
morse; 

A rayless, blank eclipse, through which 
I wander. 

Accursed and hopeless; sometimes in a 
vision 

Comes the sweet face of her I foully 
wronged. 

And stabs me with a smile! 

JOCELYN. 

Did' St wrong her. Sir ? 
Did'st wrong my lady ? 

HERBERT. 

Lead me to the grave; 
I know 'tis near at hand. 

JOCELYN. 

The grave ! what grave ? 
Moreover, — if you wronged her 
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HERBERT. 

If I wronged her! 
^Vby dost thou taunt me witli it ? thou 

on earth 
With Mercy still beside thee, — I — in 

Hell ? 



JOCELYN. 



HERBERT. 



Madman ! 



I am not mad, my friend, but only 

wretched ; 
Once more, I pray thee, show me where 

she sleeps. 

JOCELYN. 

I must obey him; this way, — follow me. 

S( ENK II. 

fA foregt. — Deep in tho shade a single 
monument appears, c«>vereil with wiKl-tlowers 
and roses.] 

IIEKHERT \alonc\. 

'Tis fit she should bo buried in this place 
So fragrant and so pcarofid: (), my love! 
Thou hast grown dull of hearing I 1 may 

call 
'Till tho lone echoes shiver with thy 

name. 
Thou wilt not heed me; dust, dust, dust 

indeed ! 
And thou — more glorious than the 

morning star; 
More tender than the love-light of the 

eve I 
They tell me thou shalt rise again, 

Christ's bride. 
Not mine, most beautiful, yotchangetl; 
Perchance I shall not know thee, or per- 
chance. 
The human love which made thine eyes 

like hoavon — 
My heaven of hoiK? and worship — shall 

Ik? lost 
In some diviner splendor I all is 

hushed. 
No smallost whis]>er trembles gontly up 
From tlie deep grave to soothe me; 'tis 

in vain 



I agonize in thought. £temal Nature ! 
She whom I once called ** mother," 

wears an aspect 
Callous and pitiless. I fain would solve 
This terrible mystery that weighs down 

my soul 
With nightmare fancies. Let me die in 

inmce, 
O God I and if I may not see her more 
Through all the long eternities, nor hear 
Iler voice of tender pardon, let me rest 
Next to some stream of Lethe, and re- 
pose 
In everlasting slumbers ! 



[Enter Jocei.yn.] 

JOCELYX. 

Come, let us hence! the darkness creeps 

upon us; 
See, Sir! there's not a spark of sunset 

loft 
In all tho waning West. 

HERBERT. 

Well, what of that I 
I live in darkness, — the light burns my 

spirit. 
It mocks and tortures me! Begone, I 

say. 
And leave mo to the dismal shade thou 

fearest ! 

JOCELYN. 

Good Sir, be counselled — stay not in 

the wood ; 
Thine eye is troubled, and thy visage 

wear\' ; — 
'Tis a rash venture! 

HERBERT. 

Sooth to say, I thank thee*, 
Thou could' St not serve long in the house- 
hold blessed 
By her most merciful presence, and not 

catch 
Some tenderness of temper ; — take my 

thanks ! 
Yet will I stay in this same dreary wood. 
And watch until the night is overpast. 

JOCELYN. 

Thou'lt find it lonely. 



THE CONSPIRATOR. 
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IIERBEUT. 

Oh, I have my thoughts, 
A stirring company, that never slumber. 

JOCELYN. 

Why, worse and worse! I've heard, such 

restless thoughts 
Engender a sore sickness 

HEHUEKT. 

Of the mind; 

Yet is my case already desperate, 

Past healing, and past comfort. Go thy 
way. 

Thou kind old man, thou canst not 
shake my purpose, 

But when the last star wanes before the 
dawn. 

Come back; my night will then be over- 
past. 

And my watch ended; till that hour, 
farewell ! 



FROM THE COXSPIRATOR, 

AN UXrUBLISHEO TUAGEDY. 
SCENE. 

[A garden ; Arnold De Malpas and Catharine 
di8covere<l walking slowly towards a summer- 
house iu the ilistance]. 

CATHARINE. 

Art thou prepared to risk all this, De 
Malpas ? 

DE MALPAS. 

Ay! this, and more, if 1 but thought — 

[H€8itnting'\. 
CATHARINE. 

What, Aj-nold ? 

DE MALPAS. 

If I but thought that when the strife was 

over, 
The feeble prince hurled down, the 

throne secured, 
8he, for whose love I braved the people's 

hate, 
Malice of rulers, and the headsman's 

axe, 
Would deign to share with me that 

perilous height. 



CATHARINE. 

She! Oh, thou hast a lady-love! 

DE MALPAS. 

Cruel! Wouldst thou put by my passion 

thus, 
With a feigned jest ? Catharine, 1 stake 

my all, 
Manhood's strong hopes and purpose, 

the heart's wealth. 
And the mind's store of hard-bought 

lore, my peace 
Of conscience, and my soul's immortal 

life. 
To lift thee to the summit of thy wish; 
(Oh! I have proved thee, and 1 know 

thy thoughts). 
And yet, thou feignest ignorance! 

CATHARINE. 

Dear De Malpas, 
Forgive me! let us both throw by the 

mask ! 
I hate the queen; even in our girlish 

days, 
She was my rival; her mild-mannered 

arts 
Stole suitors from me; the old priest, our 

teacher, 
Though I eclipsed her ever in the school, 
And shamed her dullness with keen- 
witted words 
And quicker apprehension, shone on her 
With sunny aspect, sleeked her golden 

hair. 
Fondled and soothed and petted, whilst 

for me, 
The apter scholar, he reserved harsh 

looks, 
And harsher tones; (well, the old fool is 

dead! 
In after time, some friend of holy church, 
Some zealous friend, proved that his 

saintship taught 
Schism and heresy, and so — he perished) ! 
But for this queen, this Eleanor! our 

souls 
Nursed yearly a more fixed hostility; 
We sat together at the knightly jousts, 
And watched the conflict with high 

beating hearts. 
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Flushed cheeks, and fluttering pulses; 

she from fear, 
1 with the mounting heat of "'*'*'°' 

Mood. 

Tlirillcd wltli (he uiiisic of the battle's 

The riii<; uf mighty laiioi>s on steel lielma, 
Clangor uf shields, and neighing of wild 

()nL' morn my knight was victor; as he 

placiMl 
The (.Town of gems and lAitrel on my 

Mcthoiighl thati wasbom tobe a queen, 
Xot the brief ruler of a feslal throng, 
lint 'sublishcd kingdoms, and a host oE 

Bound to luy sway forever 1 I 



A tnic thought! 
O, noble Catharine! thy aspiring spirit 
Fires my piiriiosc, and gives wings to 

Thy rival Imtli sped past tlicc In the 

But she shall fall uildvvny; [he blinded 



(Not from the conflict with half-bhinted 

siH'arpt, 
In friendly lonnuiincnt], but the tumult 



Of revohulon, and the crash of states, 
Sliall ^tei n -weightier crown about thy 

And hail Ihi* ruler, — not of fesul 

throngs, 
llul '»tablL.sti('il kingdoms, and a host of 



Why, Master Amolil, 

r sooth they're much ttivided; some as- 
sert. 

That thou art moonstruck; that some 
morbid fancy, 

Whether of love or pride, hath seized 
u]>on tliee; 

Others, tliat thou hast nimply lost thy 

In man and in thyself; and others still. 
That tliuu hast sunk to base, inglorious 



Urging the languid 

With fiery spurs of sense; a tew there 

Few, but most faithful, who at dead of 

In secret conclavp, witli low-whispered 

And pallid faces glancing back aghast. 
Speak of a niuiislrous wrong, whit'h 



[.Slntli,,-, up, ami „i:iwg BoIIoh.] 
Unhappy wretchi therein thou speak' st 

thy doom! 
That pryius. curious spirit is thy ItOe. 

Did 1 not warn thee of it ? 

Oh: I iiic! 

Yet my sonl swells and lightens; all llie 

Flashes before me like a revi'lation. 
Arnold Dc Malpas! thou slialt gain thine 

The ngeil king shall fall, the throne be 

thine : 
But, as thou gocst to claim it, as thy 



Bunnil (i> iliy sway fore*erl 



Speak. Itnlton ! what say IheFte, ray falth- 

fid friends, 
Tonrliing my present life ? 



I Even as thy blow on me, thou'lt writhe 

i' lb.- dust. 
Down-trmldon by ilie hostile heel of 
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Whilst she, for whom thou'st turned 
conspirator, 

Smiling, shall gaze from out her palace 
doors, 

And wave her broidered scarf, and join 
the music 

Of her low witching laughter to the 
sneers 

Of courtly parasites; ** De Mai pas bore 

His honors bravely, did he not, my 
lords? 

Now, by our lady, 'tis a grievous falll '* 

** Yet pride, thou know'st, sweet Catha- 
rine," — 

"Ay, ay, ay! 

" Prithee, Francisco, wilt thou dance to- 
night?" 

DE MALPAS. 

What, fool I wilt prate forever ? Hence, 

1 say, 

And entertain the devil with thy dream- 

ings! 

[StaJbs him cu/ain.] 



DK MALPAS. 

Thou hast been to court, Bernaldi, hast 
thou not ? 

BERNALDI. 

Ay ! all the forenoon ! 

DE MALPAS. 

Didst thou see the lady, 
Catharine of Savoy, whose miraculous 

beauty 
Hath set all Spain aflame ? 

BERNALDL 

I did, my cousin, 
But, I am bold to speak it, liked her not; 
Her beauty is the beauty of the serpent. 
Masking a poisonous spirit; there's no 

depth 
Of womanly nature in her gleaming 

eyes, 
Falsest when most they flatter ; men have 

said 
She Q^THA the Borgia's blood; I know not 

that. 
But, by St Mark ! she owns their temper, 

cousin! 



EXPERIENCE IN POVERTY, 

A, How bitterly you speak! 

B. 1 have good warrant. 

A, Well, for my part, 1 hold your cre«d 

is false, 

Uncharitable, monstrous ! I have seen 

The world, sir; studied men and man- 
ners in it; 

And though no doubt some selfishness 
and craft 

May evennore be found by those who 
seek them. 

Peering too closely underneath the 

mask 
Of multiform conventions, yet, by heaven, 
The world's a fair, good, reasonable 

world 
To all who follow reason! Your high 

fancies, 
AVhose goal is vague impossibility, 
Of course must miss their mark! We 

live not, sir, 
In Eden, or the golden age. 

B, Right! right! 
You talk as is most natural in one 

To whom all life hath been a gay parade, 

A frolic pastime! — to whom subtle for- 
tune 

Hath never turned her dark and lowering 
front. 

But round whose footsteps sowed with 
golden showers 

Obseciuious knaves and sweet-tongued 
servitoi-s 

Have fawned and lied and flattered, till 
your days 

Borne bravely onward over perfumed 
tides 

Passed like a steady bark Hwixt shores of 
flowers, 

You know the world ! its men and modes 
forsooth ! 

Wait, sir, until your purse grows lean as 
mine, 

And fate within the compass of one evil 

(A gaunt and loathsome poverty), in- 
cludes 

All ills tliat flesh Is heir to! disrespect 
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From insolent curs that now you'd 
liardly stoop 

To soil your lordly boot with! studied 
coldness 

Of ancient friends whose easy faith de- 
clines 

With your decreasing wine-butts I covert 
sneei-s, 

Or open insult from the gaudy throng 

Of pai-asites, who breathe alone in suji- 
shinel 

Grief without balm, and pain that knows 
not pity ; 

Dark days, and maddening midnights, 
and the pang 

Of outraged feeling, and the soul's de- 
spair: 

Ay! wait, 1 say, until from depths like 
these. 

The lonely thunder growling overhead. 

And misery like a cataract raging rouiitl 

Your path of ruin, wild and desperate 
eyes 

Are lifted to the sunnnits of past hope, 

Ueceding ever with their shows of joy, 

Less real than the mirage, or the domes 

Which sunset builds on clouds of phan- 
tasy! 

Wait till the fiend that's bom of famished 
hours 

Shall gras]> your hand in bony fellow- 
ship. 

And lead you through the mist of ghastly 
dreams. 

Helpless and tottering, to the brink of 
death ! 

Ha! ha! you shrink! the picture does 
not please 

Your dainty fancy! Well, soft optnnist. 

Confess there's somewhat you have still 
to learn 

Of this same fair, good, reasonable world ! 



THE TliVE PHILOSOPIIY. 

I'd have you use a wise philoso])hy. 
In this, as in all matters, whereupon 
Judgment may freely act; truth ever lies 



Between extremes; avoid the spend- 
thrift's folly 

As you'd avoid the road of utter niin; 

For wealth, or at the least, fair compe- 
tence. 

Is honor, comfort, hope, and self-respect; 

All, in a woixi, that makes our human 
life 

Endurable, if not happy: scorn the cant 

Of sentimental Dives, wrapped in pur- 
ple. 

Who over jewelled wine-cups and rich 
fare, 

Aifects to flout his gold, and prattles 
loosely 

Of sweet content that's found in poverty: 

As for the miser, he's a madman simply. 

One who the means of all enjoyment 
holds. 

Yet never dares enjoy: no, no, Anselmo, 

Use with a prudent, but still liberal band 

That sioi-e the gods have given you ; thus, 
my friend, 

'Twixt the Chary Ixlis of a churlish mean- 
ness. 

And the swift Scylla of improvident 
waste. 

You'll steer your bark o'er smooth, in- 
nocuous seas. 

And reach at last a i>eaceful anchorage. 



LOVE'S VAPIilCES. 

Come, sweetheart, hear me! I have 

loved thee well, 
God knoweth. Through all these years 

my holiest thoughts, 
Like those pure doves nurtured in an- 
tique temples. 
Have fluttered ever round thine image 

fair. 
And found in thee their shrine. No 

tenderest hope 
Of mine, which hath not wanned its 

radiant wings 
Within that heaven, thy presence, and 

drank strength 
And sunshine from it. 



LOV£'S CAPIUCES. 68 


How hast thou respondpJ? 


Tliat all )iiy sold was flooded wltli its Joy, 


Sometimes ililne eyes, like Eden gates 


And I, iiii-tlioii.^'lit, breathed aa Iramor. 


unclosed, 


tals breathP, 


Would pour sueti Iteanis o( sarred pas- 


A doatl.less lislil and ether. Then, 


sion down, 


wlieii uiost 




I dreamed me happy, a strange change 

Sudden ta strange; some wind of cold 

caprice. 
Blowing,! knew not whence, an icy cloud 
Upbore, and o'er the iplendor o( Ihy 



TriHes as aliglit as eider-down have power 
To move or sting tliee, and a awaitn of 

humors. 
Gendered of morbid fancy, buzz and hiw 
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About some vacant chambers of tby 

mind, 
By idle thoughts left open, making 

harsh, 
Rude discord, where, if healthful will 

had sway, 
Angels, perchance, might lift celestial 

voices ! 

Love, love, thou wrongest thyself, and 
that sweet nature. 

Sweet at the core, for all such small de- 
spites, 

Wherewith kind heaven endowed thee; 
yet, beware! 

Caprice, though frail its shafts, a poi- 
soned barb 

Hatli boiuid on each; their points are 
shari) to wound, 

And the wounds rankle I Giants great 
as Love 

Have perished merely of an insect's 
venom. 

And who through all God's universe can 
touch 

Love's pulseless heart to warmth and 
life again? 



CREEDS. 



Fjuexd, -mid the complex and unnum- 
bered creeds 
Which meet and jostle on this mortal 

scene, 
And sometimes fight a V out ranee, I 

perceive 
Some precious seed of truth ennobling all : 
Encased, it may be, like the nuunmy's 

wheat, 
Locked in dead foniis, yet waiting but a 

breath 
Of honest air, an inch of wholesome soil, 
To bloom and flourish heavenward; 

therefore, friend, 
Walk hand in hand with clear-eyed 

Charity, 
And Faith sublime, though simple, like 

a child's, 



Who feels through densest midnight, 

next his own, 
The loving throb of a kind father's 

heart. 



THE UXIVERSALll'Y OF GRIEF, 

I GRANT you that our fate is terrible, 
Bitter as gall. What then? Will lam- 
entation, 
Childish complaint, everlasting waitings. 
Grief, groans, despair, help to amend 

our doom? 
Glance o'er the world — the world is full 

of pain 
Akin to ours. If some dark spirit 

touched 
Our vision to miraculous clearness, 

sights 
Would meet our eyes, at which the cold- 
est heart 
Might weep blood-tears; there's not a 

moment passes 
Which doth not bear its load of agonies 
Out to the dim Eternity beyond; 
The primal curse of earth, with heavier 

weight. 
Descends on special victims ; yet, bethink 

you. 
All sorrow hath its bounds, o'er which 

there stands 
That friend of misery, gentle-hearted 

Death. 
Balms of oblivion holds he, and the 

realm 
Wherein he ndes hath munnurous caves 

of sleep. 



THE PE XI TEXT. 

Thou see'st yon woman with the grave 
pelisse 

Lined with dark sables ? Is she not de- 
vout ? 

Her soul is in the service, and her eyes 

Are dim with weeping, — weeping for 
the follies 



REWARD OF FICKLENESS. 
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Of a misguided youth; tlius saitli tlie 

world, 
But I, wlio l^now lier ladysliip, Icnow 

tliis : 
Slie weeps tliat youtli itself, and t^ie lost 

triumphs 
Which followed in its train; the scores 

of lovers 
Dead now, or married off; the rout, the 

joust. 
The sweet flirtations, merry carnivals, 
And — (oh ! supremest memory of all I) — 
Tlie handed serenaders 'neath the lattice, 
Lifting the voice of passion in the night: 
And one among the minstrels loved her 

well. 
Ihu him she laughed to sconi, his heart 

was riven; 
She tram\)led on the purest pearl of love, 
And cast it to the dogs; well, God is 

just I 
Shesconunl his sacred gift, and so must 

walk, 
ilenreforili a lonely woman on the 

earth! 



DRAMATIC FRAGMENT, 

We might have been ! ah, yes ! we might 

have been 
Among the laurelled noblemen of 

thought. 
Who lift their species with them as they 

climb 
To deathless empire in the realm of 

gwls; 
But some dark power — we will not call 

it FaU^ — 
We dare not call it Providence — hath 

seized 
Tlie helm of our strange destinies, and 

steered 
Right onwanl to the breakers. All is 

lost! 
llope*s siren song of pronnse faints in 

sighs, 
And joy — (but she ne'er charmed us, 

save in days 



Of dim-remembered childhood); — let it 

pass! 
Our lot's the lot of millions; for on life 
A blight is preying, and a mystic wrong 
Ilath set our heartstrings to the time of 

grief I 



REWARD OF FICKLENESS. 
ALTON. 

You see that man with the quick eyes 

and brow. 
Too pouihTous almost for his slender 

frame. 
His dark locks tinged with gray; you'd 

hardly think it, 
But he's a moral dandy, diliffante 
(As your Italians say), whos« tickle taste 
Leads him, like some fastidious bee, from 

flower 
To flower of social pastime! A fair girl, 
Pretty and piquante, fills his heart to- 
day; 
On airy wings of sentiment he hovers 
Lovingly round her, feeds the beauteous 

creature 
On honeyed nothings in a tone so sweet. 
They seem the genuine fruit of a strong 

sold 
Nurtured by passion, and true adoration; 
Then on the morrow when he meets once 

more 
**That Cynthia of the minute," a cold 

crust 
Of iciest form and etiquette o'erspreads 
His words, look, bearing; the whole man 

is changed — 
As if a Tropic landscape, bright with 

sunlight. 
Had grown to frozen hardness in an 

hour : — 
A demon, fickle, trifling, and capricious 
O'errules his spirit always! with men 

likewise, 
It is his pride to play the same vile 

game ! 
Why, sir, your patience would be taxed 

to count 
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His dupes within the year I he'll take a 
youth, 

Bright -minded, trusting, whom per- 
chance he meets 

In casual fashion on the public square, 

Caress, solicit, flatter him — at length 

Bear the poor fool, elate and jubilant, 

To banquet at his own well-ordered 
board, 

Ply him with curious questions, draw 
him out 

To make display of all his raciest wit, 

And when, like a squeezed orange, all 
his sap's 

Exhausted, — faith I Sir Dainty down 
the wind 

Whistles his victim with a cool assur- 
ance, 

Which is the calm sublime of impu- 
dence I 

In fine, the man's a worn-out Epicurean, 

A ceaseless hunter after new sensations. 

To whom the world's a storehouse 
crammed with hearts 

And minds for his amusement! as for 
hearts. 

He'll toss 'em up, as jugglers toss their 
balls. 

Proud of his sleight of hand, his impish 
cunning. 

His matchless turns of quick dexterity! 

And if the baubles break, he's sore 
amazed 

That aught should be so brittle! yet 
thanks God 

The earth is full of these same delicate 
tovs ; 

And so he hurls the shattered plaything 

by, 

To re-assume his honest, juggling tricks. 
And chann his weary leisure-time with 

lies; 
A silken, soft, fair-spoken, dangerous 

knave. 

MAiicrH. 
Some day he'll find his match! 

ALTON. 

Ay! you may swear to that; 

Some woman versed in every social art, 



Some rare, majestic creature, whose rich 
beauty 

Will set his amorous senses in a blaze; 

Slowly around him she will draw the 
net 

Of fascinations, multiform and strange; 

Enchant his fancy with her regal wit. 

His taste with every charm of female 
guile, 

Inflame him with voluptuous blandish- 
ments. 

By turns, sooth, flatter, madden, vow 
she loves 

At one delicious moment, then the next 

As warmly swear she loathes him! by a 
spell 

Invisible, but ix>tent as the sun. 

She'll lead him, fawning, quivering to 
her feet. 

And at the last, O ! consummation just! 

When on the very brink of blest frui- 
tion. 

He 'hovers, arms outstretched, and soul 
aglow. 

She'll freeze to sudden marble, wave him 
otf 

With such calm haughtiness of queenly 
scorn. 

Imperious, crushing, fatal, that, by heav- 
en, 

I should not wonder if the terrible sting 

Of disappointment and deceived desires, 

Of balfled passion, wounded self-conceit. 

And hope so swiftly murdered by de- 
spair. 

Struck to the core of being, and this 
man 

Falser than hell to others, perished 
wholly. 

By his own pestilent trickery done to 
death ! 



A CHARACTER, 

A, He is a man whose complex char- 
acter 
Few can decipher rightly ; but for me 
I have found the key at last! 



A CHARACTER. 
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B. What make you of it ? 

A. As mournful and as blurred a page, 

percliance. 
As ever pained tlie seeker after truth : 
Listen! this man, when like a factory- 
slave 
I toileil for some bald pittance in the 

city, 
Came to me (unsolicited, rememlK?r), 
With wonls of cheer, and honeyed cour- 
tesies; 
His tone was soft as #ilcet aire of May; 
His heart the very fount of sympathy! 
** What," said he, "shall you grind your 

genius here, 
Down to the last faint edge; waste your 

rich thoughts" 
(Mark you the subtle flattery of this 

language), 
** Upon a thankless, ignorant, brutal 

fool. 
Who plays the patron with the grace of 

Bottom, 
His ass's head from out your flowering 

fancier 
Grinning in dull and idiot self-applauses; 
By every gentle muse this shall not be!" 
Straightway, with hand caressing as a 

woman's. 
He led me from hard desk and stifling 

air, 
Forth to his bower>' home amid the hills, 
Tliere fed me, sir, on kindness, day by 

day. 
Until this starved and tortured spirit 

grew 
Healthy and hale again ! No wish had I, 
He did not hasten blithely to forestall! 
He called me ** brother," drew from shy 

reserves 
Of knowledge, feeling, poesy, full stores 
Of all my wealth — by heart or brain 

amassed — 
Ha! by Apollo! what rare times were 

those 
We spent in 'rapt communion with the 

bards 
Each worshipped, and what jovial laugh- 

t4'r shook 



The flying night-winds, when our graver 

l)OOk8 

Were cast aside, and he an artful mimic, 
A famed rticontem\ many a humorous 

scene 
Enacted with such raciness of wit 
Despair itself had checkeil its tears — to 

smile ; 
In brief, by every wile a man could 

use 
To knit his fellow's heart-strings to his 

own, 
He made me love him! other friends 

were gone 
Forlornly mouldering in far churchyard 

shades 
And therefore — undivided, ardent, sure, 
Affection (centred all its warmths on 

him! 

And now, when wholly his, I would have 

dared 
For him all danger (you will scarce be- 
lieve it), 
But suddenly, as sometimes on calm 

seas. 
The watcher from some lonely headland 

views 
A gallant bark sink swiftly in the deep. 
Dissolving like a vision — thus his friend- 

ship. 
Its glittering flags of promise flaunting 

stili 
The tranquil sunlight, simk before mine 

eyes 
And left me gazing like a man distraught 
Across the mocking solitude! 
B. What more ? 

A. ^Vllat more? AVhy, truly, sir, the 

tale is done. 
'Twas a sharp close, I grant you, to a 

dream 
Which rose so fairly; yet there's comfort 

in't! 

B. Comfort I 
A. Ay, ay! rare comfort in the thought 
That tho' my years should reach the 

utmost verge 
Of mortal life, I shall not dream again! 
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But pshaw! push on the bottle, 'tis the 
last 

Of a full bin that constant friend of 
mine, 

Tliat loyal, noble, pure Samaritan, 

Gave me, with vows of everduring love, 

Three months ago at Christmas I Stay, 
a toast : 

** Fair health, long life, immortal honor 
crown 

The man who's constant only to — him- 
self!" 



MORALS OF DESPERATrOK. 

The man who's wholly ruined, sir, feai*s 
nothing; 

How can he when all's lost to him al- 
ready ? 

There is a desjwnite gayety which comes 

To buoy one up in sucli a strait as this; 

Under whose spell, it is a sort of witch- 
craft. 

Men lose all sense of wrong, or rather 
take 

Wrong for their right, n'joicing even in 
crime. 

Faith, now. I'd hanlly answer for my- 
self. 

If in some garden solitude, like this, sir. 

At the hour of midnight (hark! the deep 
church tower 

Is tolling twelve), liaply I chanced to 
meet 

A poniiK)Us millionaire, a man who stag- 
gers 

Under his golden burden, like a ship 

Reeling 'neath too much canvass; I 
should ease 

My laboriuii comrade, thus and thus, of 
all 

His glittering superfluitii?s; this ring 

Is a brave diamond, and will serve me 
bravely: 

And ha! by Pluto I what a massive chain 

Meanders like a miniature Paciolus 

Across your worship's vest; my lord, no 
wonder 



You grow asthmatic with a weight like 

that 
Pressed on your gasping lungs; I'll free 

you from it ; 
And blessed saints! but here's a fair-knit 

purse, 
And fairly filled, too! Shame it were in 

sooth 
To keep this gift of your sweet para- 
mour. 
Therefore, behold me! I pour out this 

coin; ♦ 

O Jesu! what rich music! but the purse 
Duly return you! haste, your worshij), 

baste. 
Or else these itching palms will find fresh 

work 
About your silken doublet, and bright 

hose, 
Or those trussed i)oints you needs must 

clasp with jewels; 
Ay, haste, and take you comfort in the 

text 
Which the wise Messer Salvatore Duomo 
Dins in our ears each sacred Sabbath 

morning. 
That " blessed, three times blessed, are 

the i)oor!" 



THE cox DEM S ED. 

As in those lands of mighty mountain 
heights. 

The streams, by sudden temi)ests over- 
charged. 

Sweep down the sloix»s. bearing swift 
ruin with them. 

So I and all my fortunes were engulfd 

In sudden, swift, complete destniction; 

The moniing found me happy, rich, 
contented, 

But ere the sunset that black ruin 
came. 

And stared me in the face. 

Sir, I had reach'd 
A stage of middle life, when chains of 
habit 



THE CONDEMNED. 



Cannot be broken, save by giant 

wrerHies, 
Wben to be I'UiIely liurlei) from life-Ion^ 

grwH-ps 
01 thought and progress, leaves tlie 

stAiiiicUest mind 



Broken, amazed, despondent. What 

had I. 
A scholar, reclii^', di-eamer, thou inay'st 

say, 

v[tli the work-day world of 




Yet, goaded on by fierce necessity, 

I sou^'ht work in the crowded haunts of 

Tliinkiiis (o dnin' on knowledge i 



Would be assuredly answered. AIi! 

poor fool : 
Too soon experience clove the shining 

Of hopeful fantasy, and like a wind. 
Sullen at lii'st and slow, but raised ere 

long 
To tempest-madness, rent the veil awaf 
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0*er which a steel-bhie melancholy 

heaven 
Glaretl on me, like a mocking eye in 

death : 
Then came by turn mistrust, despon- 
dence, dread, 
And last, despair, with frenzy ; the brute 

instincts. 
That sleep like tigers, jungled, in the 

blood, 
With hale or pampered bodies, at the 

8tin<; 
Of loathsome famine, woke, and raged 

and tore. 
Till Conscience, whose fair seat is in the 

soul, 
Till Reason, whose deep life is in the 

brain. 
Lay silent, murdered. A mere animal 

thing — 
Hyena, tiger, wolf — whatever thou 

wilt — 
I seized my prey and rent it. What to 

me 
The complex figments of your juggling 

laws ? 
Natiu'e with countless clamorous tongues 

cried out, 
** Thouhungerest, diest; snatch thy food 

from fate, 
Though 'twixt thee and the life-sustain- 
ing bread 
A hundred sleek, smooth, sneering ty- 
rants stand 
Laughing to scorn thine untold agonies !'* 
Almighty Nature, the first law of God, 
Perforce I followed; the false codes of 

man 
Perforce I broke. And so, for this, for 

this J 
Man's law that fain would nm a tilt at 

Go<l, 
Its puny weapon shivering like a reed, 
'Gainst the great bosses of Jehovah's 

buckler. 
Appoints me death. Well, well, I fear 

not ileal h. 
Trusting that death, perchance, is but a 

night 



Shorn of all morrow, a long, dreamless 

slumber. 
O'er which the ages, hoar and solemn 

nurses, 
Chant their majestic lullabies, that hold 
Spells of oblivion ; either thus, or I, 
Whose life-sun rose in shadow, sets in 

blood. 
Shall find a nobler being in some star 
Beyond the silvery Pleiads. 

Friend, thy hand; 

Alone of all earth's creatures do I lo\e 
thee : 

Thee, and the little soft-eyed, pensive 
child, 

Tliy fair>' daughter. Strange! but when 
I drink 

Light from the founts of her large, seri- 
ous eyes, 

I seem to near a trembling, spiritual 

joy, 

To thrill upon the utmost verge and 
brink 

Of mystic revelations. Prithee, there- 
fore. 

Bring the fair child once more; I yearn 
to carry 

The dream of her sweet, pitiful, angel's 
face. 

To cheer the realm of shadows. Will 
she come ? 



ASTIPATHIES. 

Love is no product of the ol)edient will, 
It hath its root in those deep sympa- 
thies. 
Mere ties of blood are powerless to con- 
trol; 
I love thee not because around thy heart 
An Arctic nature hath built up the ice 
Of thawless wint«»r: vain it is to strive 
Against the law of just antipathies: 
Tlie Tropic sunlight burns not at the 

Poles, 
Xor blooms the lustrous foliage of the 
East 



MI SCONS TR UCTION. 
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Among the rocky, stomi-bound Hebrides ; 
To all my gods thou art antipodal, 
Therefore, again, good sir! 1 love thee 
not. 



MISCOXSTRUCTIOX. 

How man misjudges man! the outward 

seeming, 
Gesture, or glance, or utterance that may 

iar 



Against some i)etty, pampered, poor con- 

ceit, 
Unworthy, undefineil, is straightway 

made 
To prove a vast obliquity of soul, 
And shallow disputants, with ponderous 

show 
Of judgment that provokes the wise to 

scorn, 
Exhort the virtuous by the foul abuse 
Which damns them to the level of their 

speech. 



POEMS OF THE WAR 
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POEMS OF THE WAR^ 

1861-1865. 



Theno poenifl are republi^«hocl with no ill-feeling, nor with the deaire to reyive Old isBWB ; 
but only at) a record and a sacred duty : — 

** Fidelis ad umamf** 



MT MOTHER^IMKD. 

** Ainmin Opihustpit' Pnrati,** 

My Mother-land! thou wert the first to 

fiin£; 
Thy virgin flag of freedom to the hreeze. 
The first to front along thy neighboring 

seas. 
The nniMTioiLs foenian's power; 
But long lR»fore that hour, 
While yet, in false and vain iniaginhig. 
Thy sister nations would not own their 

foe. 
And turned to jest thy warnings, though 

th<» low, 
Portentous niutterings, that precede the 

throe 
Of earthquakes, biu-dened all the omin- 

oiLS air; 
Wliile yet they paused in scorn, 
Of fatal madness born, 
Thou, oh, my mother! like a priestess 

bless' d 
With wondrous vision of the things to 

come. 
Thou couldst not calmly rest 
Secure and dumb — 
But from thy borders, with the sounds of 

drum 
And trumpet rose the warrior-call, — 
(A voice to thrill, to startle, to appall !) — 
** Prepare! the time grows ripe to meet 

our doom!** 



Thy careless sisters frowned, or mocking 
said : 

" We see no threatening temixjst over- 
head. 

Only a few pale clouds, the west wind's 
breath 

Will sweep away, or melt in watery 
death/' 

** Prepare ! the time grows ripe to meet 

our doom ! ** 
Alas! it was not till the tlumder-boom 
Of shell and cannon shocked the venud 

<lay, 
i Which shone o'er Charleston Bay,* 
That startled, rouseil, the last scale fallen 

away 
From blinded eyes, our South, erect and 

proud, 
Fronted the issue, and, though lulled too 

long, 
Felt her great spirit nerved, her patriot 

valor strong. 



Death ! What of death ? — 
Can he who once drew honorable breath 

In liberty's pure sphere, 

Foster a sensual fear, 
AVlien death and slavery meet him face 
to face, 

• Fort Sumter, March, ISAl. 
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Saying: " Choose thou between us ; here, 

the grace 
Which follows patriot mart3rnlom, and 

there, 
Black degradation, haunted by despair." 

The very thought brmgs blushes to the 
cheek ! 

I hear all 'round about me murmiurs 
run, 

Hot murmurs, but soon merging into 
one 

"Itnul-stirring utterance — hark! the peo- 
ple speak : 



y 



" Our course is righteous, and our aims 

are just! 
Behold, we seek 
Not merely to preserve for noble wives 
The virtuous pride of unpolluted lives. 
To shield our daughters from the servile 
^ hand. 

Ami leave our sons their heirloom of 

comuumd, 
In generous perpetuity of trust; 
Not only to defend those ancient laws. 
Which Saxon sturdlness and Norman 

tire 
Welded forevennore with freedom's 

cause, 
And handcHl scathless down from sire to 

sire — 
Nor yet our grand religion, and our 

Christ, 
UusoikHl by secular hates, or sonlid 

harms, 
(Though these had sure sufficed 
To urge the feeblest Sybarite to anns) — 
But more than all, because embracing 

alK 
Knsuring all, self-government, the 

boon 
Our patriot statesmen strove to win and 

ket'p. 
From prescient Pinekney and the wise 

Calhoun 
'i'o him. that gallant knight. 
The youngest champion in the Solvate 

hall, 



Who, led and guarded by a luminous 
fate, 

His armor, Courage, and his war-horse, 
Right, 

Dared through the lists of eloquence to 
sweep 

Against the proud Bois Guilbert of de- 
bate!* 

" There's not a tone from out the teem- 
ing past, 
Uplifted once in such a cause as oiuts. 
Which does not smite our souls 
In long reverberating thunder-rolls. 
From the far mountain-steeps of ancient 

story. 
Above the shouting, furious Persian 

mass. 
Millions arrayed in pomp of Orient 

powers. 
Rings the wild war-cry of Leonidas 
Pent in his rugged fortress of the rock ; 
And o'er the murmurous seas. 
Compact of hero-faith and patriot bliss 
(For con(|uest crowns the Athenian's 

hope at last). 
Come the clear accents of Miltiades, 
Mingleil with cheers that drown the 

battle-shock 
Beside the wave-washed strand of Sala- 

mis. 

** Where'er on earth the self -devoted 

heart 
Hath been by worthy deeds exalted thus, 
We look for proud exemplars; yet for 

us 
It Is enough to know 
Oiu* fathers left us freemen ; let us show 
The will to hold our lofty heritage, 
The patient strength to act our father's 

])art. 

" Yea! though our children's blood 
Rain 'round us in a crimson-swelling 
flood. 



\ • Vitlr the Senatorial debate on "Foote's 
f Kesolution," Ui 1832. 
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Why pause or falter? — that red tide 
shall bear 
The ark that holds our shrined liberty, 
Nearer, and yet more near 
Some height of promise o^er the ensan- 
guined sea. 

** At last, the conflict done, 
The fadeless meed of final victory won, 
Behold! emerging from the rifted dark 
Athwart a shining summit high in 
heaven. 
That delegated Ark! 
No more to be by vengeful tempests 

driven, 
But poised upon the sacred mount, 

whereat 
The congregated nations gladly gaze. 
Struck by the quiet splendor of the 

rays 
That circle freedom's blood-bought Ara- 
rat!" 

Thus spake the people's wisdom; unto 

me 
Its voice hath come, a passionate augiiry ! 
Methinks the very aspect of the world 
Changed to the mystic music of its 

hope. 
For, lo! about the deepening heavenly 

cope 
The stormy cloudland banners all are 
furled, 
And softly borne above 
Are brooding pinions of invisible love, 
Distilling balm of rest and tender 

thought 
From fairy realms, by fairy witchery 
* wrought : 
O'er the hushed ocean steal ethereal 
gleams 
Divine as light that haunts an angel's 

dreams : 
And universal nature, wheresoever 
3Iy vision strays — o'er sky, and sea, and 
river — 
Sleeps, like a happy child. 
In slumber undetiled, 
A premonition of sublimer days. 



When war and warlike lays 

At length shall cease. 

Before a grand Apocalypse of Peace, 

Vouchsafed in mercy to all human 

kind — 
A prelude and a prophecy combined ! 



ODE. 



[In honor of the bravery and sacrifices of thr. 
soldiers of the South.] 

With bayonets slanted in the glittering 
light. 
With solemn roll of drums. 
With star-lit banners rustling wings of 
• might. 

The knightly concourse comes! 
The flower and fniit of all the tropic 

lands, 
The unsheathed brightness of their stain- 
less brands 
Blazing in courtly hands, 
One glorious soul within those thousand 

eyes. 
One aim, one hope, one impiUse from 
the skies. 
While silent, awed and dumb, 
A nation waits the end in dread sur- 
mise. 
They come ! they come ! 

The summer flaunts her vivid leaves 

above 
The unwonted scene, 
The summer heavens embrace with 

smiles of love 
The hill-slopes green; 
Far in the upperma<»t realms of silent 

air 
Peace sits enthroned and happy, but op 

earth 
The cymbals clash, and the shrill tnim- 

pets blare. 
And Death, like some grim mower on 

the plain. 
Topped by the ripened gi-ain, 
Whets his keen scythe, and fdiakes it 

fearfully ! 
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Our serried lines march sternly to the 

front, 
Where decked as if they rose to celebrate 

A joyous festal morn, 
In glistening pomp and splendid bla- 

zonrj', 
Slow moving as in scorn 
Of those weak bands that guard the pass 

below, 
Come gorgeous, flushed and proud, the 

cohorts of the foe ! 

They wheel ! deploy, are stationed, down 

the cleft 
Of the long gorge their signal thun- 

dei*s run ! 
A sullen answer echoes from our left 

And the groat tight's begun! 
O! who shall picture the immortal 

fray > 
Our Southern host that day 
Breasted the onset of the invading sea 
AVith wills of adamant; but stem- 
weighted strength, 
Like waves by some infernal alchemy 
Hardened, transformed to solid metal, 

burning 
At white heat as they stnick, and aye 

returning 
Hotter and more resistless than before 
(All flecked atop with foam of human 

gore), 
Pierced here and there our crumbhng 

ranks at length. 
Which as a mountain shore. 
Rock-ribbed and iron founded, still had 

stood. 
And outward hurled 
In bloody sprayings, that tremendous 

flood 
Which, with wild charge and furious 

brunt on brunt. 
Had dashed against us like a fiery world! 

Unceasing still poured on the foteful 

tide. 
And plumed victorj' ever seemed to ride 
On the red billows of the northland war! 
Our glorj' and pride 



Had fallen, — fallen in the terrible 
van, — 

Like wine the life-streams ran; 

'**Back! back!" cried one (It was the 
voice of Bee, 

Lifted in wrath and bitter agony), 

** We're driven backward! " unto whom 
there came 

An answer, like the rush of steady flame, 

*Twlxt ribs of iron, ** We will give them 
yet 
The bayonet! 

The shar]) edge of the Southern bayo- 
net!" 

At which the other's face flushed up, 
and caught 

Light like a warrior-angel's, and he 
sprang. 

To the front rank, while swift as pas- 
sionate thought 

Leaped forth his sword, and this high 
summons rang: 
** See! see! where fixed and grand, 

Like a stone wall the braves of Jackson 
stand ! 

Forward!" and on he rushed with 
quivering breath. 
On to his Spartan death ! 



Unceasing still poured down the fateful 

tide, 
And plumed victory ever seemed to ride 
O'er the red billows of the northland 

war! 
AVlien faint and far. 
Far on our left there rose a sound that 

thrilled 
All souls, and even the battle's thunder- 
ous pulse 
(Or 80 we deeme<l) for briefest space 

was stilled ; 
A sound, low hissing as a meteor-star, 
But gathering de]>th of volume, till VL 

burst 
In one great flamelike cheer, 
That seemed to rend and lift the doud 

accurst. 
The poisonous-clhiging cloud 
That wrapi>ed ub in its shrondf 
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While wounded men leaped on their feet 
to hear, 

And dying men upraised their eyes to 
see 

How on the conflict*s lowering canopy, 

Dawned the first rainbow hues of vic- 
tory ! 

Have you watched the condor leap 
From his proud Andean rock, 
And with hurtling pinions sweep 
On the valley-pasturing flock ? 
Have you watched an eygre vast 
On the rude September blast 
Roll adown with curved crest 
O'er the low sands of the West ? 
O! thus and thus they came 
(Four thousand men and more), 
Hearts, faces, — all aflame, 
And the grandeur of their wrath 
Whirled the tyrant from their path 
As the frightened rack is driven 
By the unleashed winds in heaven; 
Then, maddened, tossed about 
In a reckless, hoi^eless rout, 
llie Xorthern armv fled 
O'er their dying and their dead, 
And the Southern steel flashed out, 
And their vengeful points were red 
With the hot heart's tide that flowed 
Where they sabred as they rode ! 
And the news sped on apace 
(Where the Rulers, in their place, 
Sat jubilant, one and all), 
Till a shadow seemed to fall 
Round their joyance like a pall. 
And the inmost senate-hall 
Pealed an echo of disgrace ! 
At the set of July's sun 
They stood quivering and undone, 
For the eagle standards waned and the 
Southern '* stars" had won! 

Thus loomed serene and large 
Upon that desperate contest's lurid 
marge 
Our orb of destiny; millions of hearts 
Throb with bold exultation, 

'Pill t^orv* gfor^r 



From mountain fastness, and from wav- 
ing plain, 

From wooded swamp and mist-encircled 
main, 
From hamlet, city, field. 
And the rich midland weald. 

The spirit of the antique hero time ! 

O ! Hwas a sight sublime 

To watch the upheaval of the popular 
soul. 

The stonny gathering, — the majestic roll 

Upward of its wild forces, by the awe 

Of Right and Justice steadied into law! 

Faith lent our cause its heavenly conse- 
cration ! 
Hope its omnipotent might ! 

And Fame stood ready, with her flowers 
of light, 

To crown alike the living and the dead, 

AVhile in the broadening firmament o'er- 
head 

We seemed to read the fiat of our fate, 
*' Ye are baptized, — a Nation ! 

Amongst the freest, free, — amongst the 
mightiest, great ! " 

An ominous hush! and then the scat- 
tered clouds 
In the dark northern heaven 

(Clouds of a deadlier strife). 
Urged by the poison wind 
Of rage and rapine, sullenly com- 
bined, 

Charged with the bolts of ruin! what 
were shrouds. 

Crimsoned with gore? the widowed 
spirit riven ? 

The desecration of God's gift of life, 

To that one thought (three fiery strands 
uniting, 
Hot from a Had^an loom), 

•* Conquest!-' "Revenge!" Suprema- 
cy?" The blighting 

Of untold promises, the grief, the gloom, 

The desolate madness and the anguish 
blind, 
All spreading on and on 

From murdered sire to subjugated son, 

Were less than nothing to the arrogant 
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Which treaties, compacts, lionor, laws 

defied, 
And aimed above the wrecks of temple 

and tower 
To rear the symbols of its merciless 

power ! 

Four deadly years we fought, 

Ringed by a girdle of unfaltering fire, 

That coiled and hissed in lessening cir- 
cles nigher. 
Blood dyed the Southern wave; 

From ocean border to calm inland river, 

There was no pause, no i)eace, no respite 
ever. 
Blood of our bravest bmve 

Drenched in a scarlet rain the western 
lea, 

Swelled the hoarse waters of the Tennes- 
see, 

Incarnadined the giUfs, the lakes, the 
rills. 

And from a hundred hills 

Steamed in a mist of slaughter to the 
skies. 

Shutting all hope of heaven from mortal 
eyes. 

The Beaufort blooms were withered on 
the stem; 
Tlie fair gulf city in a single night 
Lost her imperial diadem; 

And wheresoever men's troubled vision 
sought, 

They viewed might towering o'er the 
humbled crest of right! 

But for a time, but for a time, O 

God! 
The innate foi-ces of our knightly blood 
Ualliod, and by the mount, the fen, the 

flood. 
Upraised the tottering standanls of 

our race. 
O grand Virginia! though thy glittering 

glaive 
Lies sullied, shattered in a ruthless 

grave, 
How it flashed once! They dug their 

trenches deep 



(The implacable foe), they ranged their 

lines of wrath; 
But watchful ever on the imminent 

path 
Thy steel-clad genius stood; 
North, South, East, West, — they strove 

to pierce thy shield ; 
Thou icoHliTst not yieUJ! 
Until, — unconquered, yea, miconquered 

still. 
Nature's weakened forces answered not 

thy will. 
And gored with wound on wound, 
Thy fainting limbs and forehead sought 

the ground ; 
And with thee the young nation fell, a 

pjiU 
Solenni and rayless, covering one and 

all' 
God's ways are marvellous; here we 

stand to-<lay 
Discrowned, and shorn, in wildest dis- 
array. 
The mock of earth ! yet never shone the 

sun 
On sterner deeds, or nobler victories 

won. 
Not in the field alone; ah, come with 

me 
To the dim bivouac by the winter's sea; 
Mark the fair sons of courtly mothers 

crouch 
O'er flickering fires; but gallant still, and 

gay 
As on some bright parade ; or mark the 

couch 
In reeking hospitals, whereon Is laid 
The latest scion of a line i)erchance. 
Whose veins were royal; close your 

blurred romance. 
Blurred by the dropping of a maudlin 

tear. 
And watch the manhood here: 
That firm but delicate countenance. 
Distorted sometimes by an awful pang. 
Born in meek patience; when the trum- 
pets rang 
**To horse!'* but yester-mom, that ar- 
dent boy 
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Sprang to his charger, thrilled with hope 

and joy 
To the very finger-tips, and now he lies, 
The shadows deepening in those falcon 

ey(»s. 
But calm and nndismayed, 
As if the death that chills him, hrowand 

breast. 
Were some fond bride w^ho whispered, 

**I>et us rest!" 

Enouijh ! 'tis over I the last gleam of hope 
Hath melted from our mournful horo- 

scoi)e, 
Of all, of all bereft, 
Only to us are left 
Our buried Iutoos and their matchless 

deeds; 
Thvitr cannot pass; they hold the vital 

seeds 
Which in some far, untracked, un- 

visioned hour 
May burst to vivid bud and glorious 

flowiT. 
Meanwhile, upon the nation's bro- 
ken heart 
Her martyrs sleep. O ! dearer far to her, 
Than if each son, a wreathed conqueror, 
Ilode in triumphant state 
The loftiest crest of fate ; 
O ! dearer far, because outcast and low, 
She yearns above them in her awful woe. 
One spring its tender blooms 
Hath lavished richly by those hallowed 

tondjs ; 
One summer its imi>erial largess spread 
Along our heroes' bed; 
One autumn wailing with funereal blast. 
The withered leaves and pallid dust 

amassed 
All round about them, till bleak winter 

now 
Hangs hoar-frost on the grasses, and the 

bough 
In dreary woodlands seems to thrill and 

start, 
Thrill to the anguish of the wind that 

raves 
Across those lonely desolated graves ! 



CHARLEsroy. 

Calmly bedside her tropic strand. 

An empress, bi*ave and loyal, 
I see the watchful city sUmd, 

With asi>ect sternly royal ; 
She knows her mortal foe draws near. 

Armored by subtlest science, 
Yet deep, majestical, and clear. 

Kings out her grand defiance. 
Oh, glorious is thy noble face. 

Lit up by proud emotion, 
And unsurpassed thy stately grace, 

Our warrior Queen of Ocean ! 

First from thy lips the summons came. 

Which roused our tSouth to action, 
And, with the quenchless force of 
llame. 

Consumed the demon. Faction; 
First, like a ru>h of sovereign wind, 

That rrnds dull waves avsunder. 
Thy prescient warning stnick the blind. 

And woke the deaf with thunder: 
They saw, with swiftly kindling eyes. 

The shameful doom before theui. 
And heard, borne wild from Northern 
skies. 

The death-gale hurtling o'er them: 

Wilt thou, whose virgin banner rose, 

A morning star of splendor. 
Quail when the war-tornado blows, 

And crouch in base surrender ? 
Wilt thou, upon whose loving breast 

Our noblest chiefs are sleeping, 
Yield thy dead patriots' place of rest 

To scornful alien keeping ? 
No! while a life-pulse throbs for fame, 

Thy sons will gather round thee, 
AVelcome the shot, the steel, the flame, 

\f honor's hand liath crowned thee. 

Then fold about thy beauteous form 
The imperial robe thou wearest, 

And front with regal port the storm 
Thy foe would dream thou fearest; 

If strength, and will, and courage fail 
To cope with mthless numbers, 
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And thou must bend, despairing, pale, 
Where thy last hero slumbers, 

Lift the red torch, and light the fire 
Amid those corpses gory. 

And on thy self-made funeral pyre, 
Pass from the world to glory. 



STUAliT. 



A crp of your potent *' mountain dew,'* 
By the cami)-fire's niddy light; 

Let us drink to a si)irit as leal and true 
As ever drew blade in fight, 

And dashed on the foeman's lines of 
steel, 
For Goil and his people's right. 

By heaven ! it seems that his very name 

Embodies a thoui^'ht of fire: 
It strikes on the ear with a sense of flame, 

And the life-blood boundeth higher, 
While the pulses leap and the brain ex- 
pands, 

In the glow of a grand desire. 

Hark ! in the day-<lawn's misty gray. 

Our bugles are ringini^' loud. 
And hot for the joy of a coming fray. 

Our souls wax fierce and proud. 
As we livSt for the word that shall launch 
us forth, 

Like; bolts from the mountain-cloud. 

We list for the word, and it comes at 
length. 
In a strain so mighty and clear, 
That we rise to the somid with an added 
strength. 
And our hearts are glad to hear. 
And a stir, like the breath of the Inxling 
stonn 
Thrills through us, fmm van to rear. 

Then, with the rush of the whirlwind 

frtHHl, 
We rush, by a secret way. 
And merry on sabre, and helmet, and 

steed, 



Do the autumn sunbeams play, 
And the devil must shai'pen his keenest 
wits. 
To rescue "his own'' to-day. 

Ho, ye who dwell in the fertile vales 

Of the pleasant land of Penn, 
Who feast on the fat of her fruitful 
dales, 
IIow little ve dream or ken 
That the southern Murat has bared his 
brand. 
That the Stuart rides again. 

** Close uj), close up! we have travelled 
long. 
But a jovial night's in store, 
A night of wassail, and wit, and song, 

In yon cosy town l)efore. 
Quick, sergeant I spur to the front in 
haste. 
And knock at the mayor's door." 

Behold, he comes with a ghost-like 
grace. 
And his knee-joints out of tune; 
And the cold, cold sweat nms down his 
face, 
r the light of the autumn moon. 
While his husky voice, like an ancient 
crone's. 
Dies in a hollow croon. 

lie cannot s^x^ak ; but his buxom dame, 

With her trembling daughters nigh, 
Shrieks out, "Oh, honor their vii^in 
fame. 
Pass the poor maidens by." 
(Whereon, with a grievous heave and 
sob. 
She pausiHl in her siKJech — to cry. ) 

'* Rise up I we leave to the churlish brood 
Our vengeance hath sought ere now, 

The fame which springs from the ruth* 
less mood 
That crimsons a woman's brow; 

For sons are we of a kindly race, 
And bound bv a knightlv vow. 
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"Rise upl we warwlth thestronj.'aloiii': 

For where was tlie caitiff fouiul. 
To sport Willi an outraged woman's 

When.' tlie soiitliern tninipets soiirni? 

"Enough! wliile I speak of the past, tiiy 



— (huabi lean thee 
rail] that shall drive 



There's roiiiii 

And cover their land wl'.li (ear; 
And you and I, by tlie bless 
God, 
Ay, you and 1 shall \w there." 




BEYOSD THE POTOMAi 

TuET slept on the field whicli their valor 

had von. 
But arosi' nitli the first early blush of 



For they knew that a great deed re- 
maineil to U' dciiie. 
When they passed o'er the river. 



They arose with the Hiui, and caught life 

from his ll{;ht. 
Those giants of courage, those Anaks In 

light. 
And they laughed out aloud In the joy 

of their might, 
ttfarcliiiiu swifi for the river. 
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On, on! like the rushing of storms 

tliroiigh the liills ; 
On, on! with a tramp that is firm as 

their wills; 
And the one heart of thousands grows 

buoyant, and thrills, 
At the thought of the river. 

Oh, the sheen of their swords! the fierce 

gleam of their eyes ! 
It seemed as on earth a new sunlight 

would rise, 
And, king-like, flash up to the sun in 

the skies. 
O'er their path to the river. 

But their bannei*s, shot-scarred, and all 

darkened with gore. 
On a strong wind of morning streamed 

wildly before. 
Like wings of death-angels swept fast to 

the shore. 
The green shore of the river. 

As they march, from the hillside, the 
hamlet, the stream, 

Gaunt throngs whom the foemen had 
manacled, teem. 

Like men just aroused from some ter- 
rible dream. 
To cross sternly the river. 

They Iwhold the broad banners, blood- 
darkened, yet fair, 

And a moment dissolves the last spell 
of despair, 

AVhile a peal, as of victory, swells on the 
air. 
Rolling out to the river. 

And that cry. with a thousand strange 

echoings, spread. 
Till the ashes of heroes were thrilled in 

their bed, 
And the <leep voice of passion surged up 

from the dead, 
** Ay, prisH on to the riter I *' 



On, on! like the rushing of storms 

through the hills. 
On, on! with a tramp that is firm as 

their wills; 
And the one heart of thousands grows 

buoyant and thrills. 
As they pause by the river. 

Then the wan face of Maryland, hag- 

ganl and worn, 
At this sight lost the touch of its aspect 

forlorn. 
And she turned on the foemen, full- 

statured in scorn. 
Pointing stem to the river. 

And Potomac flowed calmly, scarce 

heaving her breast, 
With her low-lying billows all bright in 

tlie west. 
For a charm as from God lulled the 

waters to rest 
Of the fair rolling river. 

Passed! passed! the glad thousands 
march safe through the tide; 

Hark, foeman, and hear the deep knell 
of your pride. 

Ringing welnl-like and wild, ix'aling up 
from the side 
Of the calm-flowing river. 

'Neath a blow swift and mighty the ty- 
rant may fall ; 

Vain, vain ! to his gods swells a desolate 
call; 

Hath his grave not been hollowed, and 
woven his pall. 
Since they iMwsed o'er the river ? 



BEAUREGARD'S APPEAL. 

Yea! since the need is bitter. 
Take down those sacred bells, 

Whose music si)eaks of hallowed joys, 
And passionate farewells I 
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But ere ye fall dismantled. 
Ring out, deep bells ! once more : 

And pour on the waves of the passing 
wind 
The symphonies of yore. 

Let the latest bom l)e welcomed 

By i>ealings glad and long, 
Let the latest dead in the churchyard 
bed 

Ik laid with solemn song. 

And the bells above them throbbing, 
Should sound in mournful tone. 

As if, in grief for a human death, 
They prophesied their own. 

Who says 'tis a desecration 

To strip the temple towers, 
And invest the metal of peaceful notes 

With death-compelling powers ? 

A truce to cant and folly! 

Our people's all at stake. 
Shall we lieed the cr>' of the shallow 
fool. 

Or pause for the bigot's sake ? 

Then cnish the stniggling sorrow ! 

Feed high your furnace fires. 
And mould into deep-mouthed guns of 
bronjje. 

The bells from a hundred spires. 

Methinks no connuon vengeance. 

No transient war eclii)se, 
Will follow the awful thunder-burst 

From their adamantine lips. 

A cause like ours is holy, 

And it iLseth holy things; 
While over the storm of a righteous 
strife. 

May shine the angePs wings. 

Where'er our <hity leads us, 

Tlie grace of (Jod is there. 
And the lurid shrine of war may hold 

Tlic Eucharist of prayer. 



THE SUBSTITUTE. 

[TliK crimo of McNeil, i»erpetrat€d In one of 
our Western StateH, luw now met with the rep- 
robation of Christeniloin. But at the time 
the following verses — cast, as the reader will 
l>erceive, in a partly dramatic mould — were 
composed, ten Confederates had been hastily 
executed by order of a Federal commander, on 
a charge afterwards proven to be false ; and 
one of the unfortunate victims (a mere youth) 
voluntarily sacrificed his life to rescue his 
friend, a man advanced in years and with a 
large faniily. 

In the \H¥i\\\ this latter individual is repre- 
sented as unaware of the youth's resolve until 
it has been executed. 

Between the first and second parts of the 
piece, about twenty-four hours are supposed to 
have elaiwed. ] 

PART I. 

[Place — y4 Federal Prison — A Confederate 
chained, and a Visitor, his Friend.] 

** IIow say'st thou ? die to-morrrow ? 
Oh ! my friend ! 
The bitter, bitter doom ! 
What hast thou done to tempt this 
ghastly end — 
This death of shame and gloom ?'* 

"WHiat done? Do tyrants wait for 
guilty deeds, 
To find or prove a crime — 
They, who have cherished hatred^s fiery 
seeds : 
Hot for the harvest-time ? 

** A sneer I a smile! vague trifles Ught as 
air — 

Some foolish, false surmise — 
Lead to the harrowing drama of despair 

A\nierein — the victim dies! 

"And I shall perish! Comrade, heed 
me not ! 

For thus my tears mast start — 
Not for the misery of my blasted lot, 

But hers who holds my heart I 

"And theirs, the flowers that wreathe 
my humble hearth 
With n)seat«» blush and bloom. 
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To-morrow eve, they stand alone on 
earth, 
Beside their father's tomb! 

"There's Blanche, my serious beauty, 
lithe and tall, 
With pensive eyes and brow — 
There's Kate, the tenderest darling of 
them all, 
Whose kisses thrill me now ! 

** There's little Rose, the sunshine of our 
days — 
A tricky, gladsome sprite — 
How vividly come back her winsome 
ways. 
Her laughters, and delight! 

** And my brave boy — my Arthur! Did 
his arm 
Second his will and brain, 
I should not groan beneath this iron 
chanu. 
Clasping my chains in vain! 

" Oh, Christ ! and hath it come to this ? 
Will none 
Ward oflP the ghastly end ? 
And yet methinks I heard the voice of 
one 
Who calletl the old man — Friend ! 

** May all the curses caught from deepest 
hell 
Light on the blood-stained knave 
Who laughs to hear the patriot's funeral 
knell. 
Blaspheming o'er his grave! 

**Away! Such dreams are madness! 
My pale lips 

Had best In'siege Heaven's ear. 
But in the turmoil of my mind's eclipse, 

>'o thought, no wish is clear. 

*' Dear friend, forgive me! Sorrow, 
frenzy, ire — 
My bosom's raging guests — 
By turn have whelmed me in their floods 
of fire, 
Fierce passions, swift unrests. 
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And now, farewell! The sentry's 

warning hand. 
Taps at my prison bars. 
We part, but not forever! There's a 

land. 
Comrade, beyond the stars I" 

"Yea!" said the youth, and o'er his 
kindling face 
A saint-like glory came. 
As if some prescient Angel, breathing 
grace. 
Had touched it into flame. 

PART II. 

[Place — The game Prison. Pkrsons — Con- 
federate Prisoner j tor/ether with McNeil and the 
Jailer.] 

The hours sink slow to sunset! Sud- 
denly 

Kose a deep, gathering hum; 
And o'er the measured stride of soldiery 

Rolled out the muffled dnun ! 

The prisoner started ! crushed a stifling 
sigh, 

Then rose erect and proud ! 

Scorn's lightning quivering in his stormy 

'Neath the brow's thunder-cloud I 

And girding round his limbs and stal- 
wart breast 
Each iron chain and ring. 
He stood sublime, imperial, self-pos- 
sessed — 
And haughty as a king! 

The "dead march" wails without the 
prison gate 

Up the calm evening sky ; 
And ruffian jestings, bom of ruffian hate, 

Make loud, unmeet reply! 

The hired bravoes, whose pitiless f eatiu'es 
])ale 
In front of anned men, 
But whose inatniautmous courage will 
not quail 
Where none can strike again! 
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The "dead march" wails without the 
prison wall, 
Up the calm evening sky: 
And timed to the dread dirge^s rise and 
fall, 
Move the fierce murderers by ! 

They passed ; and wondering at his doom 
deferred, 
The captive's lofty fire 
iSank in his heart, by torturing memories 
stirred 
Of husband, and of sire! 

But bark! the clash of bolt and opening 
door! 
The tramp of lK)Stile heel I 
When lo! upon the darkening prison 
floor. 
Glared the false hound — McNeil. 

And next him. like a bandog scenting 
blooii. 
Roused from his drimken ease, 
The grimy, low-browed jailer glowering 
stood, 
Clanking his iron keys. 

** Quick! jailer! strike yon rebel's fetters 
oflf. 
And let the old fool see 
What ransom [with a low and bitter 
scoff]. 
What ransom sets him free." 

As the night traveller in a land of foes 

The warning instinct feels. 
That through the treacherous dimness 
and repose 

A shrouded horror steals. 

So, at these veiled words, the captive's 
soul 

Shook with a solemn dread, 
And ghostly voices, prophesying dole, 

Moaned faintly overhead. 

His limbs are freed I his swarthy, scowl- 
ing guide 
Jjcads through the silent town, 



Wliere from dim casements, black with 
wrathful pride. 
Stem eyes gleam darkly down. 

They halted where the woodland 
showered around 
Dank leaflets on the sod, 
And all the air seemed vocal with the 
sound 
Of wild appeals to God. 

Heaped, as if common carrion, in the 
gloom, 
Nine mangled corpses lay — 
All speechless now — but with what 
tongues of doom 
Reserved for judgment day. 

And near them, but apart, one youthful 
form 
Pressed a fair upland slope. 
O'er whose white brow a sunbeam flicker- 
ing warm. 
Played like a heavenly hope. 

There, with the same grand look which 
y ester-night 

That face at parting wore, 
The self-made martyr in the sunset light 

Slept on his couch of gore. 

The sunset waned; the wakening forest 
waved. 
Struck by the north wind's moan, 
Wliilehe, whose life this matchless death 
has saved 
Knelt by the corse — alone. 



BATTLE OF CHARLESTON HARBOR^ 
April 7, 1863. 

Two hours, or more, beyond the prime 
of a blithe April day, 

The Northmen's mailed " Invincibles " 
steamed up fair Charleston Bay; 

They came in sullen file, and slow, low- 
breasted on the wave. 

Black as a midnight front of storm, and 
silent as the grave. 
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A thousand warrior-hearts beat high as 

tliese dread monsters drew 
More closely to the game of death across 

the breezeless blue, 
And twice ten thousand hearts of those 

who watch the scene afar, 
Thrill in the awful hush that bides the 

battle's broadening star. 

Each gimner, moveless by his gun, with 

rigid aspect stands. 
The reedy linstocks tinuly grasped in 

bold, uiitrembling hands. 
So moveless in their marble calm, their 

stern, heroic guise. 
They look like forms of statued stone 

with burning human eyes ! 

Our banners on the outmost walls, with 
stately nistling fold. 

Flash back from arch and parapet the 
sunlight's ruddy gold — 

They mount to the deep roll of dnuns, 
and widely echoing cheers. 

And then, once more, dark, breathless, 
hushed, wait the grim cannon- 
eers. 

Onward, in sullen file, and slow, low- 
glooming on the wave. 

Near, nearer still, the haughty fleet glides 
silent as the grave. 

When shivering the portentous calm o'er 
startled flood and shore, 

Broke from the sacred Island Fort the 
thunder wrath of yore ! ♦ 

The stonn has burst ! and while we speak, 

more furious, wilder, higher. 
Dart from the circling batteries a hundred 

tongues of fire ; 
The waves gleam re<l, the lurid vault of 

heaven se»*nis rent above — 
Fight on, oh, knightly gentlemen! for 

faith, and Inmie, and love! 

• Fort Moultrie. 



There's not, in all that line of flame, one 

soul that would not rise. 
To seize the victor's wreath of blood, 

though death must give the 

prize; 
There's not, in all this anxious crowd 

that throngs the ancient town, 
A maid who does not yearn for power to 

strike one f oeman down ! 

The conflict deepens! ship by ship the 
proud Annaila sweeps. 

Where fierce from Sumter's raging breast 
the volleyed lightning leaps, 

And ship by ship, raked, overborne, 'ere 
burned the simset light. 

Crawls in the gloom of baffled hate be- 
yond the field of fight! 



CHARLESTON AT THE CLOSE OF 1863. 

What ! still does the mother of treason 
• uprear 
Uer crest 'gainst the furies that darken 
her sea, 
Unquelled by mistrust, and unblanched 
by a fear. 
Unbowed her proud head, and un- 
bending her knee. 
Calm, steadfast and free! 

Ay! launch yoiu* red lightnings! blas- 
pheme in your wrath ! 
Shock earth, wave, and heaven with 
the blasts of your ire ; 
But she seizes your death-bolts yet hot 
from their path. 
And hurls back your lightnings and 
mocks at the fire 
Of your fruitless desire! 

Ringed round by her brave, a fierce cir- 
clet of flame 
Flashes up from the swonl-points that 
cover her breast ; 

She is guarded by love, and enhaloed by 
fame, 
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And never, we swear, shall your foot- 
steps be pressed. 
Where her deacl heroes rest. 

Her voice shook the tyrant, sublime from 
her tongue 
Fell the accents of warning! a prophet- 
ess grand — 
On her soil the first life notes of liberty 
mng, 
And the first stalwart blow of her 
gauntleted liund 
Broke the sleep of her land. 

What more ? she hath grasped in lier 
iron-bound will 
The fate that would trample her honors 
to earth: 
Tlie light in those deep o\'ts is luminous 
still 
With the wanutli of her valor, the 
glow of her worth, 
Which illumine the earth. 

And beside Iier a knight the great Bayard 
had loved* 
** Without fear or reproach,*' lifts her 
banner on high; 
He stands in the vanguard majestic, un- 
moved, 
And a thousand firm soiUs when that 
chieftain is nigh, 
Vow ***tiseasy todie!" 

Their words have gone forth on the fet- 
terless air. 
The world's breath is hushed at the 
conflict! Before 
Gleams the bright form of Freedom, \^ith 
wreaths in her hair — 
And what though the chaplet be crim- 
8one<1 with gore — 
We shall prize her the more! 

And while Freedom lures on with her 
passionate eyes 
To the height of her promise, the 
voices of yore 



From the storied profound of past ages 
arise. 
And the pomps of their magical music 
outpour 
O'er the war-beaten shore! 

Then gird your brave empress, O heroes I 
with flame 
Flashed up from the sword-points tluit 
cover her breast ! 
She is guarded by Love and enhaloed by 
Fame, 
And never, stern foe! shall your foot- 
steps be pressed 
Where her dead martyrs rest! 



SCEXE IX A COUSTRY HOSPITAL. 

Here, lonely, wounded and apart. 
From out my casement's glimmering 
round, 

I watch the waywanl bluebirds dart 
Across yon flowery ground ; 

How sweet the prospect ! and how fair 

The balmy peace of earth and air. 

But, lowering over fields afar, 

A red cloud breaks with sulphurous 
breath. 
And well I know what gory star. 

Is regnant in his house of death ; 
Yet faint the conflict's gathering roll, 
To the fierce tempest in my soul. 

I, who the foremost ranks hail led, 
To strike for cherished home and land, 

Groan idly on this torturing IkhI, 
With broken frame and palsied hand, 

So nerveless, 'tis a task to scare. 

The insects fluttering round my hair. 

O God I for one brief hour again. 
Of that grim joy my spirit knew, 

When foenien's life-bloo<l poured like 
rain. 
And sabres flashed and trumpets blew: 

One hour to smite, or smitten die 

On the wild breast of victory ! 
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It may not be; my pulses beat 

Too feebly, and my heart is chill. 
Death, like a thief with stealthy feet 

Draws nigh to work his ruthless will; 
Hope, Honor, Glory, pass me by. 
But he stands near with mocking eye! 

Ay, smooth the couch! — pour out the 
draught. 
That, hiipiy, for a season's space, 
Hath power to chai-m his fatal shaft. 

And wani the doathnlamps off my face, 
A blest reprieve ! — a wondrous boon. 
Thank Heaven I this — all — ends with 
me soon. 



} ICKSB I no . — A BALLAD. 

For sixty days and upwards, 

A storm of shell and shot 
Rained round us in a flaming shower, 

But still we faltered not. 
" H the noble city jwrish,'' 

Our grand young leader said, 
" Let the only walls the foe shall scale 

*• Be ramparts of the dead!'* 

For sixty days and upwanls. 

The eye of heaven waxe<l dim; 
And e'en throughout GoiVs holy morn, 

O'er Christian prayer and hymn. 
Arose a hissing tunmlt. 

As if the fiends in air 
JStrove to engidf the voice of faith 

In the shrieks of their despair. 

There was wailing in the houses. 

There was trembling on the marts. 
While the temi>j'st raged and thundered, 

'Mid the silent thrill of hearts; 
But the Lonl, our shield, was with us. 

And ere a month hatl sped. 
Our verj- women walked the streets 

With scarce one throb of dread. 

And the little children gambolled. 

Their faces purely raised. 
Just for a won<lering moment. 

As the huge bombs whirled and blazed, 



Then turned with silvery laughter 
To the sports which children love. 

Thrice-mailed in the sweet, instinctive 
thought 
That the good God watched above. 

Yet the hailing bolts fell faster. 

From scores of flame-clad shii>8. 
And about us, denser, darker, 

(»rew the conflict's wild eclii)se. 
Till a solid cloud closed o'er us. 

Like a type of doom and ire, 
Whence shot a thousand quivering 
tongues 

Of forke<l an<l vengeful fire. 

But the unseen hands of angels 

Those death-shafts wanuul aside, 
And the <love of heavenly mercy 

Hule<l o'er the battle tide: 
In the houses ceastnl the wailing. 

And through the war-scarred marts 
The i)eople stro<le, with step of hoi>e. 

To the music in their hearts. 



THE LITTLE WHITE GLOVE. 

TuE early springtime faintly flushed the 

earth. 
And in the woods, and by their favorite 

stream 

The fair, wild roses blossomed modestly, 
I Above the wave that wooed them: there 
I at eve, 

Philip had brought the woman that he 

loved. 
And told his love, and bared his burning 

heart. 
8he, Constance, — the shy sunbeams 

trembling oft. 
Tlirough dewy leaves upon her golden 

hair, — 
Made him no answer, tapiMHl her pretty 

foot. 
And seemwl to muse: "To-morrow I 

depart," 
Said Philip, sadly, *' for wild fields of 

war; 
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Slinll I go g[rt with love'a Invisible 

mail. 
Stronger than mortal armor, or, all 

Mripped 
Of love and hope, inarch reckless unto 

death? • 


A soft mist tilled her eyes, ami over- 

flowed 
In sudden rain of passion, as site 

stretched 
Her delicate hand to his, and plighied 

troth, 




Willi lips more rosy than the sun-liatlied 
And Philip pressed the dear liand fer- 

Wlierefroiii in happy mood, he gently 

dn;w 
A small white glove, and ere she piesseil 

his will. 
Clipped lightly from her head one golden 



And Constaiire beard him, smilln); 

' '- .'through her t^ars. ' - ■ 
Another springtime faintly flushetl the 

And in the woods, and by their favorite 



•■ Now I am safe," cried Philip; " this 

pure rharm 
Is proof against all hazard or mischance. 
Here, yea. unio this Ejelf.sanie spot I vow 
To hriiig it stainless ImcIc; and you shall 



wild, wander- 
) ringlets, and weak 



Came a pale womi 

ing eyes. 
And tangleii, golden 

Tottering towards the streamlet's rip- 

pllng m^rsr. 
She seemed phantasmal, shadowy, like 

tile (orms 
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By rooonKglit conjured up from & place 

of graves; 
There, crouching o'er the stream, she 

laved and laved 
Some object In it, withaslralned r^ard. 
And iHUltered fragments o( distempered 

Whereof were these: "He Towed to 

bring il back, 
The lovc-cliarm that I gave hta — my 

while glove — 
Stainless and whole. He has not kept 

his oath ! 
Oh, Philip, Pllilip t have you cast me off. 
Off, like this wortliless thing you send 

Tattered and niildewe«l? Look yoiil 

what a rout. 
Bight through the palm! It cannot be 

my glove; 
And look again; what horrid stain Is 

Uy glove ; you placed it next your heart. 

To keep It safe, and on this self-same 

Return it to me on our marrUge eve; 
And now — and now — 1 l-tioie 'tis not 

my glove, — 
Yet Philip, sweet! it was a cruel jest. 
You surely did not mean to fright me 

For hark you I as I laved tbe loathsome 

To see what stain defiled It — (do not 

smile, 
I feel that I am foolish, foolish, Phll- 



STOXF.WALL JACKSOlf. 
Thr fashions anil tlie forms of men 

The seasons perish, ilie ralm Hunsets die, 
Ne'er with the /•nine bright pomp of 



To flush tbe golden pathways of the aky; 
All things are lost In dread et«mlty, — 
Stales, empires, creeds, tbe lay 
Of master poets, even tbe shapes of 



But that we touch the darkness, till dls- 

We feel the imperious sliadow freeze our 

And mortal ho]te grows pale and flutter- 
ing life departs. 
All things arc lost in dread elemily. 
Save lliat majestic virtue which Is given 
Once, twice, •perchance beneath our 

earthly heaven, 
To some great soul In ages: OI tbe lie, 
Tlie base. Incarnate lie we call the world, 
Shakes at his coming, as the forest 

shakes. 
When moimtain »iorm»>, wltl) bannered 

clouds unfurleil. 
Rush down and reiul it; sleek conven- 
tion drops 
Its glittering mass, and hoary, cob- 
webbed rules 
Of petty charlalans or insolent fools 
Shrink to aiinihilHtion, — Truth awakes, 
A morning splendor in her fearlesa 

Touching the delicale slops 
Of some rare lute which breathes of 
prondse fair. 
Or pouring on ine I'oveuaiucil air 
A truin|>et blast which startles, but 
makes strong. 
While ancient Wrong, 
Driven like a beast from his deep-cav- 
emed lair, 
Grows gaunt, ami Inly quakes. 
Knowing that retribution draws so near) 

AMiether with blade or pen 
Toll these immortal men. 
Theirs Is the light supreme, which genloi 
wed 

Tn a clear ani ritual dowei- 
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Hath ever o'er the aroused nations shed 
Joy, faith, and power: 

Whether from wrestling with the god- 
like thought, 

'Hiey launch a noiseless blessing on 
mankind, 

Or through wild streams of terrible car- 
nage brought, 
No longer cnished and blind, 
Trampled, dishevelled, gored. 

They proudly lift, where kindling soul 
and eye 

May feast upon her beauty as she stands 

(Girt by the strength of her invincible 
bands). 

And free<l through keen redemption of 
the sword. 

Thy worn, but radiant form, victorious 
Liberty I 

We bow before this grandeur of the 
spirit; 
We worship, and adore 

God's image burning through it ever- 
more ; 

And thus, in awed humility to-night,* 

As those who at some vast cathedral 
door 

Pause with hushed faces, purified de- 
sires. 
We contemplate his merit. 

Who lifted failure to the heights of fame. 

And by the side of fainting, dying right, 

Stood, as Sir Galahad pure. Sir Lance- 
lot brave. 
The quick, indignant fire^ 

Flushing his pale brow from the passion- 
ate mind 

No strength could quell, no sophistry 
could bind, 

Until that moment, big with mystic doom 
(Whose issue sent 

O'er the long wastes of half a conti- 
nent 

Electric shudders through the deepening 
gloom). 



• Thin (Kle wa« ori^^iiially written to be dellv- 
ertMl before a Southern patriotic association. 



When in his knightly glory " Stonewall '' 
fell. 

And all our hearts sank with him ; for we 
knew 

Our staff, our bulwark broken, the fine 
clew 

To freedom snapped, his hands had 
held alone. 

Through all the storms of battle over- 
blown, — 

Lost, buried, mouldering in our hero's 
grave. 

O soul! so simple, yet sublime I 
With faith as large, and mild 
As that of some benignant, trustful 

child. 
Who mounts to heaven on bright, ethe- 
real stairs 
Of tender-worded prayere, — 
Yet strong as if a Titan's force w^ere 

there 
To rise, to act, to suffer, and to dare, — 

() soul! that on our time 
Wrouglit, in the calm magnificence of 

l)ower 
To ends ho noble, that an antique light 
Of grace and virtue streamed along thy 
way. 
Until the direst hour 
Of carnage caught from that immacidate 
ray 
A consecration, and a sanctity! 
Thou art not dead, thou nevenuore canst 
die. 
But wide and far, 
Where'er on Christian realms the morn- 
ing star 
Flames round the spires that tower 
towards the sky, — 
Thy name, a household word. 
In cottage homes, by palace walls, is 

heard. 
Breathed with low murmurs, reveren- 
tially! 

Even as I raise this faltering song to 
one, 

AMio now beyond the empires of the sun, 
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Ix)oks down porchance upon our mourn- 
ful sphere. 
With the deep pity of seraphic eyes. 
Fancy unveils the future, and I see 
Millions on millions, as year follows year, 
Gather around our warrior's place of rest 
In the green shadows of Virghiian hills; 
Not with the glow of martial blazonry, 
With trump and mutfled dnim, 
Those pilgrini millions come. 
But with howed heads, and measured 

footsteps slow, 
As those who near the presence of a 

shrine. 
And feel an air <iivine, 
All round about them blandly, sweetly 

blow. 
While like dreain-nnisic the faint fall of 

rills. 
Lapsing from steep to steep. 
The wood-dove 'plaining in her covert 

deep. 
And the long whisperings of the ghostly 

pine 
(Like ocean-breathings borne from tides 

of sleep). 
With every varied melody expressed 
In Nature's scon* of solemn harmonies, 
Blemls with a feeling in the reverent 

breast 
Which cannot find a voice in mortal 

s]>eech. 
So deep, so deep it lies beyond the reach 
Of stammering wonls, — the pilgrims 

only know 
That slumbering, O! so calmly there, 

below 
The dewy grass, the melancholy trees, 

Mouhlers the dust of him. 
By whose cr>stalline fame, earth's scar- 
let pomps grow dim. 
The crowned heir 
Of two majestic immortalities. 
That which is earthly, and yet scarce of 

earth. 
Whose fniitful seeds 
Were his own grand, self-sacrificing 

deeds. 
And that whose awful birth 



Flowered into instant perfectness sub- 
lime. 
When done with toil and time. 

He shook from off the raiments of his 
soul. 

The weary conflict's desecrating dust. 

For stem reveillis, heard the angels 
sing. 

For battle turmoils foimd eternal calm. 

Laid down his sinless sword to clasp the 
palm. 

And where vast heavenly organ-notes 
outroll 

Melodious thunders, 'mid the rush of 

wing. 
And flash of plume celestial, |)aused in 

peace, 

A rapture of ineffable release 

To know the long fruition of the just! 



SOWKTS. 

I. 

ox THE CHIVALRY OF THE PRESENT 

TIME. 

Ah! foolish souls and false! who loudly 

cried 
"True chivalry no longer breathes in 

time." 
Look rouml us now; how wondrous, how 

sublime 
The heroic lives we witness; far and 

wide, 
Stem vows by sterner deeds are justified; 
Self abnegation, calmness, courage, 

power, 
Sway with a rule august, our stormy 

hour. 
Wherein the loftiest hearts have wrought 

and died — 
Wrought grandly, and died smiling. 

Thus, oh God, 
From tears, an<l blood, and anguish, thou 

hast brought 
The ennobling act, the faith-sustaining 

thought — 
'Tiiyn the mar\'ellou8 present, one may 

se<» 
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A mighty stage, by knight and patriots 

trod, 
Who had not shunned earth's haughtiest 

chivalry. 

u. 

ELLIOTT IN FORT SUMTER. 

And high amongst these chiefs of iron 

grain, 
Large-statunnl natures, souls of Spartan 

mien, 
Superbly brave, inflexibly serene, 
Man of the stalwart hope, the sleepless 

brain. 
Well <lost thou guanl our fortress by the 

main ! 
And what, though inch by inch old 

Sumter falls, 
There's not a stone that fonns those 

sacred walls. 
But holds a tongue, which shall not 

speak in vain ! 
A tongue that tolls of such heroic mood. 
Such nerve<l endurance, such immaculate 

will, 
That after times shall hearken and grow 

still. 
With breathless admiration, and on thee 
(Whose stem rt»solve our glorious cause 

made good). 
Confer an antique innnortality! 



OUn MAItTYRS. 

I AM sitting alone and weary, 

By the hearth of my darkened room, 
Ami the low wind's mhererc^ 

Makes sadder the midnight gloom. 
"There's a nameless terror nigh me — 

TluTe's a phantom spell on the air. 
And methinks, that the dead glide by me. 

And the breath of the grave's In my 
hair!" 

'Tis a vision of ghastly faces, 
All pallid and worn with pain. 

Where the splendor of manful graces 
Shines dim thro' a scarlet rain: — 



In a wild and weh^ procession 
They sweep by my startled eyes, 

And stem with their Fate's fmition, 
Seem melting in blood-red skies. 

Have they come from the shores super- 
nal; 
Ilave they passed from the spirit's 
goal, 
'Neath the veil of the life eternal 

To dawn on my shrinking soul ? 
Have they turned from the choiring 
angels. 
Aghast at the woe and dearth, 
That war with his daric evangels 
Hath wrought in the loved of earth? 

Vain dream! amid far-ofif mountains 

They lie where the dew mists weep, 
And the murmur of mournful fountains 

Breathes over their painless sleep; 
On the breast of the lonely meadows 

Safe, safe, from the desjKJt's will, 
They rest in the starlit shadows. 

And their brows are white and still, 

Alas! for our heroes perished ! 

Cut down at their golden prime, 
With the luminous hopes they cherished. 

On the height of their faith sublime! 
For them is the voice of wailing 

And the sweet blush-rose departs. 
From the cheeks of the maidens paling 

O'er the wreck of their broken hearts. 

And alas! for the vanished glory 

Of a thousand hous<>hold spells! 
And alas ! for the tearful story 

Of the spirit's fond farewells! 
By the flood, on the field, in the forest. 

Our bravest have yielded breath. 
Yet the shafts that have smitten the 
sorest. 

Were launched by a viewless death. 

Oh, Thou! that hast charms of healing. 
Descend on a widowed land. 

And bind o'er the wounds of feeling, 
The balms of thy mystic hand ; 
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Till the lives that lament and languish, 

Renewed by a touch divine, 
From the deptlis of their mortal anguish. 

May rise to the calm of Thine. 



FORGOTTEX, 

Forgotten! Can it be a few swift 
rounds 
Of Time's great chariot wheels have 
crushed to naught 

The memory of those fearful sights and 
sounds, 
With speechless misery fraught — 

Wherethro' we hojie to gain the Hespe- 
rian height, 

Where Freedom smiles in light ? 

Forgotten ! scarce have two dim autumns 

veile<l 
With merciful mist those dreary burial 

sods, 
Whose coldness (when the high-strung 

pulses failed. 
Of men who strove like gods) 
WrapiKHl in a sanguine fold of senseless 

<lust 
Dead hearts and perished tnist ! 

Forgotten I While in far-off woodland 
dell, 
By lonely mountain tarn and murmur- 
ing stream. 
Bereaved hcArts with sorrowful passion 
swell — 
Their lives one ghastly dream 
Of hope outwearied and betraye<l desire, 
Ami anguish crowned with fire! 

Forgotten! wliile our manhooil cursed 

with chains. 
And pillorietl high for all the world to 

view. 
Writhes in its fierce, intolerable pains. 



Decked with dull wreaths of nie. 
And shedding blood for tears, hands 

waled with scars. 
Lifts to the dumb, cold stars ! 

Forgotten ! Can the dancer's jocund feet 
llash o'er a chamel- vault, and maid- 
ens fair 
Bend the white lustre of their eyelids 
sweet, 
Love-weighe<l, so nigh despair. 
Its ice-col(l breath must freeze their 

blushing brows, 
And hush love's tremulous vows ? 

Forgotten! Nay: but all the songs we 
sing 
Hold imder-burdens, wailing chonls of 
woe ; 
Our lightest laughters soimd witli hollow 
ring. 
Our briglit wit's freest flow, 
Quavers to sndden silence of affright, 
Tonchetl by an untold blight! 

Forgotten! No! we cannot all forget. 
Or, when we <lo, farewell to Honor's 
face. 
To Hope's sweet tendance, Valor's un- 
paid debt. 
And every noblest Grace, 
Wliich, nursed in ix)ve. might still be- 
nignly bloom 
Above a nation's tomb! 

Forgotten ! Tho' a thousand years should 
pass, 
Methinks onr air will throb with mem- 
ory's thrills, 

A conscious grief weigh down the falter- 
ing grass, 
A pathos shroud the hills. 

Waves roll lamenting, autumn smisets 
yearn 

For the old time's retiu-n! 
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DAPHLES. 
AN AROIVE STORY. 

Once on the throne of Argos sat a 

maid, 
Daphles the fair; serene and unafraid 
She rule<l her realm, for the rough folk 

were brought 
To worship one tliey deemed divinely 

wrought 
In beauty and mild graciousness of 

heart : 
Nobles and courtiers, too, espoused her 

part. 
So that the sweet young face all thronged 

to see, 
r;iance<l from her throne-room's silken 

canopy 
(Broidered with leaves, and many a 

snow-whiU» dove), 
Kosily conscious of her people's love. 
Only the chief of a far frontier clan, 
A haughty, bold, ambitious nobleman, 
By law her vassal, but self-sworn to be 
From subject-lithe and tribute boldly 

free. 
And scorning most this weak girl-sover- 
eign's reign. 
Now from the mountain fastness to the 

plain 
Summoned his savage legions to tlie 

fight, — 
Wherein he hoped to wrench the imjKirial 

might 
From Daphles, and confirm his claim 

thereto. 
Bat Doracles, the insurgent chief, could 

know 



Naught of the secret charm, the subtle 

stress 
Of beauty wed to warm unselfishness. 
Which, In her horn* of trial, wrapped the 

Queen 
Safely apart in golden air serene 
Of deep devotion, and fond faith of 

those 
The steadfast hearts betwixt her and her 

fo<»s. 
The oldest courtier, s<»hooled in state- 
craft guile, 
Some loyal fire at her entrancing smile 
Felt strangely kindled in his outworn 

soul; 
Far more the warrior youths her soft 

control 
Moulded to noble <leeds, till all the land, 
Aroused at Love's and Honor*s joint 

conunand. 
Bristled with steel and rang with sounds 

of war. 

Still rashly trusting in his fortunate star, 
This arrogant thrall who fain would 

grasp a crown. 
Backed by half-barbarous hordes, 

marched swiftly down 
'Twixt the hill ram})arts and the West- 
em Sea. 
First, blazing homesteads greet him, 

whence did flee 
The frightened hinds through fires them* 

si'lves had lit 
'Mid the ripe grain, lest foes should reap 

of it; 
Or here and there, some groups of aged 

folk. 
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Women and men bent down beneath the 

yoke 
Of cruel years and babbling idiot speech. 
" Methiuks/' cried Doracles, *• our arms 

will reach 
The realm's unshielded heart; for lo! the 

breath, 
The mere hot fume of rapine and of 

death 
Which flames before our legions like a 

bliglit 
Withers this people*s valor and their 

might." 

The fifes played shriller; the wild 
trumpet's blast 

Smote the great host and thrilled them 
as it passed ; 

While clashing shields, and spears which 
caught the morn, 

And splendid banners in strong hands 
upborne. 

And plumed helms, and steeds of match- 
less race. 

And in the van that clear, keen eagle 
face 

Of Doracles, firm set on shoulders tall. 

Squared like a rock, and towering o'er 
them all, 

With all the pomp and swell of martial 
strife, 

Woke the burnt plains and bleak de- 
files to life. 

So phalanx after phalanx glittering filed 

Firm to the front: their haughty leader 
smiled 

To see with what a bold and buoyant air 

The lowliest footman marched before 
him there. 

Till his proud h(>ad he lifted to the sun, 

And his heart leaped as at a victory won 

Tliat self-same hoiur, o'er which bright- 
hovering shone 

The steadfast image of an ivory throne. 

But the Queen's host by skilful cham- 
pions led. 

Its powers meanwhile concentred to a 
head, 



Lay, an embattled force with wary 

eye. 
Ready to ward or strike whenever the 

cry 
Of coming foemen on their ears should 

fall. 
Nigh the huge towers which guard the 

capital. 

Not long their watch : one bluff October 

tlay, 
There rose a blare of tmmpets far away. 
And sound of thronging hoofs which 

mutlled came. 
Borne on the wind, like the dull noise of 

flame 
Half stifled in dense woodlands; then 

the wings 
Of the Queen's host, as each swift section 

flings 
The imperial banner proudly fluttering 

out. 
Spread from the royal centre. Hark! a 

shout. 
As from those thousand hearts in one 

great soul 
Sublimely fused, rose thunder-deep, to 

roll, 
In wild acclaim, far down the quivering 

van; 
And wilder still the heroic tumult ran 
From front to rear, when through her 

palace gate, 
Daphles, in unaccustomed martial state, 
A keen spear shimmering in its silver 

hold. 
And on her brow the Argive croi^-n of 

gold, 
Flashed like a sunbeam on her warriors' 

sight. 
Girt by her generals, on a neighboring 

height 
She reined her Lybian comber, while the 

air 
Played with the bright waves of her 

meteor hair. 
And on her lovely April face the tide 
Of varied feeling — now a jubilant 

pride 
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In those strong arms and stronger hearts 
. below, 

And now a prescient fear did ebb and 
flow, 

Its sensitive heaven transforming mo- 
mently. 

But soon the foeman^s cohorts, like a 
sea, 

With waves of steel, and foam of snow- 
white plumes. 

Slowly emerged from out the forest 
glooms. 

In splemlid p omp and antique pageantQ* . 

An (miinous i>auseT And then the 
trum]>ets high 

Sounded the terrible onset, and the field 

Rocked as with earthquake, and the 
thick air reeled 

With clangors fierce from echoing hill to 
hill. 

Bloody but brief the contest! All the 

skill 
Of Doracles against the steadfast will 
Planted by love in faithful hearts that 

day 
Frothed like an idle tide that slips away 
From granite walls! His knights their 

furious blows 
Discharged on what seemed statues 

whose rei)ose 
Was iron, or their fated coursers hurled 
On spears unl)ent as bases of a world! 
Meanwhile the whole dread scene did 

Daphles view 
With anguished, tearless eyes. But 

when she knew 
The victory hers, down the hill-slopes 

she urged 
Her restless steed, where still but faintly 

surged 
The last worn waves of tumult; there 

her bands 
Of conquering captains she with fervent 

hands 
And oVrfraught swelling breast did 

proudly greet; 
Yet her pale face was touched with pity 

sweet 



While the chained rebels passed her 

worn and sore 
With ghastly wounds, and shivering in 

their gore. 
But when, untamed, imcowed, in 'midst 

of these. 
The grand, defiant form of Doracles 
Rose like a god discrowned, her wan 

cheeks flushed. 
And through her heart a quick, hot tor- 
rent nislied 
Of un<lefintHl, mysterious sympathy. 
Viewing that haughty brow, that imbent 

knee, 
••O kingly head!'* she thought, "too 

well 1 know 
How bitter-keen to him the signal blow 
Tills day hath dealt ! O kingly resolute 

eyes. 
Shrining the sov'ran soul ! 'twere surely 

wise 
To change their glance of cold vindictive 

gloom 
To grateful light, and make what seemed 

a doom 
Heavy as death, the clouded path to 

fame. 
Lordship, and honor!'* Ah, but pity 

came 
To crown admiring kindness with a 

flame 
Of subtler life; for he, the yanquished 

one. 
On whom that day his fate's malignant 

sun 
Had set in stonus, that night would 

slumbtT, kissed 
By a fair phantom girt with golden 

mist, 
A new-bom delicate love, but dimly 

guessed 
Even in the pure depths of the maiden 

breast, 
Whence the sweet sylph liad 'scape<l her 

imaware. 
But when the evening silence drew 

anear. 
And round about the borders of the 

world 
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The second night since that great con- 


Or comprehend her mercy's cordial 


test furled 


scope: 


Its brooding shades, the young Queen, 


His soul had shrank too low for dreams 


all alone, 


of hope. 


Paused by the dungeon floor whereon 


Such swift misfortimes smote him: still, 


were thrown, 


when all 


At listless length, the limbs of Doracles. 


The Queen's fair meaning on his mind 


** How, how/* she murmured, "may I 


did fall. 


best appease 


The locked and frozen sternness of his 


Ris stricken pride, or touch to tender 


look 


calm 


Broke up, as breaks the death-cold win- 


His fevered honor? with what healing 


try brook 


balm 


Its icy spell at noonday ; yet his face 


Allay the smart wherewith his spirit 


Was lighted not by thankful, reverent 


groans?" 


grace. 


Perplexed, and yearning, on the dismal 


But flashed an evil triumph where he 


stones 


stood 


Without the prison door she walked 


Spurning his unloosed chains. In such 


apart. 


base mood. 


Love, doubt, and shame, all struggling 


One eager foot i)ressed on the dungeon 


in her heart. 


stair, 


Till the large flood of mingled love and 


**What terms," he asked, "O Queen, 


woe 


demand* St thou here ? 


Rose to her snowy eyelids and did flow 


I pledge thee faith!" Silent were 


In soft refreshing tears like spring-tide 


Daphles* lips. 


showers ; 


And all her gentle hopes by swift eclipse 


Then, bright and blushing as the moss- 


Were darkened. With a deathly smile 


rose bowers 


she signed 


Of dewy May, she puslied the huge grate 


The chief farewell, as one who scorned 


back. 


to bind 


And through the dusky glooms, the 


ner mercy with set terms. He turned 


shadows black 


to go. 


Dawned glowingly ! Next for a moment 


Self-centred, callous, dreaming not how- 


she 


low 


Stood in a timid, strange uncertainty. 


Her heart had simk at each cold, shallow 


Changing from rosy red to deathly white ; 


word 


When, as a Queen sustained by true 


With which his barren nature, faintly 


love's right, 


stirred 


She spake in miUl, pure, steadfastness 


By ruth, or love, or pardon, dared repay 


of soul : 


Her matchless mercy. On his unchecked 


** I come, O Doracles, with no mean 


way 


dole 


He tumetl to go, when, with one shud- 


Of transient pity, but to show thee how 


dering sob. 


Thy mistress would exalt the abased 


And deeiMlrawn, plaintive breath. 


brow 


wliich seemed to rob 


Of one who knows her not!" There- 


Life of its last dear hope, the Queen 


with she freed 


sank down. 


His fettered limbs,or yet his brain could 


Wrapped in a death-like trance. With 


heed 


sullen frown. 
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And many a muttered oath, he raised 

her form, 
Frail now as some pale lily by the storm 
Wind-blown and beaten; for at woman*s 

love 
lie could but vaguely guess, and no poor 

dove 
Pierced by the woodman's shaft was less 

to him 
Than this fair spirit struggling in the 

dim 
And torturwl twilight of unshared de- 
sire ; 
Nor could he part the pure romantic fire 
Of such high passion from the lukewarm 

flame 
That feebly burns in sordid hearts and 

tame. 
Not of love's heat, but vacant flattery's 

boni, 
To feed his pride, yet stir the latent 

scorn 
Of that rough manhood such hard na- 
tures know. 
Wake<l from her trance, with wandering 

eyes and slow 
Tlie Queen looked round, but dimly con- 
scious yet. 
Until at last her faltering glance was set 
On Doracles, to whom — that he might 

see 
Plow a soft ruth to love's intensity 
Had strangely grown — she laid her deep 

heart bare : 
Then, with a sweet but nobly queen-like 

air. 
She said, ** O Doracles, in just return 
For all this love and pity, which did 

yearn 
To lift thee fallen, and to find thee, lost, 
And slowly sickening underneath the 

frost 
Of bleak despair, I well might ask of 

thee 
Thy heart, with all its rarest freight in 

fee. 
Save that I feel my virgin fame and life 
Must count as piu*e, when thou hast 

made me wife, 



I 



lliough but a wife in state and name 

alone. 
Behold, O chief I I proffer, too, my 

throne, 
Not as thy freedom's sole condition 

given. 
But that men's eyes and scornful 

thoughts be driven 
Away from what in me may seem as 

ill. 
If — if — perchance, thou shoiUdst reject 

me still.'* 
At which hard word she droops her head, 

and sighs, 
Wliile patient tears bedew her downcast 

eyes. 

Now, with sly semblance of a soul at 

ease. 
Her liberal proffer crafty Doracles 
Freely embraced. They passed the 

prison-boimd. 
And that siime day with silver-ringing 

sound 
Of trimip and cymbal, the state heralds 

cried 
Abroad through all the city, far and 

wide. 
The Queen's vast pardon; whereupon 

her court, — 
Nobles and dames, — each quaintly gor- 
geous sport. 
Known in the old time, bold or debon* 

air, 
With feasts, and mimic strifes, and pa- 
geants rare. 
Did hold in honor of their sovereign's 

choice ; 
A choice none there woiUd question! 

Not a voice, 
Gentle or simple, but was raised to bless, 
And pray the kindly gods for happiness 
And peace on both! Meanwhile the 

thrall made king, 
Albeit a secret anger still would wring 
His thankless soul, in princely fashion 

took 
The general homage, nor by woxd'or 

look 
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Betrayed the festering consciousness 

within : 
So gracious seemed he, Daphles' lioiws 

begin 
To wake, and whisper fond, sweet, fool- 
ish words 
Close to her heart, that flutters like a 

bird's 
Wooed in the spring-dawn: yet, alas! 

alas! 
For joy that dies, and dreamy hopes that 

pass 
To nothingness! In 'midst of this, her 

trust, 
Came a swift blow which smote her to 

the dust; 
News that her ingrate love had basely 

fled, 
Whither none knew. Scarce had this 

shaft been sped 
From fate's imerriug bow, than swift 

again 
Hurtled a second steeped in poisoned 

pain; 
For now the whole dark truth came 

sternly out : 
Leagued with her bitterest foes, a savage 

rout 
Of mountain-robbers o'er the frontier 

land, 
He imto whom she proffered heart and 

hand, 
Kingdom and crown, had bared his 

treacherous blade. 
And of the great and just gods unafraid, 
Upreared liis standard 'neath the blood- 
red star, 
And raised once more the incarnate 

curse of war I 
So from that day all gladness left the 

heart 
Of broken Daphles; she would muse 

apart 
From court and friends, her once blithe 

footsteps slow, 
Her once proud head bowetl down, and 

such wild woe 
Couched in the clouded depths of mourn- 
ful eyes 



That few could mark lier misery but 
with sighs 

Deep almost as her own. At last, she 
wrote 

(For still her soul hailed, watery and re- 
mot4\ 

One l>eam of lioin*) a missive tender- 
sweet. 

Charmed with such pathos, to her deli- 
cate feet 

It might have lured a spirit, nigh to 
death. 

And straight imbued with wanu compas- 
sionate hrc'ath 

A heart as cold as spires of Arctic 
ice! 

Ah, futile hope ! Ah, fond and vain de- 
vice! 

Not all the pleading eloquence of wrong. 

Veiling its wounds, and golden- soft as 
song 

Trilletl by the brown Sicilian nightin- 
gales. 

In dusky nooks of melancholy vales, 

Couhl melt the granite will of Doracles. 

Each tender line she sent him did but 
tease 

And sting his olnlurate temixT into 
hate, 

As if the deep liarmonlous terms that 
wait 

On truest love, were wasp-like, poisoned 
things: 

Her timorous hints, her sweet imagin- 
ings, 

Far tlioughts, and dreams evanishing, 
but high. 

Filled with the maiden dews of sanctity, 

He crushed, as one might crush In mad- 
dened hours 

The fairest of the sisterliood of flowers; 

No further answer made he than could 
be 

C'ouched in brief terms of cold discourt- 
esy. 

Holding all love — the noblest love on 
earth — 

Of lesser moment than an insect's birth, 
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Buzzing its life out 'twixt the dawn and 

dark. 
Tliat letter stifled the last healthful spark 
Of the Queen's flickering reason, turned 

her wit 
To wild and errant courses, sadly lit 
By wandering stars, and orbs of fantasy. 
Deeming that she full soon must sink 

and die, 
Daphles, still true to that one dominant 

thought 
And firm affection which such ill had 

broujuht. 
Summoned her learned scribes and bade 

them draw 
After strict fonn and precedents of law, 
Her solenm testament ; whereby she gave 
Her throne to Doracles, whene'er the 

grave 
Closed o'er her broken heart and hum- 
bled head. 
But now her chiefs and nobles, hard l)e- 

stead 
By circumstance, and dreading much 

lest he, 
The renegade, and rel)el, who did flee 
From love to league with license, yet 

should sway 
The honored Argive sceptre, on a day 
( ailed forth to solemn coimcll and debate 
Lonls, liegemen, ministers, to save the 

state 
From threatened tyranny and upstart 

ride : 
Thereto the wan Queen, powerless now 

to school 
Featun»s or mind to subjugation meet, 
Canu' weakly tottering; in her lofty seat 
She sank liewildered, listless; all could 

mark 
Bfueath her langidd eyes the hollows 

dark. 
And — save that sometimes fis she slowly 

turned 
Her wasted form, th(» fires of fever 

bum*Hl, 
Death's presci<»nt blazon, on each sunken 

chei»k — 
Her faee was jKilli 1 as a cold white streak 



Of wintry moonlight on Siberian snows; 
Her quivering mouth and chill con- 
tracted brows 
Bespoke an inward torture, while from 

all 
The shrewd debate within that coimcil 

hall 
Her dim thoughts wandered vaguely, 

lost and dumb. 
But when her pitying maidens round her 

come, 
And gently strive on her drooped head to 

place 
The self-same laurel garland which did 

grace 
Her warm, white temples on that mom 

of strife 
And woeful victory, her sick brain seemed 

rife 
Once more with memories; in her hand 

she i)ressed 
The half-dead wreath, and o'er her 

flowing vest 
Strewed the plucked leaves those aimless 

fingers tore 
Unwittingly; which on the marble 

floor, 
Down fluttering, one by one, lay blurred 

and dead. 
Like the sere ho])es her withered heart 

had shed, 
Smitten of love; for now she touched 

the close 
Of the soul's dreamy autumn, and the 

snows 
Of winter soon would clasp her eyelids 

cold. 
Yea, soon, too soon ! for while her fin- 
gers fold 
Tlie garlan 1 loosely, and in fitful grief 
She still would strip the circlet, leaf by 

leaf. 
Till now one-half the wreath is {ducked 

ami ban\ 
She lifts her tllm eyes, hearkening, as 

though 'ware 
Of mystic voices calling on her name; 
Therewith her cheek, whence the quick, 

fevere 1 flame 
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Had quite pulsed c^t, with one last 

quiver, she 
Drops on the cushioned dais, passively; 
For death, more kind than love, hath 

hrought her peace. 

Long was it ere her stricken realm could 
cease 

To mourn for Daphles; yet her burial 
rites. 

With all their mournful pomp, their 
sombre sights 

F*unereal, sciirc^e were passed, when her 
last will. 

Despite its humbling terms, which ran- 
kled still 

In all men's minds, her faithful courtiers 
sent, 

With news of that most sudden, sad 
event 

Which made him king, to restless Dor- 
ados. 

What recked he then that to its bitterest 
lees 

A pure young soul had quaffed of mis- 
ery's cup. 

And after, death's? **My star,'' he 
thought, ** flames up. 

Fronting the heights of empire! All is 
well I" 

Tliereon, impelled by keen desire to 
dwell 

In his new realm, with reckless haste he 
nxle 

From town to town, till now the grand 
abode, 

Tlie palace of the royal Argive race. 

Did rise before him in its lofty ])ljice, 

O'erlooking leagues of golden lielils and 
streams. 

Fair hills and shadowy vineyanls, by 
great teams 

Of lal>oring oxen rifled morn by mom, 

Till the bared, tremulous branches swimg 
forlorn 

'Gainst the red flush of autumn's sunset 
sky. 

Housed with rich state therein, full re- 
gally 



The king his sovereign life and course 

began, 
Striving at one swift bound to reach the 

van 
Of princely fame ; his rare magnificence 
Of feasts, shows, pageants, and high 

splendors, whence 
The wondering guests all dazzled went 

their way. 
Grew to a world-wide proverb for dis- 
play 
And costly lavishness. Yet one there 

was 
O'er whose gray head these days of pomp 

did pass 
Like purpling shadows o'er the faded 

grass: 
Wit toucjied him not to smiles, gay mu- 
sic's flow 
Fell powerless on his closed heart's secret 

woe, 
While at their feasts silent he sat, and 

grim. 
Ofttimes the king a cold glance cast on 

him. 
As one who marred their mirthful rev- 
elry. 
And in the boisterous spring-tide of their 

glee 
Rose like a boding phantom I More and 

more 
He felt a vague, dim trouble at the core 
Of his rude nature stirred, wliene'er he 

saw 
Phorbas draw near; something akin to 

awe. 
If not to dread, for this old man did 

stand 
Chiefest of Daphles' mourners in her 

land. 
As chief of her life's friends, ere that 

black doom 
Stole from her heart its joy, her cheek 

its bloom. 

Just where the mellowe<i rays of noon- 
day light 

Streamed tlirough the curtained gloom, 
obscurely bright. 



DAPHLES. 



97 



■\Miich wrapptnl the great art-galleries 

richly rouiul, 
There hung, 'in id many a stately por- 
trait, bound 
In frames of costly ivory, carved and 

wrought, 
A picture. 'A'hich the king's eyes oft had 

sought 
With anxious wonder; for day following 

day 
"Would Phorbas, mutely sorrowing, make 

delay 
(ioing or coming from the council-hall 
To view that mullled mystery on the 

wall. 
Over it flow(»d a veil of silvery hue. 
With here and tlien? tine threads of gold 

shot through 
The delicate woof; und whoso chanced 

to turn 
A glance thereon, would feel his spirit 

bum 
To pierce the jealous veil whose folds 

might hide 
Some priceless marvel. Now, at high 

noontide 
Of one calm autunm day, the king again 
Met Phorbas — his worn features drawn 

with pain. 
And in his eyes the sharp salt-rheum of 

age — 
Still i)oring on the picture! ** Thou a 

sage I" 
Sneered Doracles, ** yet idly l)ent, for- 
sooth. 
On vaiM)ring fancies?** Then, more 

harsh, ''The tnithi 
Tlie truth, old man I What strong sixdl 

drags thee here ? 
(Some charm, methinks, 'twixt passion 

and despair:) 
Mom after morn, forcing thine eyes to 

St ray 
( >'er yon blank mysterj- ? Prythee, 

Phorbas, say 
What image lurks beneath that glimmer- 
ing shroud ? 
Perchance the last king's ? Weill am I 

less proud 



And princely wise than he ? Or art thou 

bold 
To deem me all unworthy to behold 
My brave forerunner ? '' Thereupon he 

knit 
Ilis nigged brows, the while his soul wsls 

lit 
To keen, impatient wrath. With trem- 
bling hands — 
But not for fear — Phorbas unloosed the 

bands. 
Studded with diamond points, which 

clasped the veil 
Close to its i>lace. The startled prince 

grew pale. 
As there, in all her fresh young grace, 

did shine 
The face of Daphles, with a smile di- 
vine. 
Into arch dimples rii)pling joyfully! 
Some faintly-pensive memory seemed to 

vie 
With deeper feelings, in the low, quick 

tone 
Wherewith the king spake, whispering 

to his own 
Half- wakened heart, — ** Certes, it could 

not be. 
That she, who owned the glorious face I 

see. 
Bright with all brightness of a young 

delight, 
Yet pined and withered 'ncath the fatal 

night 
Of starless grief!" To which, **Thy 

panlon, sire,*' 
The old man said, "but ere my life's 

low lire 
Ilath quite gone out, I fain would free 

my soul 
Of that which long hath borne me care 

and dole ; 
So, sovereign lord, list to the tale I tell!'* 
And therewithal did Phorbas deem it 

well 
To show how Daphles* darkened life did 

wane ; 
IIow love, first touclied by doubt, soon 

changtHl to pain, 
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And, last, blank desolation, whose wild 

stress 
Wrecked and made bare her perfect 

loveliness, 
O'erwhelming wit with beauty. ** Still," 

said lie, 
** O sire! to her last hour most tenderly 
She spake of thee, her twilight reason 

set 
On the sole thought, *3fy iot*e may love 

iitv i/ct : 
For man's love comes with knowledge, 

no I deem, 
Slow-h('<irtf'd man''8 ! ' Ah, heaven I she 

could not dream. 
But thy name filled her dreams. When 

madness stole 
Like a dread mist about her, and her 

soul, 
Wound in its viewless cerement-folds 

accursed " 

" Madness! " the king cried in a shar^) 

outburst 
Of wild amazement: *^ madness! /have 

known 
The mad impatience of a will o'crgrown, 
When sternly thwarted in its fiery 

zeal, 
But dreamed not how these fairy creat- 

lU'cs feel. 
These soft, frail-natured women, if, i)er- 

chance. 
Love turn on them a cold or lukewarm 

glance 
Of brief denial!" Then the impatient 

red. 
In a swift flood, — but not of anger, — 

spread 
O'er the king's face ; convulsed it seemed, 

and stem. 
But when from garrulous Phorbas he did 

learn 
How the queen's laurel wreath half bare 

became. 
The hot blood ebbed, and o'er its waning 

flame 
Coursed the first tear his warrior-soul 

had shed. 
Nor could he rouse again the lustihead 



Of ruder thoughts, but. thickly mutter- 
ing, laid 

On the fair portrait of the sovereign 
maid 

A reverent hand ; from 'midst the painted 
dome 

Of the great gallery forth he bore it 
home 

Unto the secret chamber of his rest; 

There next his couch he placed the beau- 
teous guest; 

There feasted on its sweetness ; and since 
naught 

Of public import now did claim his 
thought. 

No fierce war threatened, no shrewd trea- 
ties i)ressed, 

Strangely the picture mastered him; it 
grew. 

As days, then weeks, and seasons, o'er 
him flew, 

A part, an inmost essence of all life, 

Which touched to joy or thrilled to 
shuddering strife 

The sold' 8 deep-seated issues : yet, at last, 

Stronger the fierce strife waxed ; the bliss 
w as passed ; 

And, wheresoe'er the king went, night 
or day, 

One hamUing phantom barred his 
doomed way ! 

But ere he reached the worst wild stage 

of woe, 
Through many a change of passion, swift 

or slow, 
The king passed downward, nearing 

treacherous death ; 
And thus it happed, our old-world legend 

saith : 

The more he gazed on Daphles' blooming 

face. 
All flushed with happy youth and Hebe 

grace. 
The more her marvellous image seemed 

alive; 
He saw, or dreamed he saw, the warm 

blood strive, 
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In ruddier tide, witli conscious hues to 
dye 

Her lovely brow and swanlike neck, or 
vie 

With Syrian roses on her cheeks of 
flame; 

The more he gazed, the more her lips 
became 

Instinct with timorous motion, till a 
sigh, 

Xew-bom of honeyed love unfittingly, 

deemed hovering like a murmurous fairy- 
bee 

About their rich, half-parted comeli- 
ness : 

What slight breath softly stirs the tniant 
tress, 

Which like a waif of sunset light did 
rest 

In wand<*ring golden lustre on lier 
breast ? 

And what dear thought her lK)som gra- 
ciously 

Heaves intog<'ntle billows, like a sea 

McM>n-kiss«»d, and whisiwring ? Thus 
the king would task 

Lom^ hours with doting questions, when 
the luask 

Of dull state forms and ceremonial 
play 

With wearied brain and hand was cast 
away. 

And he a dea<i maid's crafty image 
turned 

To breathing life, and blissful love that 
burned 

From lier wild pulses and fond heart to 
his. 

And on her mouth he pressed a bride- 
groom's kiss. 

Then the sweet spell was broken; con- 
science spoke ; 

And in lier burning depths pale memory 
woke. 

Even in tliat gentle sliape Ids cold self- 
will 

Had strangely turned, and wrought him 
direful ill ; 



Distempered, moody, sometimes nigh 

distraught 
With ceaseless pressure of one liarrow- 

ing thought, 
He grew, and hapless thrills of lonely 

pain ; 
Her picture, imaged on his heart and 

brain, 
Kuleil all his tides of being, as the moon 
Draws changeful seas; now in a clear 

high noon 
Of memories bitter-sweet his soul would 

swim, 
Anon to sink in turbulent gulfs and dim 
Of wild regret, or as the dead to lie 
Locked in a mute, life-withering leth- 
argy. 
Creator sweet of all his fortunes high. 
Oh, that in Hades she coidd liear his 

cry 
Remorseful, and come back in pitying 

guise 
To ease his grief and calm his tortiu'ed 

sighs ! 
A thousand, thousand times this wild 

desire 
Woidd wake, and surge through all his 

veins like fire: 
Followed, alas, too soon, by such deep 

sense 
Of powerless will, and mortal impotence. 
As in r(Ml hurr>' up from sold to cheeks 
Runs rioting, and ever harshly seeks 
To drag them into gaunt, gray lines of 

care ! 
Months sp«Hl eventless, with his dark 

desi)air 
Grown darker; till, one sad November 

mom. 
Set to the rhythmic wail of winds for- 
lorn. 
They found, just where the morning's 

shadowy gloom 
Had gathered deepest in the prince's 

room. 
His prostrate body, cold and turned in 

part 
Upwards, —the blade's hilt glittering 

o'er his heart, 
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Where his own mad right arm had sent 
it home. 

Beneath him, in soft-tinted, fadeless 
bloom, 

Beneath him smiled the portrait he had 
torn 

Madly from off the wall, his wan face 
borne 

Next the clear brightness of that life- 
like one 

For whose fair sake he lay, at last un- 
done; 

But whose glad smile, could she have 
lived that hour. 

Had waned and withered inward, like a 
flower 

The stonu-wind blights, at stern re- 
venge, like this, 
/ Of love's cold scorn and passion's unpaid 
kiss. 



AETIIRA. 

It is a sweet tradition, with a soul 

Of tenderest pathos! Hearken, love! — 

for all 
The sacred undercurrents of the heart 
Thrill to its cordial music : 

Once, a chief, 
Philantus, king of Sparta, left the stem 
And bleak defiles of his unfruitful 

land — 
Girt by a band of eager colonists — 
To seek new homes on fair Italian 

plains. 
Ai>ollo's oracle had darkly spoken: 
" Wherever from cloudless skies a 

plenteous shoircr 
OutpourSf the Fates decree that ye should 

pause 
And rear your household deities!** 

Hacked by doubt 
Philantus traversed with his faithful 

band 
Full many a bounteous realm ; but still 

defeat 
Darkened his banners, and the strong- 
walled towns 



His desperate sieges grimly laughed to 

scorn! 
Weighed down by anxious thoughts, one 

sultr>' eve 
The warrior — his rude helmet cast 

aside — 
Rested his weary head upon the lap 
Of his fair wife, who loved him ten- 
derly; 
And there he drank a generous draught 

of sleep. 
She. gazing on his brow all worn with 

toil 
And his dark locks, which pain had 

silvered over 
With glistening touches of a frosty 

rime, 
Wept on the sudden bitterly; her 

tears 
Fell on his face, and, wondering, he 

woke. 
" O blest art thou, my Aethra, my clear 

skyr 
He cried exultant, " from whose pitying 

blue 
A heart-rain falls to fertilize my fate: 
Lo! the deep riddle's solved — the gods 

spake truth!" 

So the next night he stormed Tarentum, 
took 

The enemy's host at vantage, and o'er- 
threw 

His mightiest captains. Thence with 
kindly sway 

He ruled those pleasant regions he had 
w on, — 

But dearer even than his rich demesnes 

The love of her whose gentle tears un- 
locked 

The close-shut mystery of the Oracle ! 



RENEWED, 

Welcome, rippling simshinel 
Welcome, joyous air! 

Like a demon shadow 
Flies the gaunt despair! 



liKSKWED. 



Heaven, through heights of happy 




Voices low an<l sweet 


calm, 




From tlie f arofT stream. 


Ii!i lieart of hearts unclows, 




When' two rivulets meet 


To win earth's answering love in 




With the munuur of a dream ; 


Inlin. 




Voices loud ail J free 


Ilerblusbingtiianks — iu roses! 




From every busii and tree. 




Of 


sportive forest banlsoutponring songs 


Voices from liii- plnc^rove, 




of gladness; 


Wlirri! tlitf piieasaiil's drumming, 




But over tbem still 


Voices from tlie ferny hliis 




With its itassionate trill, 


Alive Willi insect humming; 


Tl 


L' mock-bird's jocund madness! 




Deep down the swnmpy brake 
Kvt>n llie |>olsnti-snake. 
Uncoiled and Iiasklng in the noontide 

May fei'l, iiercliance on this auspicious 

(All clark clouds roilisl awny), 
Throiiirb his stngiiant l>l<x>il, 
Wanned by the Bunlighl Hood 
A faini, far sensi', 
Cominf; lie knows not whence, 
Of dim imelligence.— 
The thinnest couscioiu thrill that human 
is, and lender! 

Look! where on luminous wing 
The ether's stately king, 



The lone sca-cagle, circling proud and 

Towers In the sapphire glow; 

From otTt whose dazzling tieaiii. 

Ilia resonant acrenin ; 
Heard even here, — a note of fierce 

desire, — 
Hiiahes to silent awe the sylvan choir. 
Till bird anil note in airy deeps ii;i- 

Are melting towanl the dawn I 

And hear! O! hear! 
No longer wildly terrible and drear. 
But as If merry pulses timed their 
t>eating, 
Tlie frolic sea-waves near, 
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playing 
When blithe love goi's " a-Maying," 
And wreaking ou the shore their pant- 
ing blisses 
In coy impulsive kisses; 
Wlillst lie — |(oor iliillanl — cannot catch 

nor liuiil tlii-ni. 
Nor in liis niassiv.', cartlieii arms en- 

fol<l them. 
The laughing virgin waves, so archly, 
swiftly fli-viing! 
This Hulitli- atmus))liere. 
So pugieally clear, 
Mflts, as it were upon my ci^r lip; 
Fmin some invisible goblet of delight 

Idly i sip and sip 
A wine so uarni and f^)1den 
(From soini- cneliantcd bin the wine 
issUilcn). 



An 



lid n 



Mi'thinhs n noliler hinli 
IIIiimLiial'V'i Ilic enrlli. 
Anil in my bi-url I lic.ir a fairy singing; 
Vet wi'll I know "lis biitiny soiil rcnewwl, 

Iti^lKirii and bright. 
From grii-f and grii-rs malignant soll- 
Indi'l 
Yi-t well [ know, .lijy is the fianyniede, 
Who in my yiMn)ing ii>-e<l. 
1'nms to a it>nliai rli'h Ilie lialmy air; 
And 'tis but IIoih''ii. dlvlnest 1Iu|h-'s 

Which tnoki-K tny iiinio^il spirit throb 
and burn. 
And II«|H-'it triumphant Mjiig. 



KHISilX.i 

Ksn where he sat Iwneath the mystic 

Xlgh the twin founts of linmortatlly, 
Tliat feed fair cliaiitu-ls of the iitrcam 
of Tr«nce. — 



To Krislina once his three h 

Askingaboou: "Oking! Olonlfthey 

said, 
"Test thou thy sen'ants' vlsdom; loDg 

in dreams. 
Bom of tlie waters ot thy Stream of 

Traiici', 
Have we. tliy fontl handmaidens wan- 

dercl free. 



From thee, our father, seek the world of 

The world of roan and pain, which 

wlioso Wves 
Itptler or brigliter. for thy gift bestowed 
Must wonbily. ahall claim thy just re- 

Tlie Crown of Wisdom!" Kriahuft 

hcunl, an<l gave 
To each one tiny drop of diamond dew. 
Drawn from the founts tliat feed tite 

Stniini ot Traiu-c, 
Wliertrwith. <ui waflatcc of mlracnloiw 

wiiuU. 
Itri'ulliliig full sonib. they sought tlie 

world of man. 
The world iif man and jiiiiii. that shrank 

in dronglit. 
l>alsle(| and withcrt^, like an old man's 

IK-alii-smltten. 

And the first handmaiden saw 
A nionarcli'a fountain, sparkling in tlie 

Glowing and fivsh, though all the land 
W.IS si<-k. 

(.iasping fi>r rain, and faniisbeil thou- 
sands di<-d; 

"<) brave." die said, "O U-aiitiful 
briglit waves! 

Like calls to like:*' and so iter dewdrop 
glana-l. 

And glitti-reil dou nward as a fairy star 

I.oi>si-<l from a tress of CasBic)iM>ia's lialr, 
j Down to the glorious fomitaiu of the king. 



UNDER THE PINE. 
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Over the passionless bosom of the 

sea. 
The IiKiiaii Sea, cenilean, crystal-clear, 
And calm, the second handmaid, hover- 
ing, viewed — 
Far through the tangled sea-weed and 

cool tides 
PiUsing 'twixt coral branches — the wide 

lips 
Of purpling shells that yearned to clasp 

a pearl : 
So where the oyster, blindly reared, 

awaits 
Its priceless soul — she lets the dewdrop 

fall. 
Thenceforth to grow a jewel fit for 

courts. 
And shine on swanlike necks of haughty 



queens 



f 



But Krishna's third handmaiden scarce 

had felt 
The fume from parched plains that made 

the air 
As one vast caldron of invisible fire. 
Than casting downward pitiful eyes, she 

saw. 
Crouched in the brazen cere of that red 

heat, 
A tiny bird — a poor, weak, suffering 

thing 
(Its bright eyes glazed, its limbs con- 

vul»e<l and prone), — 
Dying of thirst in torture: **Ah, kind 

Lord 
Krishna," his handmaid murmured, 

** speed thy gift, 
Best yielded here, to soothe, perchance 

to save 
The lowliest mortal creature cursed with 

pain ! " 
Gently she shook the dewdrop from her 

palm 
Into the silent throat that thirst had 

sealed, 
Soon silent, sealed no more, — for, lo! 

the binl 
Fluttered, arose, was strengthened, and 

through calms 



Of happy ether, echoing fair and far, 
Hang the charmed music of the nightin- 
gale. 

And so, where crowned beneath the 

mystic stars. 
Nigh the twin founts of immortality, 
Krishna, the father, saw what ruth was 

hers. 
And, smiling, to his wise handmaiden's 

rule 
Gave the great storm-clouds and the 

mists of heaven, 
Till at her voice the mighty vapors 

rolled 
Up from the mountain-gorges, and the 

seas. 
And cloudland darkened, and the grate- 
ful rain, 
Burdenetl with benedictions, rushed and 

foamed 
Down the hot channels, and the foliaged 

hills. 
And the frayed lips and languid limbs 

of flowers; 
And all the woodland) laughed, and 

earth was glad ! 



i'XDEIt THE PISE. . 

TO THE MKMOIIV OF IIEXRV TIMBOD. 

The same majestic pine is lifted high 

Against the twilight sky, 
The same low, melancholy music grieves 

Amid the topmost leaves. 
As when I watched, and mused, and 
dreamed with him. 

Beneath these shadows dim. 

O Tree! liast thou no memory at thy 
core 
Of one who comes no more ? 
No yearning memory of those scenes 
that were 
So richly calm and fair, 
When the last rays of sunset, shimmer- 
ing down. 
Flashed like a roval crown ? 
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And he, with hand outstretched and 


But si>eaks of liini, and seems to bring 


eyes ahlaze, 


once more 


Looked forth witli burning gaze, 


The joy, the love of yore; 


And seeuKMl to drink the sunset like 


But most when breathed from out the 


strong wine. 


sunset-land 


Or, hushed in trance divine. 


The sunset airs are bland. 


Haihnl the lirst sliy and timorous glance 


That blow between the twilight and the 


from far 


night, 


Of evening's virgin star ? 


Ere yet the stars are bright; 


O Tree I at^ainst thy mighty trunk he 


For tht?n that quiet eve comes back to 


laid 


me, 


His weary heal; thy shade 


When, deeply, thrillingly, 


Stole o'er him like the lirst eool spell of 


He spake of lofty hopes which vanquish 


sleep: 


Death; 


It brought a ]>eace so deep 


And on his mortal breath 


The muiuiet passion died from out his 


A langnaije of inunort^il meanings hung. 


eyes. 


That lired his heart and tongue. 


As lightning from stilled skie-^. 






For then unearthly bre(»zes stir and 


And in that <':iliii he loved to rest, and 


sigh. 


hear 


Murmuring. "Look uj) ! 'tis I: 


The soft wind-ang<vl'<. clear 


Thy friend is near thee! Ah, thou 


And sweet, among tlu» upix»rniost 


canst not seel" 


branehes sighing: 


And throuuh the sacred tree 


Voices he heard replying 


Passes what seems a wild and sentient 


(Or so he dn'amed) far up the mystic 


thrill — 


height. 


Passes, and all is still! — 


And pinious rustling light. 






Still as the grave which holds his tran- 


O Tree I have not his poet-touch, his 


quil form, 


dreams 


HusIumI after many a .storm, — 


So full of heavenly yleams. 


Still as the calm that crowns his marble 


Wrought through the folded dullness of 


brow. 


thy bark. 


No pain can wrinkle now, — 


And all thy nature dark 


Still as the jieace — i)athetie i>eaee of 


Stirrtnl to slow throbbings, and the flut- 


(Jod — 


tering lire 


That wraps the holy so<l, 


Of faint, unknown desire ? 






WhcTC every flower from our tlead min- 


At least to me there sweeps no rugged 


strel's ilust 


ring 


Should bloom, a tyjw of trust, — 


That ginls the forest-king 


That faith which waxcnl to wings of 


Ko innnemorial stain, or awfid rent 


heaven wanl might 


(The mark of temiwst sjM'ut), 


To Ih'ar his soul from night, — 


No delicate leaf, no lithe bough, vine- 


That faith, d<»ar Christ! whereby we 


o eiyn)wn. 


pray to meet 


No distant, flickering cone. 


Hisspiritat (lotl'sfeet! 



IX THE MIST, 
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A DREAM OF THE SOUTH WINDS. 

O FKESii, how fresh and fair 
Througli the crystal gulfs of air. 
The fairy South Wind floateth on her 
subtle wings of balm! 
And the green earth lapped in bliss, 
To the magic of her kiss 
Seems yearning upward fondly through 
the golden-crested calm ! 

From the distant Tropic strand, 
Where the billows, bright and bland, 
IJo creeping, curling round the palms 
with sweet, faint undertune 
From its fields of purpling flowers 
Still wet with fragrant showers. 
The happy South Wind lingering sweeps 
the royal blooms of June. 

All heavenly fancies rise 
On the perfume of her sighs, 
Which steep the inmost spirit in a lan- 
guor rare and fine, 
Ami a peace more pure than sleep's 
Unto dim, half-conscious deeps. 
Transports me, lulled and dreaming, on 
it« twilight tides divine. 

Those dreams! ah me! the splendor, 
So mystical and tender, 
Wherewith like soft heat-lightnings 
they gird their meaning round. 
And thost* waters, calling, calling. 
With a nameless charm enthralling. 
Like the ghost of music melting on a 
rainbow spray of sounil! 

Touch, touch me not, nor wake me, 
liCst grosser thoughts overtake me. 
From earth receding faintly with her 
dreary din and jars, — 
What viewless arms caress me ? 
What whispered voices bless me. 
With welcomes dropping dewlike from 
the weinl and wondrous stars ? 

Alas! dim, dim, and dimmer 
(trows the pn>ternatural glimmer 
Of that trance the South Wind brought 
me on her subtle wings of balm. 



For behold! its spirit flieth. 
And its fairy murmur dieth, 
And the silence closing round me is a 
dull and soulless calm ! 



IN THE MIST. 

MoBE fearful grows the hillside way, 
The gloom no softening breeze hath 
kissed ! 
I glance far upward to the day, 
But scarce can catch one faltering ray 
From out the mist ! 

Ah, heaven! to think youth's morning 
prime. 
All flushed with rose and amethyst, 
Its tender loves, its hoiM's sublime. 
Should shrink to this dull twilight-time 
Of cold and mist! 

No trantpiil evening hour descends. 
When peace with memory holds her 
tiyst. 
Hut doubt with prescient terror blends. 
And grief her mournful curfew sends 
Along the mist! 

Weird shapes and wiltl, stalk strangely 

by, 

And say, what bodeful voices hissed 
Where yonder blasted pine-tnmks lie ? 
What mystic phantoms shuddering fly 
Far down the mist ? 

Dark omens all ! they bid me stay. 
Unsheathe resolve, pause, strive, re- 
sist 
That poisonous charm which haunts my 

way; 
Alas! the fiend, more bold than they. 
Still rules the mist ! 

And now from gulfs of turbulent gloom 
A torrent's threatening thunder; — 
list! 
That ravening roar! that hungry boom! 
Down, down I pass to meet my doom 
Within the mist! 
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A SUMMER MOOD. 

"Now, by my faith a gruesome moo<l, for 
summer ! " — Thomas Heyward (irtUT). 

All, me ! for evermore, for evermore 
These human hearts of ours must 
yearn and sigh, 
While down the dells and up the mur- 
murous shore 
Nature renews her iunnortality. 

The heavens of June stretch calm and 
hland above, 
June ro5»es blush with tints of Orient 
skies. 
But we, by graves of joy, desire, and 
love. 
Mourn in a world wliich breathes of 
Paradise ! 

The sunshine mocks the tears it may 
not drj'. 
The breezes — tricksy couriers of the 
air — 
Child-roistcrei"s wiuj;ed, and lightly flut- 
tering by — 
Blow their gay trumpets in the face 
of care ; 

And l)oIder win<ls, the deep sky's pas- 
sionate opeecli, 
Woven into rhythmic raptures of de- 
sire. 
Or fugues of mystic victor>\ sadly reach 
Our humbled souls, to rack, not raise 
them higher I 

The field-birds seem to twit us as they 
pass 
With their small blisses, piped so clear 
and loud ; 
Tlie cricket triumphs o'er us in the grass. 
And the lark, glancing beamlike up 
the cloud. 

Sings us to scorn with his keen rha|)so- 
dies; 
Small things and great unconscious 
tauntings bring 



To edge our cares, whilst we, the proud 
and wise. 
Envy the insect's joy, the blrdling's 
wing I 

And thus for evermore, till time shall 
cease, 
Man's soul and Nature's — each a sep- 
arate sphere — 
Kevolve. the one in disconl, one in 
peace. 
And who shall make the solemn mys- 
tery clear ? 



MIDSIGHT. 

The Moon, a ghost of her sweet self, 
And wading through a watery cloud, 
Which wraps her lustre like a shroud, 

Creeps up the gray, funereal sky. 
Wearily ! how wearily ! 

The Wind, with low, bewildered wail 
A hcmieless spirit, sadly lost, 
Sweeps shuddering o'er the pallid 
frost. 
And faints afar, with h(>art-sick sigh, 
Drearily I how drearily! 

And now a deathly stillness falls 
On earth and heaven, save when the 

shrill, 
Malignant owl o'er heath and hill 
Smites the wan silence with a cry, 
Eerily! how eerily! 



THE BOSXY niiOirX HAXD. 

On, drearily, how drearily, the sombre 
eve comes down ! 
And wearily, how wearily, the seaward 
breew^s blow! 
But place your little hand in mine — so 
dainty, yet so brown! 
For household toll hath worn away its 
rosy-tinted snow : 



SONNETS. 
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But I fold it, wife, the nearer, 
And 1 feel, my love, 'tis dearer 
Than all dear things of earth, 
As 1 watch the pensive gloaming, 
And my wild thoughts cease from 
roaming, 
And binllike furl their pinions close be- 
side our i)eacef ul hearth : 
Then rest your little hand in mine, while 

twilight shimmers down, — 
That little hand, that fervent hand, that 

liand of bonny brown, — 
The hand that hohls an honest heart, 
and rules a happy hearth. 

Oh, merrily, how merrily, our children's 
voices rise I 
An<I cheerily, how cheerily, their tiny 
footsteps fall ! 
Hut, hand, you nuist not stir awhile, for 
tluM-e our nestlinij lies. 
Snug in the cradle at your side, the 
loveliest far of all ; 
And she looks so arch and air>', 
So softly pure a fairy, — 
She scarce seems bound to earth ; 
And her dimpled mouth keeps 

smiling. 
As at some child fay's beguiling, 
WTho flies from Ariel realms to light her 

slumbers on. the hearth. 
Ila, little hand, you yearn to move, and 

smooth the bright locks down ! 
But, little hand, — but, trembling hand, 

— but, haiul of bonny brown. 
Stay, stay with me! — she will not flee, 
our birdling on the hearth. 

Oh, flittingly, how flittingly, tlie parlor 
shadows thrill. 
As wittingly, half wittingly, they seem 
to pulse and pass! 
And solemn sounds an* on the wind that 
swt'cps the haunted hill, 
Ami munnui*s of a ghostly breath from 
out the graveyard grass. 
Let me feel your glowing lingers 
In a clasp that warms and lingers 
With the full, fond love of earth, 



Till the joy of love's completeness 
In this tlush of fireside sweetness, 
Shall brim our hearts with spirit-wine, 

outpoured beside the hearth. 
So steal your little hand in mine, while 

twilight faltei's down, — 
That little hantl, that fervent hand, that 

hand of bonny brown, — 
The hand which points the path to 

heaven, yet makes a heaven of 

earth. 



SOXXETS. 
THE COTTA(iE ON THE HILL. 

On a steep hillside, to all airs that blow,. 

Open, and open to the varying sky. 

Our cottage homestead, smiling tran- 
quilly. 

Catches mom's earliest and eve's latest 
glow ; 

Here, far from worldly strife, and 
pompous show. 

The jieaceful seasons glide serenely by, 

Fulfil their missions, and as calmly die, 

As waves on quiet shores when winds 
are low. 

Fields, lonely paths, the one small glim- 
mering rill 

That twinkles like a wood-fay's mirth 
ful eye. 

Under moist bay-leaves, cloudsx fantas- 
tical 

That float and change at the light 
breeze's will, — 

To me, thus lapped in sylvan luxury. 

Are more than death of kings, or 
empires' fall. 

NOVEMBEK. 

Within the deep-blue eyes of Heaven a 

haze 
Of saddened passion dims their tender 

light, 
For that her fair queen-child, the Simi- 

mer bright, 
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Lies a wan corse amidst her uiouUlering 

bays : 
The sullen Autumn lifts no voice of 

praise 
To herald Winter's cold and cruel 

might, 
But winds foreboding fill the desolate 

night, 
And die at dawning down wild wood- 
land ways: 
The sovtToign sun at noonday smileth 

colli. 
As through a shroud he hath no power 

to part, 
While huddled flocks crouch listless 

round tlnar fold ; 
The mock-bird's dumb, no more with 

clic<?rful dart 
Upsoars tlu? lark through morning^s 

quivering gold. 
And dumb or dead, niethinks, great 

Nature's heart! 



8VLVAX Ml'SINGS. — IN MAY. 

Couched in cool shadow, girt by 
billowy swt*lls 

Of foliage, ripplhig into buds and 
flowers. 

Here I re]>ose o'erfanned by breezy 
bowers, — 

Lulled by a delicate stream whose 
nmsic wells 

Tender and low through those luxuriant 
dells, 

Wherefrom a single broad-leavetl chest- 
nut towers; — 

Still nnising in the long, lush, languid 
hours, — 

As in a <lream 1 heanl the tinkling 
bHls 

Of far-oflf kine, glimpsed through the 
venlurous sheen. 

Blent with faint bleat ings from the dis- 
tant croft, — 

The lMM»-throngs munnurous in the 
golden fern. 

The wood-<loves veihnl by depths of 
flickering green, — 



And near me, where the wild *' queen 

fairies''* bum, 
The thrush's bridal passion, wann and 

soft! 



POET8. 

Some thunder on the heights of song, 

their race 
Godlike in jwwer, while others at their 

feet 
Are breathing measures scarce less 

strong and sweet 
Than those which i)eal from out that 

loftiest place; 
Meantime, just midway on the mount, 

his face 
Fairer than April heavens, when stonns 

retreat. 
And on their edges rain and simshine 

meet. 
Pipes the soft lyrist lays of tender 

grace ; 
But where the slopes of bright Parnassus 

sweep 
Near to the common ground, a various 

throng 
Chant lowlier measures, — yet each I une- 

ful strain 
(The silvery minor of rarlh's i»erfect 

song) 
Blends with that music of the topmost 

steep. 
O'er whose vast realm the master min- 
strels reign I 

SOXXKT. 

Behold! how weirdly, wonderfully 

grand 

The shades and colors of yon sunset sky I 
Ban* isles of light in crimson oceans lie, 
Whose airy waves st»em rippling, bright 

an<l bland. 
Up the si»ft slopes of many a mystic 

strand. — 



• *• (^Uffii f:ilry," tin* naino iriven itopularly 
to an cxquiMitc Southern wild flower. 



While luminous capes, and 

towering liisli 
In ^Iden pomp and proud regality. 
O'erlook tlie frontier of Itiat fairy land, 
Bui now, in transformations swift anil 

strange 
The vision changes! Castlca glittering 



And sappliire batllenienia of loftiest 
Commingle with vast spire and gorgeous 
Itound which the sunset roils its pui-plhig 
Giniing this transient Venice of the 




UPVEii.BTt In yonder <1lm ctliereal sea, 
Its ally towers tlie work of pliantom 

A viewless belfry tolls its wizard Mis, 
Pealed o'er this populous earth peqtet- 

uftlly. 
Some hear, some hear them nut; but 

aye they be 



Ijideii wllb onp slrangi' 

or swells. 
Now dread as doom, no« 



While the liell tolls its reijiiiem, — 

■■ Pamiinfi, piixl," — 
The sole sad burden of their long refntlk 
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Still, witli lliose Iiuurs vacli paiij;, voich 

plcnsim- Hius, 
Urief sweet, brief bitter, — all our ilays 

Kliollcil iiitu drL-ur foi^fl fulness at last. 



In siiriiigtiiiii' of our yuutli, life's |iiir- 

]>liiig sliatle. 
Foliage nixl fruir, do liang so thickly 

We seem gliiil tenants of enchauteil 

grouiiil. 
O'er which for aye i1rcHiu-ivlii9i>cring 

winds have t'liiyiH], 
Tlien summer euiues, her fiill-bloivn 

eliarni <h liiiil 
Un nil tlie forest aisles; from bound to 

boimit 
Floats Koinlland iniislr, anil the silvery 

sound 
Of fountains babbling to the Rolilen 

Rlaile. 
Next, n chill breath, tbe breath of Aii- 

tinnn's ilooin 
Slrlps the fair sylvan branches, one by 

Till the lian- landsea])e broadens to our 

B<-hln<1. black tree boles blot the twllieht 

l>liie. 
Df-fore. iiiifoliaQei). balil of light and 

bloom. 
Our ]iallin'ay darkens towards the dark- 



CUllI) FASTASIKM. 

Wii.i>. rapid, dark, like dn-ains of threat- 

I.OH- clouil-racks si'ud liefon* tlie li-vel 

wind: 
Ih'neatli tlicni. \\w bare iniHirlaiids, 

blank imd bllti.l. 
SIr'trli. nionrnful. tlirou^h pule lengths 



ini; ulo.1 
Afar, tiraiid iiiilnle of tile s 



Hollow, yet sweet as if a Titan pined 
O'er deatideas woua, yon migbty wood, 

couHLgued 

To Buluiuii's blight, bemoans lis 
perished bloom; 

The dim air creeps with a vague shud- 
dering thrill 

Down from those monstrous mlsis the 
sea-yale brings. 

Half foniili'ss. inland, iwisoniiig I'arlli 
and sky-: 

Most from yun black cloud. sha]H-U like 



And on thy lieiirt sob out my latest 
Kre lapiHil and lost in Ihy strange sleep 

divine; 
But nnicli 1 fear lest that chill breath of 

thine 
fjhoulU freeze nil leiiiler ineniorics into 

Lest nithless and nuiliin) Oblivion 
Quench the laxl s|iurk that lingers on 

love's shrine: 
OGodT to moulder through dark, dalc- 

The while all loving ministries sliall 

And time nssuaf,f the fondest n 



Here lies tlie sling!— this. »ii« ills todh-; 
.Vnd yet pn-al naturi.' rounds all strife 

with iM'aiT, 
And life or deatli, each rests in mystery! 



Ok ail the woodland llowers of earlier 

spring. 
Tht-.'te gulden jusmlni's. iiiili an air-hung 
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Ill 



Meet for tlie Queen of Fairies' tiring 

hour, 
.>eeni loveliest and most fair in blossom- 



ing; 



How yonder mock-bird thrills his fer- 
vid whig 

And long, lithe throat, where twinkling 
flower on flower 

Rains the globed dewdrops down, a dia- 
mond shower, 

O'er his brown head poised as in act to 
sing; 

Lol the swift sunshine floods the flowery 
urns. 

Girding their delicate gold with match- 
less light. 

Till the blent life of bough, leaf, blossom, 
burns; 

Then, then outbursts the mock-bird clear 
and loud, 

IIalf-<lrunk with perfume, veiled by ra- 
diance bright, 

A star of music in a fiery cloud ! 



FIRE-PICTVREH. 

O! THK rolling, nisliing fire! 

O! the fire I 
IIow it rages, wilder, higher. 
Like a hot heart's fierce desire, 
Thrilleil with passion that ap])alls us, 
Half appalls, and yet eiuhralls us, 
O! the madly mounting fire! 

Up it sweei)eth, — wave and quiver, — 
Roaring like an angry river, — 

^ O! the fire I 
Which an earthcpiake backward tumeth, 
Backward o'er its riven courses. 
Jiackwanl to its mountain sources. 
While the blood-red sunset bumeth, 
Like a (rod's face gnmd with ire, 
O I the bursting, billowy fire I 

Xow the sombre smoke-clouds thicken 
To a dim Plutonian night j — 

or the firt»! 
How its flickering glories sicken, 



Sicken at the blight! 
Pales the flame, and spreads the vapor, 
Till scarce larger than a taper, 
Flares the waning, struggling light: 
O ! thou wan, faint-hearted tire, 

Sadly darkling, 

Weakly sparkling, 
Rise! assert thy might! 

Aspire! aspire! 

At the word, a vivid lightning, 

Threatening, swaying, darting, bright- 
ening, 

W^here the loftiest yule-log towers, — 
Bursts once more, 

Sudden bursts the awakened fire; 
Hear it roiir! 

Roar, and mount high, high, and higher, 
Till beneath. 

Only here and there a wreath 

Of the passing smoke-cloud lowers, — 
Ha! the glad, victorious fire! 

O! the fire! 

IIow it changes, 

(lianges, ranges 
Through all phases fancy-^Tought, 
Changes like a wizard thought; 
See Vesuvian lavas rushing 
'Twixt the rocks! the ground asunder 
Shivers at the earthquake's thunder; 
And the glare of Hell is flushing 
Startled hill-top, quaking town; 
Temples, statues, towers go down. 
While beyond that lava flood. 
Dark-red like blood, 
1 l)ehold the children fleeting 
Clasped by many a frenzied hand; 
What a flight, and what a meeting, 
On the ruined strand ! 

O! the fire! 
E<ldying hightT, higher, higher 
From the vast volcanic cones; 
O! the agony, the groans 
Of those thousands stifling there! 
'* Fancy," say you ? but how near 
Si'em tlie anguish and tlie fear! 
Swelling, turbulent, pitiless fire: 
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'Tis a mad northeastern breeze 
Having o'er the prairie seas; 
How, like living things, the grasses 
Tremble as the storm-breath passes, 
Ere the flames* tlevourini^ magic 
Coils about their golden splendor, 

And the t«Mider 
Glory of the niellowiiig fields 
To tlie wild destroyer yields; 
Dreadful waste for flowering blooms, 
Desolate darkness, like the tomb's, 
Over which there broods the while, 
Instead of daylight's happy smile, 
A pall malign and tnigic I 

Marvellous Are! 

Changing, ranging 
Through all i)hases fancy-wrought. 
Changing like a charmed thought; 
A stir, a murmur doep, 
Like airs that rustle over jungle-reeds. 
Where the gaunt tiger breathes but half 

asleep; 
A bodeful stir, — 
^Vnd then the victim of his own piu*e 

deeds, 
I mark the mighty Are 
Clasps in its cruel ])alms a martyr-saint, 

Christ's faithful worshipper; 
One mortal cry affronts the pitying day, 
One ghastly arm uplifts itself to heav- 
en — 
When the swart smoke is riven, — 
Ere the last sob of anguish <lies away, 
The worn limbs droop and faint. 
And o'er those reverend hairs, silver}' 

and hoar\'. 
Settles the senddance of a crown of 

glor>\ 

Tireless fire! 

Changing, i*anging 
Through all phases fancy-wrought. 
Changing like a Protean thought; 
Here's a glowing, warm interior, 
A Dut4'h tavern, rich and rosy 
With dee]) color, — sill ami lloor 
Dazzling as the white seashore. 
Where within his armchair cozy 



Sits a toper, stout and yellow, 
Bhnking o'er his steamy bowl; 

Hugely drinking, 

Slyly winking. 
As the pot-house Hebe passes, 
With a clink and clang of glasses; 
Ha! 'tis plain, the stout old fellow — 
As his wont is — waxes mellow, 
Nodding 'twixt each dreamy leer, 
Swaying in his elbow chair. 
Next to one, — a portly peasant, — 
Pipe in hand, whose swelling cheek, 
Jolly, rubicund, and sleek. 
Puffs above the blazing coal; 
While his heavy, half-shut, eyes 
Watch the smoke-wreaths evanescent, 
Eddying lightly as they rise, I 
Eddying lightly and aloof ' 
Toward the great, black, oaken roof! 

Dreaming still, from out the fire 
Faces grinuinir and grotesque, 
P'lasli an eery glance ui)on me; 
Or, once more, methinks 1 sun me 
On the breadths of hai)py plain 
Sloping towanls the southern main. 
Where the inmost soul of shadow 

Wins a golden heat. 
And the hill-side and the meadow 
(Where the vines and clover meet, 
Twining round the virgins' feet, 
Whih» the natural arabesque 
Of the foliage groui>e<l aliove them 
Droops, as if the leaves did love them, 
Over brow, and lips, and eyes) 
Gleam with hints of Paradise! 

Ah! the fire! 

(Jently glowing, 

Fairly flowing. 
Like a rivulet rii)pling deep 
Through the meadow-lands of sleep, 
IJonlered where Its music swells, 
\\y the langiud lotos-bells. 
And the twilight asphodels; 
Mingled with a richer l)oon 
Of queen-lilies, each a moon, 
OrlM'd into white completeness; 
O! the ])erfume! the rare sweetness 
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C)f those groiii)e(l and fairy flowers, 

Over which the love-loru hours 

Llnijer, — not alone for tliem, 

Though the lotos swings its stem 

With a lullini; stir of leaves, — 

Though the lady-lily waves, 

And a silvery undertune 

From some mystic wind-song grieves 

Dainty sweet amid the hells 

Of the twilight asphodels; 

Hut because a chann more rare 

(Jlorifll^s the mellow air, 

In the gleam of lifted eyes, 

In the tramiuil ecstasies 

Of two lovers, leaf -embowered, 
Lingering there, 

Each of whose fair lives hath flowered, 
y^ike the lily-petals fuiely, 
tiike the asphodel divinely. 

Titan arches! 

Titan spires ! 
Pillars whose vjist cai)itals 
Tower towanl ( 'yclopean halls. 
And whose unknown bases pierce 
Down the nether imiverse; 
Countless coruscations glimmer, 
Olow and darken, wane and shinmicr, 
'Twixt majestic standards, swooping, — 
Like the wings of some strange bird 
By mysterious currents stirred 
Of great winds, — or darkly drooping. 
In a hush sublime as death, 
When the conflict's quivering breath 
Sobs its gory life away. 
At the close of fateful marches, 
On an empire's natal day: 
(.'ountless coniscations glimmer, 
(ilow and darken, wane and shimmer, 
Koimd the shafts, and round the walls. 
Whence an ebon splendor falls 
On the scar-seamed, angel bauds, «- 

( Desolate bands! ) 
(rrasping in their ghostly hands 
WeaiK)ns of an anti(iue rage. 
From some lost, celestial age, 
When the serried throngs were hurled 
Blasted to the under world : 
81iattered spear-heads, broken brands, 



i And the mammoth, moonlike shields. 
Blazoned on their lurid flelds, 
With uncouth, malignant forms. 

Glowering, wild, 
Like the huge cloud-masses piled 
Up a Heaven of storms! 

• • • • • 

Ah, the faint and flickering Are! 

Ah, the Are! 
Like a young man's transient ire. 
Like an old man's last desire, 
Ix)! it falters, dies! 
Still, through weary, half-closed lashes, 

Stiil I see, 
But brokenly, but mistily. 

Fall and rise. 

Rise and fall. 
Ghosts of shifting fantasy; 
Now the embers, smouldered all. 
Sink to ruin ; sadder dreams 
Follow on their vanished gleams; 
Wailingly the spirits call. 
Spirits on the night-winds solemn. 
Wraiths of happy Hopes that left me; 
(Cruel! why did ye depart ? ) 
Hopes that sleep, their youthful riot 
Merged in an awful ciuiet, 
Witli the heavy grief-moiUds pressed 
On each pallid, pulseless breast, 
In that graveyard called tue ueaio*. 

Stem and lone. 
Needing no memorial stone, 
And no blazoned column: 

Let them rest ! 

Let them rest! 
Yes, H is iLseless to remember | 
May-mom in the mirk December;! 
Still, O Hopes! because ye were 
Beautiful, an<l strong, and fair, 
Nobly braves and sweetly bright, 

Who shall dare 
Scorn me, if through moistened lashes. 
Musing by my hearthstone blighted, 
Weary, desolate, benighted, — 
I, because those sweet Hopes left me, 
I, because my fate bereft me, 

Moiun my dead. 

Mourn, — and shed 
Ilot tears in the ashes ? 
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AX AXyiVEnSAItY. V 

O Love, it is our wedding day ! 

This morn, — how swift the seasons 
llee ! — 
A virgin mom of cloudless May, 

You gave your loyal hand to me, 
Your dainty hand, clasi>ed sweet and sure 
As Love's sweet self, for evennore! 

Love, it is our weilding-<lay. 

And memory flies from now to then ; 

1 mark the soft heat-lightning play 
Of hlushes o'er your cheek again. 

And shy hut fond foreshadowings rise 
Of tnmquil joy in tender eyes. 

O Love, it is our we<lding-day; 

The ver\' rustlini^ of vour di-ess. 
The trembling of your arm that lay 

On min<», with timorous hiii)piness. 
Your lluttenHl breath and faint foot- 
fall,— 
Ah, sw<*et, I hear, I S4»e them all! 

O Lov«», it is our we4lding-<Iay, 
And barkwanl Tim<**s strange current 
rolls. 

Till lif»'*s and lovt*'s auspicious May 
Once more is blooming in our souls. 

And larklikc, swrll the songs of hoix*, 

Your blissful bridal horoscope. 

O Love, it is our wcdding-<lay, — 

Yet say, di<l those fair hoi>es but sing, 
Lai^iMMl in the tuneful mom of May, 
To die or drtM)p on faltering wing. 
When noontidt* heats and evening 

I'hills 
Made pale tin* flowers and veiled the 
hills :> 

O Love, it is our wedilingnlay. 
And none of those glad ]io])es of 
vouth, 

Tlirilled to its height, outiM>unHl a lay 
To match our future's simple trutli: 

Though deep the joy of vow and shrine. 

Our w Nl.h'l »'alm is more divine! 



OLove, it is our we<lding-day ! 

Life's summer, with slow-waning 
beam. 
Tints the near autumn's cloud-land gray 

To softness of a fairy dream, 
Whence jK^ace by musing pathos kissed, 
Smiles through a veil of golden mist. 

O Love, it is our wedding-day; 

Tlu» conscious winds are whispering 
low 
Those [)assionate secrets of the M ly 

Fraught with your kisses long ago ; 
Warm memories of our years remote 
Are trembling in the mock-bird's throat. 

O Love, it is our weddingnlay, — 
And not a thrush in woo<lland bowers, 

And not a rivulet's silver>' lay, 
Nor tiny bee-song 'mid the flowers, 

Nor any voice of land or sea, 

But deepens love to ecstasy ! 

Our wedding-<Iay ! The soul's noontide! 

In these rare words at watchful rest 
What sweet, melodious meanings hide 

Like binls within one Iwilmy m»st. 
Each ({uivering with an impulse strong 
To flood all heaven and earth with song! 



FROM THE WOODS. 

Why should 1, with a moumfiU, mor- 
bid spleen. 
Lament that here, in this lialf-desert 
scene. 
My lot is i)lace<l ? 
At least the i>oet-winds are bold and 

louil, — 
At least tin* sunset glorifies the cloud, 
And forests old and proud 
Kustle their verdurous banners o'er the 
waste. 

Perchance 'tis best that I, whose Fate*8 

eclipse 
Seems final, — I, whose sluggish life- 

wavt» slips 
I^anguid away, — 
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Should hero, within th(*se lowly walks, 

ai>ait 
From the fierce throbbiiigs of the pop- 
ulous mart, 
('omiimiu; with iiiiiie own heart, 
While Wisdom blooms from buried 
HoiHs's decay. 

Nature, thou«;h wild her forms, sus- 
tains me still; 
The founts are musical, — the barren 
hill 
Glows with strange lights; 
Through solenm ])inc-groves the small 

rivnl«'ts (Wt 
Sparkling, as if a Naiad's silvery feet 
In quick and coy retreat. 
Glanced throimh tin* star-gl«»ams on calm 
sumuKT nights; 

And the gn»at sky, the royal heaven 

above. 
Darkens with stonns or melts with 
hues of love; 
While far n»mote, 
Jast where the sunlight smith's the 

woods with fire, 
W^akens the nudtitudinous svlvan 
choir; 
Their innocent love's desire 
Poured in a rill of song from each har- 
monioiLs throat. 

My walls are crumbling, but inmiortal 

looks 
Smile on me here from faces of ran* 
l>ooks : 
Shakspeare consoles 
My heiirt with true philosophies; a 

balm 
Of spiritual dews from hiunbler song 
or psalm 
Fills me with tender calm. 
Or through IiusIkmI heavens of sold Mil- 
ton's deep thunder rolls! 

And more than all, o'er shattered 

wrecks of Fate, 
The relics of a happier time and state, 
Hy nobler life 



Shines on unciuenched! O deathless 

love that lies 
In the clear nddnight of those passion- 
ate eyes I 
Joywanethl Fortune flies I 
What then? Thou still art here, soul of 
my sold, my Wife! 



DOLCE FAli M h:\TE. 

Let the world roll blindly on! 
(live me shallow, giv<» me sun. 
And a i^erfumed eve as this is: 

Let me lie, 

Dreamfully, 
When the last cjuick siml)eams shiver 
Spears of light athwart the. river. 
And a breeze, which seems the sigh 
Of a fairy floating by, 

Coyly kisses 
Tender leaf and feathered grasses; 
Yet so soft its breathing passes, 
These tall ferns, just glimmering o'er me, 
Ulending goldenly before me, 

llanlly quiver! 

I have done with worldly scheming, 
Mocking show and hollow seeming! 

Let me lie 

Idly here. 
Lapped in lulling waves of air. 
Facing full the shadowy sky. 
Fame ! — the very sound is drearj', — 
Shut, O soul! thine eyelids wear)'. 
For all natuiv's voices say, 
** 'Tis the close — the close of day, \ 
Thought and grief have hail their sway : " 
Now Sleep ban»s her balmy breast, — 

Whispt»ring low 
(Low as moon-set tides that flow 
Tj) still l>t»aches far away; 
While. fn)m out the lucid West, 
Flutelike winds of murmurous breath 
Sink to tender-panting death), 
** On my IxMom take thy rest; 
(Care ami grief have had their day!) 
'TIs the hour for dreaming. 
Fragrant rest, elysian dreaming!" 
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CAMBYSES AND THE MAC HOB I AN 

BOW, 

One mom, hard by a slumberous stream- 
let's wave, 
The plane-trees stirless in the unbreath- 

ing calm, 
And all the lush-red roses drooped in 

dream, 
I^ay King Cambyses, idle as a cloud 
That waits the wind,— aimless of thought 

and will, — 
But with vague evil, like the lightning's 

bolt 
Ere yet the electric death be forged to 

smite. 
Seething at heart. II is courtiers ringed 

him round. 
Whereof was one who to his comrades' 

eare. 
With bated breath and wonder-arched 

bmws, 
Extolled a certain Bactrian's matchless 

skill 
Displayed in bowcraft: at whose mar- 
vellous teats. 
Eagerly vaunted, the Kiui^'s soul grew 

hot 
With envv, for himself en'while had lx»en 
Bated the mightiest archer in his realm. 
Slowly he rose, and iK>inling southward, 

said, 
** Seest thou, PrcxasiK's, yonder slender 

palm, 
A mere uan shadow, (luiveriug in the 

light, 
To]>ped by a ghastly leaf-<Town ? Pri- 

tli«*e, now, 
Can this, thy famous Bactrian, standing 

here. 
Cleave with his shaft a hand\s bn»adth 

marked thereon?" 
To which BrexasiH's answered, "Xay, 

mv lonl: 
I s])ake of feats compassed by mortal 

skill, 
Not of gods' prowess.'' Unto whom, 

the King: — 
" And if myself, Brexasix's, made e.ssay. 



Think'st thou, wise counsellor, I too 

should fall?" 
** Needs uuist I, sire," — albeit the court- 



ier's voice 



Trembled, and some dark prescience 
bade him pause, — 

*'*' Needs must i hold such cimning more 
than man's; 

And for the rest, I pray thy pardon, 
King, 

But yester-«»ve, amid the feast and dance. 

Thou tarried'st with the beakers over- 
long.'' 

The thick, wihl, treacherous eyebrows of 

the King, 
That looked a sheltering ambush for ill 

thoughts 
Waxing to manhood of malignant acts. 
These tn'achei-ous eyebrows, ])ent-house 

fashion, closed 
O'er the black orbits of his fier\' eyes, — 
Wliich, clouded thus, but flashed a dead- 
lier gleam 
On all before him: smldenly as fire. 
Half choked and smouldering in its own 

dense smoke. 
Bursts into roaring radiance and swift 

flame. 
Touched by keen bn^aths of lilx'rating 

wiml, — 
So now Cambyses' eyes a stonny joy 
Stonnily lilltMl; for on I'rexasix's' son. 
His tirst-lK)rn son, th«v lingered, — a fair 

boy 
('Midmost his fellow-]>ages flushed with 

siK)rt), 
Who, in his office of King's cupl)earer. 
So gracious an<i so sweet were all his 

ways. 
Had even the captious sovereign seemed 

to ]»lease; 
While for tht» court, the reckk»ss, revel- 
ling c<mrt, 
Thev lo^'tHl him one and all: 
"(h),'' sai«l Cambyses now, his voice a 

hiss, 
I'oisonous and low, ''go, bind my dainty 
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To yonder palm-tree ; bind liim fast and 

sure, 
80 that no finger stirreth; which being 

done. 
Fetch me, Prexaspes, the Macrobian 

bow." 

Thus onlered, thus accomplished, fast 
they bound 

The innocent child, the while that mam- 
moth bow, 

Brought by the spies from Ethiopian 
camps, 

l^y in the King^s hand ; slowly, sternly 
up, 

He reared it to the level of his sight. 

Reared, and bent back its oaken massive- 
ness 

Till the vast muscles, tough as grape- 
vines, bulged 

From naked arm and shoulder, and the 
bonis 

Of the fierce wea])on groaning, almost 
met. 

When, with one lowering glance askance 
at him, — 

His doubting satrap, — the King coolly 
said, 

** Pn*xaspt*s, look, my aim is at the 
heart!" 

Then came the 8har]> twang and the 

<leadly whirr 
Of the loosed arrow, followed by the dull. 
Drear erho of a l)olt that smites its mark; 
And those of ki^enest vision shook to 

!H»e 
The fair ehild fallen forward across his 

IxMids, 
With all his limbs a-quivering. Quoth 

the King, 
C'lap]>ing PrexasiM's' shoulder, as in glee, 
**Go thou, ami tell me how that shaft 

hath spe<i:" 
Forwanl the wretcheii father, step by 

step. 
Crept, as one creeps whom black Hailean 

dreams. 
Visions of fate and fear unutterable. 



Draw, tranced and rigid, towards some 

definite goal 
Of horror; thus he went, and thus he 

saw 
What never in the noontide or the night, 
Awake or sleeping, idle or in toil, 
'Neath the wild forest or the perfumed 

lamps 
Of palaces, shall leave his stricken sight 
Unblasted, or his spirit purged of woe. 

Prexaspes saw, yet lived ; saw, and re- 
turned 
Where still environed by his dissolute 

court, 
Cambyses leaned, half scornful, on his 

bow: 
The old man's face was riven and white 

as death ; 
But making meek obeisance to his King, 
He smiled (ah, such a smile!) and feebly 

said. 
** What itm 1, mighty master, what am /, 
That I durst question my lord's strength 

and skill ? 
His arrows are like arrows of the god, 
£gy])tian Horns, — and for proof, — but 

now, 
I felt a child's heart (once a child was 

mine, 
'Tis my Lord's now and Death's), all 

mute and still. 
Pierced by his shaft, and cloven, ye 

gods! in twain!" 

Tlien laughed the great King loudly, till 

his beard 
Quivered, and all his stalwart body 

shook 
With merriment; but when his mirth 

was calmed, 
" Thou art forgiven," said he, " forgiv- 
en, old man; 
Only when next these Persian dogs shall 

call 
Cambyses <lmnkard, rise, Prexaspt»8, 

rise! 
And tell them how, and to what purposi', 

once. 
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Once, on a mom which followed hot and 
wan 

A night of monstrous revel and de- 
bauch, 

Cambyscs bent this huge Macrobiaii 
bow." 



BY THE AVriMS SEA. 

Fair as the dawn of the fairest day, 
Sad as the evening's tender gray, 
Hy the latest lustre of sunset kisse<I, 
That wavers ami wanes through an am- 
ber mist. 
There Cometh a dream of the past to me. 
On the des4»rt sands, by the autunui sea. 

All heaven is wrap])ed in a mystic veil. 
And the face of the oivan is dim and 

pale. 
And tliere rises a wind from the chill 

northwest. 
That seemeth the wail of a soul's unrest. 
As the twilij^ht falls, and the vaijors 

flee 
Far over the wastes of the autuum sea. 

A single ship through the gloaming 

glides 
I'pborne on tin' swell of the seaward 

tides: 
And above the gleam of her topmost 

spar 
Are tin* virgin «»yes of the vesper-star 
That shine with an angel's ruth on me, 
A h(>i>ele8s waif, by the autunm sea. 

The wini^s of the jjjhostlv beach-birds 

gleam 
ThrougTr the shinnnering surf, and the 

curlew's s<Team 
Falls faintly shrill from the darkening 

height ; 
The first weini sigh on the lips of Night 
IJn»athes low through the sedg«» and the 

blasted trei*. 
With a nuirnnir of doom, by thi> autunm 

sea. 



Oil, sky-enshadowed and yearning main, 
Your gloom but deepens this human 

pain; 
Those waves seem big with a nameless 

care, 
That sky is a t>'pe of the heart's <lespair, 
As I linger and muse by the sombre lea, 
And the night shades close on the an* 

tunm sea. 



THE WIFE OF BRITTANY, ''^' 

[Suggest eil by the Frankeleine's Tale of 
Chaucer.] 

PROEM. 

Tri'tii wed to beauty in an antique 

tale, 
Sweet-voi<'ed like some immortal night- 
ingale. 
Trills the clear bunh*n of her passsionate 

lay. 
As fresh, as fair as wonderfid to-day 
As when the nnisic of her balmy tongue 
Uavished the first warm hearts for whom 
she sung. 

Thus, when the early spring-tlawn buds 

are green, 
(tlistening beneath the aiuhlen silverj* 

sheen 
Of glancing showei-s; while heaven with 

bridegroom-kiss 
Wakens the virgin earth to bloom and 

bliss, 
Enamon^l breathing and soft raptures 

lN)rn 
About the n)seate footsteps of the mom. 
An old-world song, whose bret?zy music 

pours 
Through limpid channels 'twixt en- 
chanted 8hon»s, 
Steals on m«» wooingly from that far 

time 
When tuneful Chaucer wrought his 

lusty rhyme 
Into ran^ sha]K>s and fancies and delight, 
For Mav winds blithely blew, and haw- 

thorn flowers wen» bright. 
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O brave old jwet! genius frank and 
bold! 

Sustain me, cherish and around me 
fold 

Thine own hale, sun-warm atmosphere 
of song, 

Lest I, who touch thy numbers, do thee 
wronij; 

Speed the deep nu^asure, make the mean- 
ing shine 

Ruddy and high with healthful spirit 
wine. 

Till to attempere<l sense and quickening 
ears 

My strain some faint harmonious echo 
bears 

From that rich realm wherein thy cor- 
dial art 

Throbbed with its pulse of fire 'gainst 
youthful England's heart. 

THE STOKY. 

Where the hoarse billows of the north- 
land Sea 

Sweep the nide coast of rockboimd Brit- 
tany, 

Dwelt, ages since, a knight whose war- 
rior-fame 

Might well have struck all carpet-knights 
with shame ;^ 

Vowed to great deeds and princely man- 
hoo<l, he 

Burgeoned the topmost-flower of chiv- 
alry ; 

Yet gentle-hearted, nursed one delicate 
thought 

Fixed firm in love: with anxious pain he 
sought 

To serve his lady in the noblest wise. 

And many a labor, many a grand em- 
prise 

He wrought ere that sweet lady couM be 
won. 

She was a maiden bright-aired «as the 
sun. 

And graceful as the tall lake-lilies are 

Flushed 'twixtthe twilight and the ves- 
l)er-star; 



But born to such rare state and sover- 

figi'.^y* 

He hardly durst before her bend the 
knee 

In passion's anlor and keen heart dis- 
tress ; 

Still, at the last, his loyal worthiness 

And mild olx'isance, his observance 
high 

Of manly faith, firm will, and constancy 

Aroused an answering pity to his 
sighs, 

Till pity, grown to love, beamed forth 
from genial eyes. 

Thus with pure tnist, and cheerful calm 

accord. 
She made this gentle suitor her souVs 

lonl; 
And he, that thence their happy fates 

should stray 
Through ])astures beauteous as the fields 

of May, 
Swore of his own free mind to use the 

right 
Iler mercy gave him, with no chiu*Iish 

might. 
Nor e*er in wanton freaks of mastery, 
Ire-bred perverseness, or shan> jeal- 
ousy, 
Vex the clear-flowing current of her 

days. 
Shethankcii him in a hundred winning 

ways : 
"And I," she said, "will be thy loyal 

wife; 
Take here my vows, my solemn troth 

for Ufe. " 

On a June morning, when the verdurous 

woods 
Flushed to the core of dew-lit solitudes, 
Murmured almost as wUh a human 

feeling, 
Temlerly. low, to frolic breezes stealing 
Through dappled shades and depths of 

daintv fern. 
Crushed here and there by some low- 
whimpering bum. 
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These twain were wedded at a forest 

shrine. 
O saffron-vest<»d Ilvmen tlie divine I 
Did aiiglit of gloom or boding sliadow 

weigh 
Upon thy bUisliing consciousness that 

dav ? 
No! tliy frank face breathed only hope 

ami love; 
Earth laughed in wave and leaf, all 

ln»aven was fair above. 

Home to the lanA wherein the knight 
was born 

Blithely they rode upon tlie morrow- 
morn. 

Not far from Peninark; there Ihev lived 
in case 

And solace of matured felicities, 

lentil Arvira£:us whose soul of lire 

Not even fruition of his love's desire 

Could fill with languorous idlesse, cut 
the tie. 

Which bound to silken dalliance sud- 
denly. 

Sailing the straits for England's war- 
torn strand, 

There ampler bays to pluck from vic- 
tory's ** red right haml. *' 

But lolene. fond lolene, whose heart 
Can beat no longer, lonely and apart 
Krom him she loves, save with a sicken- 

im; stress 
Of fear o'erwrought and brooding ten- 
derness. 
Mourns for his absence with soul-wearv- 

ing plaint, 
Slow, pitiful tears and midnight mur- 

nuirings faint, 
And thus the whole world sadly sets at 

naught. 
Meanwhile her friends, who guess what 

canker-thought 
Pn^ys on her quiet, with a mild essiiy 
Strive to subdue her passion's torturing 

sway : 
Bewan*! beware, sweet lady, thou wilt 

slay 



i» 



Thy reason! nay thy ver>' lifers at stake! 
By love, and love's dear pleadings, for 

his sake 
Who yearns to clasp thee scathless to 

his breast, 
We pray thee, soothe these maddening 

cares to rest I'' 

Ev(»n as the patient graver on a stone. 
Laboring with tireless fingers, sees anon 
The shape embodying his rare fancies 

grow 
And lighten, thus ui>on her stubborn woe 
Their tireless comforts wi-ought, until a 

trust, 
C'lear-eyeil and constant, raised her 

from the dust 
And ashy shroud of sorrow; her despair 
Gave i>lace to twilight gladness and soft 

cluH^r 
Confirmed en^ long by letters from her 

love : 
** Dear lolenel ' ' he wrote, ** thou tender 

dove 
That tremblest in thy chilly nest at 

home. 
Prithee embrace meek patience till I 

come. 
Lo, the swift winds blow freshening o'er 

the sea, 
From out the sunset isles I speed to rest 

with thee!'* 

The knight's ancestral home stood grim 

and tall 
Beyond its shadowy moat and frowning 

wall ; 
It toi)ped a gradual sunmiit crooned 

with fir. 
Green murmurous myrtle, and wild 

juniper. 
Fnniting a long, rude, solitary strand, 
Whereon the earliest sunbeam, like a 

hand 
Of trenndous IxMiediction, rested bland, 
And warmly quivering: o*er the wave- 
worn lea 
(tleamed the broad spaces of the open 

sea. 
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Now often, witli her pitying friends 

beside. 
She walked the desolate beach and 

watched the tide, 
Forth looking through unconscious tears 

to view 
Sail after sail pass shimmering o'er the 

blue ; 
And to herself, ofttimes, "Alas!" said 

she, 
** Is there no ship, of all these ships 1 see. 
Will bring me home my lonl ? Woe, woe 

is me ! 
Though winds blow fresh, and sea-birds 

skim the main, 
Thou still delay'st, my liege! Ah, iri7i 

thou come ai^ain ? " 

Sometimes would she, half-dreaming, sit 

and think, 
Casting her dark eyes downward from 

the brink ; 
And when she saw those gi'isly rocks 

beneath. 
Round which the pallid foam, in many 

a wreath 
White as the lips of passion, faintly 

curled. 
Her thoughts would pierce to the drear 

under- world, 
'Mid shipwrecks wandering, and 

bleached bones of those 
O'er whom the unresting ocean ebbs and 

flows ; 
And though the shining waters hushed 

and deep. 
Might slumber like an innocent child 

asleep. 
From out the North her prescient fancy 

raised ^ 

Huge ghostlike clouds, and spectral 

lightnings blazed 
1' th' van of phantom thunder, and the 

roar 
Of multitudinous waters on the shore, 
Heard as in dreadful trance its billowy 

swells 
Blent with the mournful tone of far 

funereal bells I 



Her friends perceivhig that this seaside 

walk. 
Though gay and jovial their imstudied 

talk. 
But dashed her dubious spirits, kindly 

took 
And led her where the blossom-bordered 

brook 
Babbled through woodlands, and the 

limpid pool 
Lay crouched like some shy Naiad in 

the cool 
Of mossy glades; or when a tedious 

hour 
Pressed on her with its dim, lethargic 

power, 
They wooed her i\ith glad games or 

jocund song. 
Till the dull demon ceased to do her 

wrong. 

So, on a pleasant May mom, while the 
dew 

Sparkled on tiny hedgerow-flowers of 
blue. 

Passing through many a sun-brown orch- 
ard-field, 

They reach a fairy pleasauuce, which 
revealed 

Such prospects into breezy inland 
vales. 

The natural haunt of plaining nightin- 
gales. 

Such verdant, grassy plots, through 
which there rolled 

A gleeful rivulet glimpsing sands of 
gold. 

And winding slow by clumps of plumM 
pines. 

Rich realms of bay, and gorgeous jas- 
mine-vines, 

That none who strayed to that fair 
flowery place 

Had paused in wonder if its sylvan 
grace. 

Embodied, beauteous, with an arch em- 
brace 

Had stopped, and smiling, kissed them 
face to face. 
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A buoyant, blitliesoine company were 

Ihey, 
Grouped round the pleasaunce on that 

morn of May; 
Wit, sons, and rippling laughter, and 

arch looks 
That might have lured the wood-gotls 

from their nooks, 
£choed and flashed like dazzling arrows 

tipped 
With amorous heat; and now and then 

there slipptnl 
From out the whirling ring of jocund 

girls, 
Wreathing white arms and tossing wan- 
ton curls. 
Some maiden who with momentary mien 
Of coy demurencss bent o'er loloiic, 
And whispered sunniest nothings in her 

ear. 

First 'mid the brave gallants assembling 

there 
Aurelian came, a squire of fair <legree. 
Tall, vigorous, handsome, his whole air 

so fn*e. 
Yet courteous, and suvh princely swcet- 

nc>s blciit 
With every well-timed, graceful comi>li- 

ment. 
That sooth to sjK'ak, wh<»re'er Aurelian 

went. 
Totm-buh'ut tilt-yard and banmial hall, 
►Sporting afield or at high festival. 
Favor, like sunshine, filled his heart and 

eyes. 

Thus nobly gifted, high-l)orn, opulent, 

wise. 
One hidd«'n curse was his: for tnmblous 

veai-s,* 
Se<'retly, swayed in turn by h<)i»es an<l 

fears. 



• \V«' ;rro to Hupi)oso that Aurrliaii 1i:t<l w^eii 
Iol«»in" |irt.'vi<>uH to Iht iiiarriap', ami lliat oir- 
cuinstaiiccH Iia<l i»rcV('iitt>(I Iiir* Ih'Ooiimii}; iiili- 
iiiatf with h«T, t*r in any way iin>»oi'utinK liij* 
unit honi'Mly ami frankly. 



And all unknown to her, his heart* • 

desire, 
This youth had loved with wild, deliri- 
ous fire. 
The lonely, satl, unconscious loleue. 
He durst not show how love had brought 

him teen. 
Nor prove how deep his passion^s inward 

might; 
Thinking, half maddened, on hera1)8ent 

knight; 
Save that the bunlen of a love-lorn 

lay 
Would somewhat of his stifled flame 

betray, 
I^ut in those vague complainings poets 

use. 
When charging Love with outrage aud 

abuse 
Of his all-potent witcher>'. ** Ah,-' said 

he, 
** 1 love, but ever love despondently; 
For though one vision liaunts me, and I 

burn 
To hold that dream incaniatcHl, I yearn 
In vain, in vain; love breathes no bland 

return! " 

Thus only did Aurelian strive to sliow 
What pangs of hidden passion worked 

below 
The 8urfa<*e <>almness of his front serene; 
Unless p<»rhaps he met his beauteous 

Queen, 
Scan»e brightening at the banquet or the 

dance; 
When, with a pienMUg yet half-piteous 

glance. 
His eyes would setm-h, then stran^ly 

shun her face. 
As one coudenmed, who fears to sue for 

grace. 

I(ut on this self-same day, when home 

ward bound. 
Her fot)tsteps sought the loneliest path 

that wound 
Through tanglc<l copses to the upland 

ground 
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^■Vnil orchard dose, — her fair compan- 


As o'er a billowy field of ripened wheat 


ions kissed 


One sees perchance the spectral shadows 


With tearful thanks, and all kind friends 


meet, 


dismissed^ — 


Cast by a darkened heaven whose lower- 


Aiinilian, who the secret pathway knew, 


ing hush 


Through the dense growth and shrouded 


Broods, thunder-charged, above its gold- 


foliaaje drew 


en flush, — 


Near the pale Queen, the lady of his 


So, a dark wonder, a sublime suspense, 


dreams: 


Of gathering wrath at this wild inso- 


The evenings soft, pathetie splendor 


lence, 


streams 


Dinnned the mild glory of her brow and 


O'er her elear forehead and her chestnut 


lips; 


hair, 


Her beauty, more majestic in eclipse. 


All glorified a^ in eelestial air; 


Shone with that awful lustre which of 


IJut the dark eyes a wistful light con- 


old. 


fessed. 


In the yolls' temples and the fanes of 


And some soft murmuring fancies heaved 


gold. 


her hreast 


Blazed in the Pythia's face, and shook 


lienigtdy, like enamored tides that rise 


her form 

• 


And sink melodious to the west wind's 


With throes of baleful prophecy; a 


sighs. 


storm 




She stood ineurnate, in whose ominous 


He gazed, and the long passion lu» had 


gloom 


nursed, 


Throbbed the red lightning on the verge 


Impetuous, sudden, unrestrained, o'er- 


of doom. 


burst 




All Iwunds of custom and enforce*! re- 


But as a current of soft air, unfelt 


straint : 


On the lower earth, is seen ere long to 


*• C) lady, hear me: I am deadly faint. 


melt 


Yet wild with love! such love as forces 


The up-piled surge of temi)ests slowly 


man 


driven 


To beanl conventions, trample on the 


In scattered vapors through the dec])S of 


ban 


heaven. 


( )f i^arlial laws, spurn with contemptuous 


Thus a serener thought tenderly ]>layed 


hat»» 


Across her spirit; it^s jwrtentous shade, 


Whate'er would bar or blight his bliss- 


Big with unuttered wrath and meanings 


ful fate. 


dire. 


And in th<* f«'verons frenzy of his zeal. 


Began with slow, wan pulsings to expire; 


Even from the shrinking flowtM* he dotes 


A far (Ethereal voice she seemed to 


on, steal 


hear 


Blush, fnigi-ancr, and heart-dew I For- 


Luting its merciful accents in her ear. 


give! forgivr! 


Subtly hannonioufl : ** Yea," she thought. 


\Vliat! have 1 dared to tell theo this, to 


*Mn truth. 


live 


A rage, a ma<lness holds him, the ixx)r 


For aye hereafter in thy cold reganl? 


youth 


Yet veil thy scorn ; nor make more cold 


Is drunk with passion ! Shall I, deeply 


and hard 


blesseil 


The anguishetl life now cowering at thy 


By all love's sweets, its Imlm and tnistfu] 


feet." 


rest. 
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Crusli the less fortunate spirit! utterly 
Blight and destroy him, all for lore of 

me f 
His hopes, if hopes he hath, must surely 

die; 
. Still would I nip their blossoms tenderly, 
With a slight, airy frost-bite of con- 
tempt. 
God's mercy, good Sir Squire, art thou 

exempt 
Of courtesy as of reason ? \Vliat weinl 

spell 
Doth work this madness in thee and 

compel 
Thv nobler nature to such base do- 

spites *.* 
Forsooth, thou' It blush some day the 

flower of knights, 
Should this thv butldiuij virtue wax and 

grow 
To natural consummation I Come! tliy 

tlow 
Of weak solf-ruili might shame the veri- 
est child, 
A six years* pcevi^h urchin; whimpering 

wiltl. 
And scattering his torn locks, because 

a tar 
He sees and yearns to clasp, but cainiot 

clasp, a star I 



, « " 



She ceased, with shame and i>ity weigh- I 

ini; down 
Her dovelike lids denmroly, and a 

frown 
Ju^t struggling faintly with as faint a 

smili* 
(For the unite trembling sfjuire still 

knelt the while) 
Hound the arch dimples of her ro««y 

mouth; 
Whereon, in titful fashion, lik<* the 

South 
Which sweeps with petulant wing a field 

of bl(M)ms, 
Then dies a heedless death Mnong gold- 
en brooms 
And lavish shrubbery, brie My she re- . 

sumes. 



With quiek-<lrawn breath, the courses 

of her speech : 
"Aurelian, rise! Behold* st thou yon- 
der beach. 
And the blue waves beyond? those 

bristling rocks. 
O'er which the chafed sea, in quick thiui- 

der-shocks. 
Leaps passionate, ])anting through the 

shower>' spray. 
Roaring detiance to the calm-eyed day ? 
Ah, well, fantiistic boy! I blithely 

swear 
When von nide coast beneath us rises 

dear 
(Down to tin* fartlu^st bounds of wild 

Bretaigne), 
Of that black nimpart darkening sky 

and main, 
ril i»ay thy vows with answering vows 

again. 
And b«' — (iod save the mark! — thy 

panimour." 

Ih'r words struck keen and deep, even 

to the core 
Of tli<* rash listener's soul; they seemed 

to be 
More fatal in their careless ironv 
Than if th(> levin bolt, hurled from 

al>ove. 
Had slain at once his manhood and his 

love. 
What more he felt in sooth *twere vain 

to tell: 
He only heanl her whisiwring, ** Fare- 

thee-well. 
And Heaven assoil thee of all sinful sor- 
row!" 
Then with a grace and majesty which 

l)orrow 
Fresh lustn)us sweetness from an in^i'ard 

st ress 
And hidden motion of chaste gentle- 

n«'ss. 
She glid(>th like some beauteous cloud 

ai>art : 
Aurelian s:iw her pass with yearning 

pangH at heart. 
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Tlieii, likt> a noiiixled bird by the rude 

Clutched and bome onward, tortured, 

reckless, blind. 
Too rrail to struggle with that passion- 
warm att^ blast, 

Exultant heart whose ]\o\Ki were brave We take wild, wavering courses, and at 

and lilgli, last 

tjlirinlcs in tlie darkness withering all Are dashed. It ma; be, on the rocky 
its sky: viTge, 



Soui-epoclis are there, wlicn grief's piti- 
O'erwhelnis the amazed spirit; when the 




Or hurled o'erlhe unknown and perilous 

surge 
Of some [lark doom, when, bruised and 



I.'rged by a niooit Ihiis despenUe, care- 
less what 
Tliencefortli ticfell him, from lliat liate- 

fill S]K>I, 

The scene of audi 9t4;m anguisli and de- 
Aiirelian ruslie<I, he knew not, recked 



"Tliiw hrWltng rwkn, 
111 iiilck Ihun.li'r-fliDckii, 
;liruiigti tho ihowory sptay." 

All nlglit lie wandered In tlie forest drear. 
Till on tlie pale phantasmal front of mom 
The first thin flickering dsy'^leani 

glaneed forlorn, 
Wan as the wraith of perished hopes. 

tlie gliost 
Of wishes long sustained and fostered 

Sow gone for evermore. "O CUrislI 

that I," 
lie muttered hoarsely, '* might imsought 

for lie 
Here, in the dismal shadows and dank 

grass. 
And close my heavy eyelids, and rtt |>asa 
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With one l>rief struggle from the world 

of men, 
Never to grieve or languish, — never 

again ! 
Never to sow live seeds of expectation 
And joyous promise, to reap desolation; 
But as the seasons fly, snow-wreathed, or 

crowned 
With odorous garlands, rest in the mute 

ground, 
Peaceful, oblivious, — a Lcthdan cloud 
Wrapped round my faded senses like a 

shroud. 
And all earth's tunnoil and its juggling 

show 
Dead as a dream dissolved ten thousand 



years ago 



» >' 



Long, long revolving his sad thoughts he 

stood. 
When glct'fully from out the lightening 

wood 
Came the shari> ring of honi and echoing 

stred; 
A score of huntsmen, scouring at fidl 

Flashctl like a brilliant meteor o'er the 
scene. 

In royal pomp of glimmering gold and 
gri'cn ; 

Whereat, with wrathful gestures, -neath 
the dome 

Of the old wcKxl he hastened towards his 
home. 

Where day by day he grew more woeful- 
pah'. 

Calling on Heaven unheanl to ease his 
bale. 

Among his kinsfolk, many in hot haste. 
To salve an unknown womid with balms 

misplaced. 
Came the squirm's brother. Curio, — a 

wise scribe. 
Modest withal, and nobler than his triln^; 
With heart as loving as his bniin was 

wise: 
He could not see with cold, indifferent 

eyes 



Aurelian pass to madness or the grave. 

While care and wit of man perchance 
might save; 

So, pondering o-er what seemed a des- 
perate case, 

At length there leapt into his kindling 
face 

The flush of a bright thought. " l!y 
Heaven ! * ' cried he, 

** O brother, there may still be hope for 
thee; 

Therefore, take heart of grace, for what 
I tell 

Doubtless preludes a health-inspiring 
spell ; 

And thou, released from this long, sor- 
rowful blight, 

Shalt feel the stir of joy, and bless the 
morning light. 

**Ten years — ten centuries sometimes 

thev would seem — 
Passeil idly o'er me like a mystic's 

dream; 
Ten yeai-s agone, when these dull locks 

of mine 
Flowed round broad shoulders with a 

IH'ifumed shine. 
And life's clear glass overbrimmed with 

l>urpiing wine, 
I met in Orleans a shn»wd clerk-at-law. 
One all his comrades loved, yet viewed 

with awe, 
To whom the deciMJst lori? of antique 

ages. 
The stori'd secrets of old seers and 

sag*»s 
In (Greece, or Ind, or Araby, lay 

ban* ; 
Fn)m out the vacant kingdoms of the 

air, 
He could at will call forth a hundred 

forms. 
Hideous or lovely; the wild wrath of 

stonns; 
The zephyr's sweetness; bird, beast, 

wave, ()l>eyed 
The luminous signs his slender wand 

conveyed, 
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At whose weiixl touch men siok in flesh 

or brain 
Became their old, bright, hopeful selves 

ai^in. 
Aun»lian, rise ! shake off this vile disease, 
And ride with me to Orleans; an' it 

please 
God and our Lady, we may chance to 

meet 
Mine ancient comrade, who with deftest 

feat 
Of magic skill may cut the Gordian knot 
That long hath bound, and darkly binds 

thy lot." 

'* But/* said Aurelian, with a listless 

turn 
Of his droope<l head, and wandering 

eyes that bum 
With a quick feverish brilliance, "dost 

thou speak 
Of thine own knowledge, when thou 

bid' St me seek 
This rare magician ? Hast thou looked 

on aught 
Of all the mighty marvels he hath 

wrought?-' 

** Yea! I bethink me how, one summer's 
day. 

He led me through the city gates, away 

To the dark hollows *neath a lonely hill: 

So hushe<l the noontide, and so breath- 
less-still 

The drowsy air, the voice of one far 
stream 

Came like thin whispers murmuring in 
a dream; 

The blithesome grasshopper, his sense 
half closed 

To all his verdurous luxury, reposed 

Pendent upon the quivering, spearlike 
grain; 

Steeped in the mellow sunshine's noise- 
less rain. 

All Nature slept; alone the matron 
wren. 

From the thick coverts of her thorny 
den. 



Teased the hot silence with her twitter- 
ing low : 

My inmost soul accordant, seemed to 
grow 

Languid and dumb witliin that mystic 
place. 

At length the Wizard's hand across my 
face 

Was waved with gentle motion; a vague 
mist 

Flickered before me, on a sudden kissed 

To warmth and glory by an influence 
bright; 

The strangest glamour hovered o'er my 
sight, 

Wherethrough I saw, methought, a 
palace proud, 

Crowned by a lightning-veinM thunder- 
cloud, 

\VTiose wreaths of vapory darkness 
gleamed with eye^ 

Of multitudinous shifting fantasies; 

Its pinnacles like diamond spars out- 
shone 

The starry splendors of an orient 
zone; 

And, leading towards its lordly entrance, 
rose 

Through slow gradations to its marbled 
close. 

White terraces where golden sunflowers 
bloomed ; 

Above a ponderous portal archway 
loomed, 

High-columned, quaint, majestical: we 
passed 

Within that palace, gorgeous, wild, and 
vast. 

Ah I blessed saints ! what wonders weirdly 
blent 

Did smite me with a hushed astonish- 
ment! 

A troop of monsters couchant lined our 
path, 

Their tawny manes and eyes of fiery 
wrath 

Erect and blazing; an unearthly iXMur 

Of fury, shaking vaulted roof and 
floor, 
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Burst from each savage, inarticulate 

tliroat, 
In sullen eclioings lost through halls and 

courts remote. 

*'At the far end of glimmering colon- 
nades 

That gleamed gigantic through the dusky 
shades, 

Two miglity doors swept backward noise- 
lessly ; 

Tliere heaved beyond us a vast laboring 
sea ; 

Not vacant, for a stately vessel bore 

8wift down the threatening tides that 
flashed Ix'fore, 

Thronged with black-bearded Titans, 
such as moved 

In far-off times heroic, well-beloved 

Of the old gods; there at his stalwart 
ease, 

Shouldering his knotted club, great Her- 
cules 

Towered, his tierce eyes touched to dewy 
light. 

And rapt on Ilylas, who, serenely bright. 

With intense gaze uplifted, tranced and 
mute, 

Ileanl, in ecstatic reverie, the lute 

Of Orpheus plaining to the waves that 
l>ow 

And dance subsiding round the blazoned 
prow ; 

Till the rude winds blew meekly, and 
caresse<l 

The mimic golden fleeces o'er the crest 

Of bard and warrior, on their secret quest 

Boiuid to the groves of C'olchis; and the 
bark. 

Round which had frowned a threatt»ning 
shai)e and dark, 

Xow seemwl to thrill, like some proud, 
sentient thing 

That glories in the pn)we»s of its wing. 

The gusty billows of that turbulent sea 

'llieir wild crests smoothed, and slowly, 
I>antingly, 

Sunk to the quiet of a chanuM calm; 

What odors llesiH'rean, what rich balm 



Freight the fair zephyrs, as they shyly 
run 

0*er the lulled waters dimpling in the 
sun ! 

And murmurings, hark ! soft as the long- 
drawn kiss 

Pressed by a young god-lover hi his 
bliss 

On li[>s immortal, when the world was 
new; 

And, lo! accoss the pure, pellucid 
blue, 

A barge, with silken sails, whose beaute- 
ous crew. 

Winged fays and Cupids, curl their 
sportive anns 

O'er one, more lovely in her noontide 
charms 

Than youngest nymphs of Paphos; fra- 
grant showers 

Of freshening roses, all luxuriant flowers 

That feed on eastern dews, their fairy 
bands 

Scatter about her from white liberal 
hands; 

While o'er the surface of the dazzling 
water. 

Dark-eyed, mysterious, many an ocean 
daughter 

Flashes a vanishing brightness on her 
way. 

Half seen through tiny tinklings of the 
s])niy ; 

And music its full heart in airy falls 

Outpours, like silveiy cascades down the 
walls 

Of haunted rocks, and golden cymbals 
ring. 

And lutelike measures on voluptuous 
wing 

Rise gently to the trancM heavens, re- 
plying 

From azure-tinted deeps in a low pas- 
sionate sighing. 

**Then were all climes, all ages, wildly 

blended 
On blood-red fields, wherefrom shrill 

shouts ascended 
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Of naked warriors, huge and swart of 
limb, 

Mixed with the mailed Grecians' omi- 
nous hymn, 

"Where mighty banners starlike waved 
and shone 

'Mid cloven bucklers grandly; and 
anon 

MarcluMl the stern Roman phalanx, with 



a ring 



Ami clash of spears, and lusty trum- 



petin 



gt 



And steeds that neighe<l dffiance unto 

dejith. 
And all war's dreadful i)omp and hot, 

devouring breath. 
Last, on a sudden, the whole tumult 

died. 
The vision disappf'ared ; pale, leaden- 

eyetl. 
Bewildered, on the enchanted floor I 

sank; 
When next my wakening spirit faintly 

drank 
Life's consciousness, within my lonely 

room 
I sat, and round me droojxHl tht». dreary 

twilight gloom." 

Enough, good brother! By the Holy 

Hood 
Thy tale is medicinal! the black mood. 
Which like a spiritiuil vulture seized 

and tore 
My heart-strings, and imbued its beak 

in gore 
Hot from the soul, beneath the golden 

si)ell 
Of sovereign hope hath sought its native 

hell. 
Tlien, ho! for OrleaiLs!'' At the wonl 

he spnmg 
Light to his feet ; it seemed there scarcely 

bung 
One trace of his long madness round 

him now, 
So blithe his smile, so bright his kind- 
ling brow. 
All day they rode till waning afternoon, 



Through breezy copses, and the shad- 
owy i>oon 
Of mightier woods, when, as the latest 

glance 
Of sunset, like a level burnished lance, 
Smote their steel morions, sauntering 

near the town, 
With thoughtful mien, robed in his 

scholar's gown, 
Thev met a keen-eyed man, ruddy and 

tall; 
O'er his grave vest a beard of wavy 

fall 
Flowed like a rushing streamlet, rippling 

down : 
" Welcome! " hecrie<l in mellow accents 

deep; 
*' The stars have warned me, and my 

visioneil sleep 
Foretold your mission, gentles. Curio, 
I wliat ! 

Thine ancient, loving comrade quite 

forgot ? 
Spur thy dull memory, gossip ! " 

"By St. Paul I 
The learned clerk, the gracious Artevall, 
Or glamour's in it," shouted Curio; 

"yet 
Thou look' St as hale, as young, as firmly 

set 
In face and form, as if for thee old 

Time 
I [ad stoppeil his flight. ' ' A lofty glance, 

sublime 
And swift as lightning, from the Magi- 

an's eye 
Darttnl some latent m(>aning grave and 

bigb. 
He spake not, but the twain he gently 

le<l 
AVlierc grassy pathways and fair meads 

w«re spread. 
Skirting the city walls, till near them 

stood, 

Fronting the gloomy boskage of a wood. 
The wizard*s lonely home, I need not 

pause 
To tell how magic and the occult laws 
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Of sciences long dead that sage's 
lore 

Did in the spectral midnight hours ex- 
plore. 

Enough, that his strange spells a mar- 
vel wrought 

Beyond the utmost reach of cre<lulous 
thought. 

At last he said, ^' Sir Squire, my task is 
o'er; 

Go when thou wih. and view the Breton 
shore, 

And thou shalt see a wide onwrinkled 
strand, 

Smooth as thy lovely lady's delicate 
hand, 

Washed by a sea o'er which the halcyon 
West 

Broods like a happy heart whose dreams 
are dreams of rest. " 



PART III. 

Meanwhile Arviragus, a year before 

Returned in honor from the English 
shore, 

I/cd with his faithful lolene that 
life 

Harmonious, justly balanced, free from 
strife, 

Which crowns our hopes with a true- 
hearted wife. 

Ne- er dreamed he, as she laid her happy 

head 
Close to his heart, what cloud of shame 

and dread 
Gloomed o'er his placid roof-tree; but 

content 
To think how nobly his late toils had 

si)ent 
Their force beneath Death's gory drip- 
ping brow 
Through shocks of battle, a fresh laurel 

bough 
Plucking therefrom to flourish green 

and high 
About his war-worn temples' majesty, 



Gladly from bloodshed, conflicts, and 

alarms 
Here rested in those white, encircling 

arms, 
And oft his strong heart thrilled, his 

eyes grew dim. 
To know, kind heaven! how deep her 

love for him. 

Thus month on month the cheerf td days 

went by, 
Like carolling birds across an April sky, 
A fairy sky undimmed by clouds or 

showers. 
But on a morning, while her favorite 

flowers 
lolene tended, in the garden-walks 
Pausing to clip dead leaves and prop the 

stalks 
Of drooping plants, herself more sweet 

and fair 
Than any flower, the brightest that 

blushed there, 
Her loitl stole gently on her unaware; 
His haughty grace all softened, he bowe<l 

down 
To kiss the stray curls of her locks of 

browTi, 
Thick sown with threads of tangled, 

glimmering gold: 
"At need," he said, "thou canst be 

calm and bold ; 
Therefore, thou wilt not yield to foolish 

woe 
If duty parts us briefly. Wife, I go 
To scourge some banded ruflians who of 

late 
Assailed our peaceful serfs, and our es- 
tate — 
Thou knowest it well — northwest of 

Penmark town, 
Ravished with sword and fire. Thy 

lord's renown, 
Yea, and thy lord, were soon the scoff of 

all. 
If in his own fair fief such crimes befall 
Unscourged of justice; so, dear loye, 

ailieu! 
Nor fear the end of that I have to do." 
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Thus spake the knight, who forthwith 
raised a shout. 

And bade them bring liis stalwart war- 
horse out; 

When, on the sudden, a steed, tall, jet- 
black, 

Le<l by a groom came whinnying down 
the track, 

'Twixt the green myrtle hedges; at a 
l>oiuid 

He vaulleil in the selle; smilingly round 

He turned to wave "farewell" with 
mailed hand, 

And then rode blithely down the sunlit 
land. 

That evening, at the close of vesper 

prayer, 
Wandering along through the still twi- 
light air, 
lolcne, somewhat sad and sick in mind. 
Met in her homewanl pathway, low-re- 
clined 
Beneath the blasted branches of an oak, 
Aurelian, her wild lover of old days: 
She started backwanl in a wan amaze. 
But he, uprising calmly, bowed and 

spoke; 
'* Ila! thou recall'st me, lady? I had 

deemed 
These bitter years which have so scarred 

and seamed 
Whate'er of grace I owned in youthful 

prime, 
Had razed me from thy memory. See a 

rime 
Like that of age hath touched my locks 

to white; 
Yet never once, — so help me heaven! — 

by night 
< >r day, in storm or brightness, hath my 

soul 
Veered but a point from thee, its starry 

goal. 
A mighty piui>ose doth itself fulfil, 
Wise men have said. Lady! I love thee 

still. 
And Love works marvels. Prithee come 

with me. 



Ay, quickly come, and thou thyself slialt 

see 
I am no falsehood-monger. Tea, come, 

come!-' 
nis words, his sudden passi<m, smote her 

dumb. 
And from her cheeks, those delicate gar- 
dens, wane 
The rare twin roses, as when autumn 

rain, 
Fatally sharp, sweeps o'er some doomed 

domain 
Of matron blooms, and their rich colors 

fade 
Like rainbows slowly dying, shade by 

shade. 
Unto wan spectres of the flowers that 

were. 
With languid head and thoughts of pre- 
scient fear, 
Passively following where Aiurelian 

guides, 
She hears anon the smrge and rash of 

tides 
On the seashore, and feels the freshen- 
ing spray 
Bedew her brow. "Lady, look forth, 

and say 
If, to a love unquenched, unquenchable. 
Eternal Nature yields not; its strong 

spell 
Hath toiled for me, till the rocks rooted 

under 
Those heaving waters have been rent 

asunder, 
And the wide spaces of the ocean plain, 
Down to the farthest bounds of wild 

Bretaigne, 
Rise calmly glorious in the day-god's 

beam. 
Look, look thy fill! it is no vanishing 

dream: 
Lo! now I claim thy pramite I " 

A keen gleam 
Shot its victorious radiance o'er his 

brow. 
But she, bewildered, tremulous, shrink- 
ing low, 
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ller clinched hands pale even to the fin- 
ger-tips, 

Pi*essed on her blinded eyes and faltering 
lips, 

Sued in a voice like wailing wind that 
bi*eaks 

From aspen coverts over lonely lakes, 

In the shut heart of immemorial dells, — 

A fitful, sobbing voice, whose anguish 
swells, 

Bunlened with deep upyeaniing suppli- 
cation, 

Coldly across his evil exultation. 

She pleails for brief delay, with frenzied 
pain 

(Trasi)ini; at some dim phantom of the 
bniiii, 

Shadowing a vague deliverance. *'As 
thou wilt,'* 

He answered slowly. '' Well I know the 



guilt 



Of broken vows can never rest on thee ! 
Pass by unhurt!" Mutely she turned to 

flee, 
Xor paused until her chambered privacy 
She reached with panting sides, pallid as 

death. 
And gjisping with short, anguished sobs 

for breath. 
*' Caught am I, trapped like a poor flut- 
tering binl. 
Or tlai)ple<l yimngllng from the Innocent 

herd 
Lured to a i)itfall ! Yet such oath as this 
\V«*re surely void ? If not, he still shall 

miss — 
Whate'er betide — his long-exix»ctc<l 

bliss! 
Better pure-folded arms, and stainless 

sleep 
Where the gniy-tlrooping willow- 

bninches weep, 
Than meet a fate so hideoiLs! Let me 

think! 
Others, — pure wives, brave virgins, on 

the brink 
Of shame and ruin, have struck home 

an»l fled. 
To fin«l unending quiet with the dead." 



Borne down as by a demon's hand which 

pressed 
Invisible, but stifling on her breast, 
With brain benumbed, yet bumiDg, and 

a sense 
Of utter, weariexl, desperate impotence, 
Her forlorn glance around the darkening 

room 
lioving in lu^lpless search, from out the 

gloom 
Caught the blue glitter of a half-sheathed 

blade, 
A small but tren(*hant steel, whose lustre 

played 
Halefully bright, and like a serpent's 

eye 
Fixetl on her with mahgn exi)ectancy» 
Drew heri>erforce towanls Death, — that 

death which seemetl 
The sole, stern means through which 

her fame redeemed. 
Should soar la spiritual beauty o'er the 

tomb 
Wherein might rest her body's moidder- 

ing bloom. 

Ah, me! the looks distraught, the 

passionate care, 
The whole wild scene, its misery and 

despair, 
Ck)me back like scenes of yesterday. 

Half bowed 
Her queenly fonn, and the pent grief 

allowed 
A moment's frecilom shakes her to the 

core. 
The inmost seat of reason. ** All is 

o'er," 
She munnurs, as her slender fingers feel 
The deadly edge of the cold shnumerlng 

steel. 
At once her swift arm flashes to its 

height, 
While the poised death hangs quivering, 

and her sight 
Grows dazed and giddy: when from far, 

so far 
It sounded like the weird voice of a 

star, 
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Muffled by distance, yet distinct and 

deep, 
About her in the terrible silence creep 
Accents that seize as with a bodily 

force 
On her white ann suspended, and its 

course 
To fatal issues, with arresting will 
Hold rigid, till supine it drops and 

still. 
Back to its drooping level, and a 

clang 
Of the freed steel through all the chani- 

\wT ran? 
Sharply, and something shuddered 

down the air 
Like wings of baffled fiends passing in 

fierce despair. 

A warning blent of pniscient wrath and 

prayer 
Those accents seemed, where through a 

palpable dread 
I^n coldly shivering. ** Pause, pause, 

pause!" they said; 
*' IJar not thy hopes *gahist chance of 

happier fate ! 
The circuit vast which rounds life's dial- 

plaU' 
Ilath many lights and shades; its hand 

which lowers 
So threatening n<tWy may move to 

golden hours. 
And thou on this sad time may'st look 

like one 
Smiling on mortal woes from s<mie 



unsetting sun. 



»> 



Motionless, overcome by hushing awe, | 
She hcanl the mystic voice, and dn^amed ; 
she saw, 

r 

Just o'er the dubious Iwrders of the 

light. 
A wavering apparition, scarce more 

bright 
Than one faint moon-ray, through the 

mistv tears 
Of cloude<l evenings seen on breezelcss 

moimtain meres. 



Mistlike It waned; but In her heart of 

hearts 
The solemn counsel sank: with guilty 

starts, 
She thought how near, through griefs 

bewildering blight, 
How near to death, to death and shame, 

this night 
Her reckless soul had strayed. Yet 

short-lived hope 
Moved hour by hour through paths of 

narrowing scope, 
As, day by day, her term of grace 

passed by, 
Like phantom birds across a phantom 

sky; 
Her lord still absent, and Aurelian 

bound 
(For thus he wrote her) to one weary 

round, 
Mom after mom, of pacings to and fro. 
Within the wooded garden-walls below 
ITie city's southward portals. * * There," 

said he, 
^^ Each day, and all day long, impatiently 
I wait thy will." 

As when in dewy spring, 
*Mid the moist herbage closely nestling, 
Ofttimes we see the hmited partridge 

cling, 
Panting and scared, to the thick-cover- 
ing grass, 
The while above her couch doth darkly 

pass 
\\niat seemeth the shadow of a giant 

wing. 
And she, more lowly, with a cowering 

stoop. 
Shivers, expecting the fell, fiery swoop 
Of the gaunt liawk, tliat (rorsair of Uio 

breeze. 
And feels beforehand his sliari) talons 

seize 
And rend her tender vitals; so at home, 
lolene, trembling at the stroke to come. 
Touched by tlie lurid shadow of her 

doom. 
Lingered ; until, upon a sunny dawn, 
Her lord returning, gayly up the lai^n 



i:U 



LEGENDS AND LYRICS. 



IJrgod his blitlic courser, and, dismount- 
ing, came 

Uj)on her, warmly glowing, all aflame 

With hope and love. But as her drearj* 
eyes 

Were tunied on his, a tiuick, disturl>ed 
8uri)rise 

And then a terror, smote him, and the 
voice 

All jubilant, full-breathed to say, "Re- 
joice, 

Our foes are slain!" clave stammering 
in his throat. 

But she, her loose, dishevelled locks 
afloat 

Uound the fair-sloping shoulders, her 
hands clasi)ed 

About his mailed knees, brokenly gasped 

Her anguish forth, and told her sorrow- 
ful tale. 

Dizzy and mute, and as the marble 
pale 

Whereon he leaned, unto the desixMate 
close 

TIh' knight heard all, looked in a cold 
repose 

More dread than stormiest passion ; life 
and strength 

{Seemed slowly ebbing from him, till at 
length 

His soul, like om^ that walks the fatal 
sand 

(Whose treacherous smoothness looks a 
solid stnmd. 

But tempts to ruin), felt all earth grow 
dim. 

And round him saw, as in a chaos, 
swim 

Joy's fair horizon melting in the 
cloud. 

But soon his stalwart will, rugged and 
proud. 

Woke Iionlik(> to acti(m: a swift flush 

Rushed like a suns<»t river's reddenimj 
glow ! 

O'er the tempestuous blackness of his | 
brow. 

Pregnant with thunder; through the dis- 
mal hush, 



His pitiless voice, sharp-echoing round 

about 
Tlie clanging court, leaped like a falchion 

out. 

" Thou hast played with honor as a jug- 
gler's ball; 
God strikes thee from thy balance, and 

the thrall 
Art thou, henceforth, of one vainglorious 

deed. 
What! shall we plant with rash caprice 

the seetl 
Of bitterness, nor look for some harsh 

fruit 
To spring untimely from its poisonous 

root? 
What! a lewd spark, a perfumed pop- 
injay, 
Dares in the broad-browed, honest gaze 

of day. 
To dash a fold tln)ught, like the hideous 

spray 
C)f Hell, right in thy forehead, — and 

thv hand, 
Whi<'h should have towered as if the 

levin-brand 
Of scorn and judgment armed it, but a 

bland 
Dismissal signs him! not one hint which 

tells 
Thy lord, meantime, what loathsome 

secret dwells 
Here, by his hearthstone, mutned up, 

eoncealetl. 
And like a corse corrupting, till, rcvealetl 
By vengeful doom, its ])estilent odor 

steals 
Outwanl, while all the wholesome blood 

<'ongeals 
To a chill horror, and the air grows vile. 
And even the blessed sun a death* s-head 

smile 
Assumes in our distempennl fantasy? 
By Heav*»n! this withering curse which 

hangs o'er thee, 
() lolene!" — but here his angry voice 
Broke short, — *' There is no choice," he 

moaned, ** no choice. 
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Yea, wife I may (.'brist a<lju(lge me if ] 

lie, 
To endless, as now keen calamity. 
But through this troublous gloom my 

mind discerns 
One lonely light to guide us; lo. it bums 
Lurid, yet clear, by whose tierce flame 1 

see — 
Ah, grief malign! ah, bitter destiny! — 
As if God's own right hand the blazing 

pain 
And fiery bale did 'stamp on soul and 

brain. 
These tonus of doom : 

IShamf' and fh'sj)airfor hofh. 
Sorrow and heartbreak! Through all, 

keep thine oath, 
Thou troinan, »elf'hirolr(.dy nelf-lost ; 

and so 
Fare the hlark front of this treincndous 



r >> 



woe : 

She l)owod as if a blast of sudden wind. 
Breathing full winter, sniote her cold 

and blind ; 
Then as one wauilfring in a soul-eclipse, 
Feebly she rose, and with her (piivering 

lil)s 
Kissed her pale lord, stifling onedesolatc 

(TV. 

Anon she moved around him noiselessly 
Bent on the small, sweet oflices of love; 
And sometimes pausing, she would 

glance above 
With tearless eyej*, forsolenm griefs like 

this. 
Blighting at once both root and flowers 

of bliss, 
Are arid as the desert, and in vain 
Thirst for the cooling freshness of the 

rain. 
Fitfully led from treasured nook to 

nook 
Of her dear home, she walked with far- 
off look. 
And absent fingers, plying household 

tasks: 
Bravely her sunless wretchedness she 

masks 



Through moments deemed unending 

while they passed — 
When passed, a flickering point ! Hark ! 

The doomed hour at last^ 

• • • • • 

An afternoon it was, stirless and calm: 
From field and garden-close rare breaths 

of balm 
Made the air moist and odorous. Nature 

lay 
Divinely peaceful; only far away 
In the broad zenith, a strange cloud 

unfurled 
Its boding banner weirdly o'er the world ; 
Whilst lolene, her veiled head sadly 

bowed. 
Passed through the gay thori)e and its 

motley crowd. 
To where a great wall towered this side 

a wootl. 
All things h(T mazed, chaotic fancy 

viewed 
Looked dreamlike; even Aurelian lin- 
gering there. 
To meet her in the shadiest forest-lalr, 
Cfleamed ghostly dim, a dreadful ghost 

in sooth, — 
For still a hideous trance appeared to 

press 
Upon her and a nightmare helpless- 
ness,— 
To whom she knelt in sad mechanic 

guise. 
Pleading for mercy with such piteous 

eyes. 
And such soft flow of self-bewailing 

nith, 
Aurelian felt his passion's qidvering 

chonls 
Stilled at the touch of those pathetic 

wonls. 
That glance of wild appealing agonies. 
Stirred by his nobler nature's grave 

command 
(That fair, indwelling angel sweet and 

grand, 
Bom to transmute the worn and blasted 

soil 
Of sinful hearts by his celestial toll 
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To PMen places and the haunts of God), 
He stooped, and, courteous, raised her 

from the sod. 
And wliispered closely in her eager 

ear 
Words which his guardian genius smiled 

to hear ; 
Words of release, and balmy breathing 

cheer. 
And while his softening gaze a grateful 

mist 
Feelingly dimmed, with knightly grace 

he kissed 
Her drooping forehead, and loose tresses 

thrown 
In rippling waves adown the heaving 

zone; 
Once, twice, he kissed her thus, with 

reveren(re meek; 
But when her brimming eyes uplifted, 

seek 
Aurelian now, with eloquent looks to 

t«'ll 
What tenderest words could not convey 

so Wi'll, 

SIh! only hears the tree-stems, tall and 

brown, 
Thegoldon leaves come faintly fluttering 

down, 
An<l only li»yn*s the wind of sunset moan : 
Miihiiost the twilight wood the lady 

stands alone. 

Stung by his misery into frenzied mo- 
tion. 

Her lord meantime beside the n^stless 
oeean 

Ikoamed. hearkening to the mournful 
undertone 

Of the sea's mighty heart, which touched 
liis own, 

() (i(>«l, how sadly! when abnii>tly lift- 
ing 

His furrowed brow, long fixed \\\>o\\ the 
shifting 

And mimic whirlwimls of loose sand that 
flew 

Hither and thither, as the brief winds 
blew 



At fitful whiles from o'er the watery 
waste, 

He saw, as if she spumed the eart!h in 
haste, 

His gentle wife returning, with a 
face 

Whereon there dwelt no shadow of dis- 
grace; 

A face that seemed transfigmred in tlie 
light 

Of Paradise, it shoqe so softly bright. 

Beautiful ever, round her now there 
hovered 

A subtle, new-born glory, whicli discov- 
ered 

A shajH? so dazzling, you liad thoiiglit tlie 
plume 

Of some archangel's pinion cast its 
bloom 

AlMJUt her, and the veil of heaven with- 
drawn. 

She viewed the mystic streams, the 
sapphire dawn, 

And heard the choirs celestial, tier on 
tier 

Uptowering to the uttermost golden 
sphere. 

Sing of a vanquished dread, a blest re- 
lease, 

The elTluence and the solemn charm of 
peace. 

Evening closed round them: o'er the 

placid r»»aeh 
Stretching far northward of the sea-ght 

beach. 
They passi'd, while night's first planet in 

the sky 
Fultere<l from out the stillness timidly. 
And perfmned breezes nustled munnur- 

ing by, 
'Twixt the grim headlands up the glens 

to die, 
A nil white-wing«Hl sea-binls, with a long- 

dniwu er>'. 
Which spake of hom«»wanl flight and 

billowv nest, 

ft 

(ilanced throui^h the sunset down the 
waveriui; West. 
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Evening closed o'er tliem, mellowing 

into dark; 
Along the horizon's edge, a tiny spark, 
Dull-red at first, but broadening to a 

white 
And tran(|uil orb of silver-streaming 

light. 
Slowly the Night Queen fair her heaven 

ascends : 
The outlines of those loving forms she 

blends 
Into one luiiiinoas shade, which seems 

to float, 
Mingle and melt in shining mists remote; 
Type of two perfect lives, whose single 

soul 
Oiitbreathes a cordial music, sweet and 

whole. 
One will, one mind, one joy-tnicircled 

fate, 
An<rone wingiHl faith that soars beyond 

the heavenly gate. 



My song, which now hath long flowed 

unperplexed 
Through scenes so various, calm as 

heaven, or vexed 
IJy gusty ]>a8sion, reaches the lone shore, 
CJhostlike and strange, of silence and old 

dreams ; 
F'ar-off its weird and wandering whisper 

seems 
Like airs that faint o'er mitracked oceans 

hoar 
On haunt^Ml midnights, when the moon 

is low. 
t\jii\ now 'tis ended: long, yea, long 

ago. 
Lost on the wings of all the winds that 

blow. 
The dust of these dead loves hath passed 

away ; 
Still, still, methinks, a soft, ethereal 

ray 
Illumes the tender record, and makes 

bright 
Its heart -<leep pathos with a marvellous 

light. 



So that whatever of frenzied grief and 
pain 

Man-ed the pure currents of the cr>'stal 
strain, 

Transfigunnl shines through fancy's mel- 
lowing tmnce, 

Touching with golden haze the quaint 
old-world romance. 

Note. — (Jf "The Franklelne8 Tale." tbe 
plot of which hiw been followcil in "The Wife 
of Brittany," UiohHrd Henry Home, the au- 
thor of ** Orion," 8ayH: "It in a noble story, 
I)erfect in it8 moral puriNtfte, and chivalrous 
self-devotion to a feeling; of truth and honor; 
but it would have been more Miti8factory in an 
intellectual sense had a <listinction been made 
between a sincere pledge of faith and a ' merry 
bond ! ♦ " 



THE niVElL 

[" Man's life is like a river, which likewise 
hath \i» seasr)ns or phases of pro((ress: first, its 
spring rise, g(*ntle and beautiful; next, its 
sununer, of «'ventful maturity, mixe<l calm, 
and storm, followe<l by autumnal decadence, 
and mists of winter, after which cometh the 
all-embruoing sea, type of that mystery we 
call eternity!"] 

Ui» ambng the dew-lit fallows 

Slight but fair it took its rise, 
And through rounds of golden shallows 

i^rightened under broadening skies; 
While the delicate wind of morning 

Touched the waves to happier grace, 
Like a breath of love's forewarning, 

Dimpling o'er a virgin face, — 
Till the tides of that rare river 

Mei^ed and mellowed into one. 
Flashed the shafts fromsundawn*8 quiver 

Backwanl to the sim. 

Royal breadths of sky-bom blushes 
Burned athwart its billowy breast, — 

But bt^yond those roseate flushes 

~~ Shone the snow-white s\i'ans at rest; 

Bound in gi-aceful flights the swallows 
Dipped and soartnl, and soaring sang, 

And in bays and reMl-l)ound hollows, 
now earth's wild, sweet voices rang I 
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Till llio strong, swift, glorious river 
Scoined with iiiigliiitT pubo to run, 

Thus to mil and rush for»»ver, 
Laughing in tlu* sun. 

Nay; a sonu'thing horn of shadow 

Slowly cri'pt tlu* landscape o'er, — 
Sonu'thing wt^ird o'er wav«* and ni«»adow. 

Something I'olii o'rrhtn»ani and shon*; 
Whilt» on hirds that gh'annMl or chanttHl, 

Siolf gray gloom and sih'nci* grim. 
And till' irouhled wavo-ln-art i»ant«»d, 

And the smiling heavens waxed dim. 
And from far strange spa<'es seawanl, 

Out of dreamy eloud-lands dun. 
Came a low gust nioanim;: leeward. 

Chilling leaf and sun. 

Then, from gloom to j^loom intenser. 

On th<* lalMjring streandel rolle<l. 
Where from eloud-racks gathenMl denser. 

Hark! the ominims thunder knolhnl! 
While like ghosts that tiit and shiver, 

Down the ndsts, from out the blast. 
Spectral pinions <TOssed the river, — 

Speetral voiees wailing passed I 
Till the fieree tides, rising starkly, 

Klenthtl, towering into one 
Mighty wall of hlaekness, darkly 

Quenching sky and sun! 

Thence, to softer scenes it wandortMl, 

Scents of flowers and airs of halm, 
And methoutihtthc streand«»t pondered. 

Conscious of the blissful calm; 
Slow it wound now, slow and slower 

\\y still beach and rij)j)ly bight. 
And the voice of waves sank lower, 

Laden, languid with d<'light : 
In and out the cordial river 

Strayed in peaceful curves that won 
(ilory fn>m the great liife-iiiver, 

ISeauty from th(> sun! 

Thence again with (juaintest nm^i's. 
On the fateful slreandet rolleil 

Through unnumbered, nameh'Ms changes, 
Shudt* und sunshin«>. gloom and gold. 



Till the tides, grown sad and weary, 

Longed to meet the miglitier main, 
And their low-toned initNTrvre 

Mingled with his grand refrain; 
; Oh, the languid, lapsing river. 

Weak of pulse and soft of tune; — 
IjoI the sun hath set fon»ver, 

Lo! the ghi>stly moon! 

Hut then(*eforth through moon and star- 
! light 

Sudtlen-swift the streamlets sweep; 
Veaniing for the niystie far-liglit, 

Pining for the solemn deep; 
While the old stn*ngth gathers o'er it. 

While the old voice rings sublime, 
And in pallid mist liefore it. 

Fade tin* ])hantoin shows of time,— 
Till with <me last eddying quiver, 

All its checkerwl journey done, 
' Seaward breaks the ransomed river, 

(ioal and grave are won! 



Tin: .sToi:y of glaccus the 

TUEHS ALIAS,* 



TO 



List to this legend, which an antiqus 

p(M»t 

Hath left among the musty tomes of eld, 
Like a fhishe<l i-osebud pressed between 

the leaves 
Of some w oni. dark-hued volume. What 

a light 
Of h(>althful bloom about it! What an 

air 
S(M>ms breathing round its delicate petals 
I still! 

. Wilt thou not take it, lady, ^ thou, 

whose face 
Is lovely as a lost Arcadian dream, — 
And place it next thy heart, and keep it 

fresh 
With balmy dews thy gentle spirit sends 



* Till* oleiiieiitH of this Mory are to be fnand 
in AiM>lloiiiu!« UhiNliim, and Ijeigb Huiit 
emlNNHiMl tbom in a graceful proM legend. 
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Up to the deep founts of the tenderest | 
eyes | 

That e'er have shoue, I thinks since in 
some dell | 

Of Argos and enchanted Thessaly, ' 

Tlie poet, from whose heart-Ut brain it 
came. 

Murmured tliis record unto her he loved ? 

THE 8T011Y. 

iilauciis, a young Thessalian, while the 

dawn 
Of a fresli spring-tide brightened copse 

and lawn, 
.SauntenMl, with lingering steps and 

dreamy mood, 
Adown the fragrant iMithway of a wood 
Which skirti'd his small homestead 

pleasantly, — 
And there he saw a tall, majestic tree. 
An oak of untold summers, whose broad 

crown. 
Quivmng as if in some slow agony. 
And trembling inch by inch forlornly 

down, 
Threatenwl, for want of a kind propping 

care. 
To leave its breezy realm of golden air. 
An<l from its leafy heights, with shriek 

and groan. 
Like some proud forest empire over- 
thrown. 
Measure its vast bulk on the greensward 

lone. I 

<ilaucus l)eheld and pitied it. He saw | 
The approaching ruin with a touch of ; 

awe, I 

Xo less than genial sympathy,— for men. 
In those old times, pierced with a wiser ■ 

ken i 

To the deep sold of Nature, and fnmi 

thence 
Drew a sen'ue and mystic influence, 
Which thrilhvl all life to music. There- ' 

foiv he I 

Called on his slaves, and bade tliem prop 

the tree. 



Musing he passed to a still lonelier place 
in the dim forest, by this act of grace 
Lightened and cheered, when, from the 

copse-wood nigli, 
There dawned ujwn his vision suddenly 
A shape more fair and lustrous than the 

star 
Which rides o'er Cloudland on her 

sapphire car 
When vesper winds are fluting solemnly. 
** Glaucus," slie said, in tones whose 

liquid flow, 
Mellow, harmonious, passionately low, 
Stole o*er his spirit with a strange, wild 

thrill, 
** I am the Xvmph of that fair tree thv 

will 
Hath saved from ruin ; but for thee my 

breath 
Had vanished mistlike, — my glad eyes 

in death 
Been sealed for evermore. Yes I but for 

thee 
I must have lost that half-<livinity 
Whose secret essence, s])iritually fine. 
Hath wanned my veins like Hebe*8 

heavenly wine. 
No more, no more amid my rippling hair 
Could I have felt soft fingers of the 

air 
Dallying at dawn or twilight, — on my 

cheek 
Have felt the sun rest with a rosy streak. 
Pulsing in languor; nor with pleasant 

pain 
Drooped in the cool arms of the loving 

llain. 
That wept it-s soul out on my bosom fair. 
But now, in long, calm, blissful days 

to be, 
This life of mine shall lapse deliciously 
Through all the seasons of the boun- 
teous vear; 
I^ ncath my shade mortals sliall sit, and 

hear 
Ik^nignant whispers in the shimmering 

leaves ; 
And sometimes, upon warm and odorom 

eves, 
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liOvers shall bring iiie offerings of sweet 
tilings, — 

Iloney and fruit, — and dream they mark 
the wings 

Of Cupids fluttering through the oak- 
boughs hoar. 

All this 1 owe thee, Glaucus, — all, and 
more ! 

Ask what thou wilt! — thou slialt not 
ask in vain!*' 

Then Glaueus, gazing in her glorious 

eyes. 
And rallying from his first unmanned 

suq)rise, 
Emboldeneil, too, by her soft looks, 

which drew 
A si)ell about his heart like fire and dew 
Mingled and melting in a love-ohanu 

bland. — 
And by the twinkling of her moon-white 

hand. 
That seemed to l>eckon eoyly to her side. 
And by her mai<len sweetness deified. 
And something that he deemed a dear 

unrest 
Heaving the unveiled billows of her 

breast — 
(As if her i>releniatur.il part, as free 
And wild as any nursling of the lea. 
Yearned wholly downwanl to humjin- 

ity)- 
Emboldened thus, 1 say, Glaueus re- 
plied: 
**0 fairest vision! be my love, — my 

bride!'* 

Over her faee there i)assed an airy flush. 
The rtweate shade, the twilight of a i 

blush, 
Kre the low-whispering answer iHMisively 
fStirred the dim silenee in its traneed 

hush. 
**Thy suit is gnmti»<l. Glam-us! though, 

j>erelianee 
A peril brcMMls o'er this, thy bright ro- 

mane(>, 
].ike a lone eloudlet o'er a lake that's 

fair. 



When the high noon, flaunting so hotly 

now 
Fades into evening, thou may'st meet 

me here, 
Just in the cool of this rill-shadowing 

bough; 
My favorite bee, my fairy of the flowers, 
iShall bid tliee come to that pure tryst of 



oiu^. 



*> 



Who now so proud as Glaueus ? "I liave 

won," 
Lightly lie said, ''the marvellous l)en- 

ison 
Of love from her in whose soft-folding 

arms 
Gods might forget Elysiimi! O! her 

channs 
Are i)erfeet. — perfect heaven and i>er- 

feet earth. 
Blest and commingled in one exquisite 

birth 
Of beauty. — Jind for me! I know^ not 

why. 
But rosy Eros ever s<»ems to fly 
(Jayly before me, armed for victory, 
In every plesisant love-strife!'* On this 

theme 
Deeply he dwelt, till a vain self-esteem 
Obscured bis worthier spirit. Thus he 

went 
Out from the haunted wood. Ins nature 

toneil 
Down to the common daylight, disen- 

zoned 
Of all its nii-e, ethereal ravishment. 

Still in this mood, he sought the neigh- 
boring town. 

Met with some gay young comrades, and 
sat down 

To dii'e and wassail. All that mom he 
played. 

And (piaffed, and sang, and feasted, till 
the shade 

Of evening o'er earth's forehead casta 
gloom ; 

And still he played, when on ids ear the 
boom 
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Of a swift, shilling, yellow-breastod bee 
lUmg out its small alarum. Teasingly 
The insect hummed about him, went and 

came, 
And like a tiny hell of circling flame 
And discord seemed to (iilaucus, who at 

last 
Struck at the winged torment testily. 
The bee — i)oor go-between ! — in either 

thigh 
Cruelly maimed, with feeble llutterings, 

passed 
Back to its home amid the foliaged 

bU»om. 

At length, in two most fortunate throws, 

the game 
Was won by CJlaucus ! With triumphant 

smih* 
He seized and pocketed a glittering pile 
Of new sestertii. *'Ay! 'tis e'er the 

same," 
He muttereil; *'dice or women. I must 

win! 
But hold I — by Venus! 'twere a burning 

sin. 
And false to my fond wild flow«*r of the 

wood 
lA)nger to dally here. () Fortune! good. 
Kind mistress, sjH'ed m«' still! Would 

that each lu'ol 
Were plunuMl like liapi>y IleruK's'!" 

His late zeal 
Spurred the youth onward to the place 

of tryst, — 
One linal burst of sunset — amethvst, 
JUiby, and topaz — blazed among the 

boughs. 
Whence a sad voice, — ** Brvaki'i' of 

Httlcmn nnra^ 
What flost thou herr / Thine hour hatt 

j)(iHf tor of/c ! " 
(ilauciLs, with starth'd eyes, peere<l 

through the sway 
Of moistened fern and thicket, but his 

view 
Rested alone on vacancy, or caught, 
Swift as the shifting glamour of a 

thought, 



Only the golden and evanishing ray, 
Which, softened by cool sparkles of the 

dew. 
Flashed through the half-closeil lids of 

weary Day. 



(» 



Here am I," said the voice, so sadly 

sweet. 
The listener thrilled even to his pausing 

feet, — 
** Here, right before thee, GlaucusI'' 

Yet again 
The youth with straining eyeballs and 

hot brain. 
Searched the dense thickets, — it was all 

in vain. 
**Ahis! alas!" (and now a tremulous 

moan 
Sobbe<l through the voice, like a faint 

minor tone 
In mournful human music) — " thou 

canst see 
My face no more, for sternly, drearily, 
A wildering cloud of sense, that shall 

not rise. 
Hath come between me and thy darken- 
ing eyes. 
() shallow-hearted! nevermore on thee 
Shall visions of that finer world al)Ove 
Dawn from the chaste auroras of their 

love ; 
But common things, seen in a funeral 

haze 
Of earthiness, and sorrow, and mistnist, 
Weigh the soul down, and soil its hopes 

with dust; 
A hand like Fate's with cniel force shall 

press 
Thy spirit backwanl into heaviness. 
And the base realm of that forlorn abyss 
Wherein the seri)ent Passions writhe and 

hiss 
In savage desolation! Blind, blind, 

blind 
Art thou henceforth in heart, and hoi>e, 

and mind! 
For he to whom my messenger of joy 
And soothing promise only brought 

annoy 
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And sharp disquiet in his low-l)oni 

hist, — 
Wliat, what to him hlenl Beauty'» 

kiss, 
Tlie charm of lofty converse in the 

dells, 
Of divine meetings, nmsical farewells. 
And glimixses through the flickering 

leaves at night 
Of such fair mysteries in awe-husliing 

light 
That even I, who in these fort»sts 

dwell 
Purely with innocent creatures, unto 

whom 
All Nalure *>im*s her innermost heart of 

hloom 
And hh'ssrdnrss, hy somt? majestic 

spell 
Ul)lifted unto realms ineflfahle. 
Faint almost in the s])lendor large and 

ch'ur ? 
The wintls have ceased thoir nnu'mur- 

ings, — on my «*ar 
The rill-songs melt lo threads of delicate 

tune. 
And ever>- small mote dancing in the 

moon 
Expands, and hrightens to a sjaritual 

eye. 
Luring me up to Innnortality. 
<)! tluMi my earthly nature, loosening 

slii)s 
Down like a garment, and invislhle 

Ii]>s 
"\VhisiH*r th«» secrets of their hapi)ier 

s]»hen'! 
This hliss, () youth! my soul had share<l 

with one 
"Worthy the gift! Alas! /Aoj( art not he!" 

The voiee died ott' toward the waning 

sun! 
(Jlaueiis JjMjked up, — the gjiuut, gray 

forest trees 
Se(>med to close o'er him like a vault of 

stone. 
^^Jiimt (ioiUy^ he sighed. •* I am imlml 

ill our ,' *' 



At the i>oet's life-core lying 
Is a sheltere<l and sacred nest, 

Where, as yet, unfleiiged for flying, 
His callow fancies rest: 

Fancies, and thoughts, and f Mings, 
Which the mother Psyche hnnnls. 

And i>assions whose dim rcvealings 
But torture their hungry needs. 

Yet, — there cometh a smnmer splendor 
When the golden brood wax strong. 

And, with voices grand or tender. 
They rise to the heaven of song. 



xor DEAD. 

TO J. A. i>. 

IIkkk. at the sweetest hour of tliis sweet 
day. 
Here in the calm(>st woodland haunt 
I know, 
Benignant thoughts around my menmry 
play. 
And in my heart do pleasiint tanci«*s 

hlow. 
Like flowers turned to the<». radiant 
and aglow. 
Flushed by the light of times fon»ver 

fled. 
Whose tender glor\' pales, but is not 
dead. 

The wann south wind is like thy gener- 
ous breath. 
Laden with kindly wonis of gentle 

eheer. 
And ev«*ry whis]H*ring leaf above me 

saith. 
She whom thou divam*st so distant 

hovers near; 
Her love it is that thrills the sunset air 
With mvstic motions fn>ui a time that*K 

fllHl, 

Long past and gone, in s6oth,^buU 
oh ! not dead ! 
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The drowsy imiriiuir of cool brooks 
h«»lovi' ; 
The soft, slow clouds that S€»eiii to mune 
on hi^h; 
Lovtvnot«»s of hidden birds, that come 
and no. 
Making a stMitient rajiture of the sky; 
All the rare season's i)ea('efnl sorcer>*, 
These hints of cordial joys forever 

fletl, 
Joys past, indeed, and yet they are not 
dead : 

Far from the motley throng of sordid 
men, 
F>om fashion far, mean strife and 
frenzied ^ain. 
In those dear <lays throuj^h many a 
mountain glen. 
liy mountain streams, and fields of 

ri])i>lin<4 grain. 
\V«' roamed untouched by Passion's 
fi'verish pain, 
But quaf!ing Friendship's ti-anquil 

draughts instead. 
Its waters clear whose sw*»<*tness is not 
dead I 

Al)ove that nook of fair remend)i*ance 
stands 
A <lov»»-ey<vl Faith, that falters not, 
nor sleeps; 
No flowers of Lethe droop in her white 
hands. 
And if the watrh that st<'adfast angel 

keeps 
lie pensive anil some transient tears 
she weeps, 
Th«»y are but tears a fond regret may 

sIkmI 
O'er twilight joys whicli fade, but are 
not dead! 

Not dead I not deaill but glorified and 

fair. 
Like yondor marvellous cloudland 

tioutinij far 
Between the mellowing sunset's amlxT 

air 



And the mild lustre of eve's earliest 

star. 
Oh, such, so pure, so bright, these 



memories are : 



Earth's wannth ami Heaven's serene 

around them spread. 
They pass, they wane, but, sweet! they 

are not dead ! 



SOS SET. 

IL\sT thou beheld a Iandseai)e dull and 
bare, 
On which, at times, a flying gleam was 

shed 
From some shy sunbeam shifting over- 
head. 
That made th<> scene for one brief mo- 
ment fair'.* 
Such is the light, so transient, flickering, 
rare. 
Which, from fate's sullen heavens 

above me si)read, 
I lath flushed the path my weary f(M)t- 
steps trea<l, 
And lent to darkness glimpses of sweet 

cheer. 

Alas! alas! that I, whose soul doth bum 

With such deep passion for a steadfast 

bliss. 

Must l)en«l forever o'er hop<»'s burial uni. 

And greet even love with a half- 

mournfid kiss! 
In sooth, what stem, malignant do<mi 
is this? 
Joy! delicate Ariel! ah! return! retumi 



MARGUEItlTE. 

SiiK was a child of gentlest air, 
Of deejMlark eyes, but golden hair, 
And, ah ! I loved her unaware. 

Marguerite! 

She spelled me with those midnight eyes, 
Tile sw<»etness of her naive replii»s. 
And all her innocent sorceries. 

Marguerite! 
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The fever of my soul grew calm 
Beneath her smile that healed like halm« 
Her words were holier than a i)salm, 



Marguerite I 



But 'twixt us yawned a jjjulf of fate, 

Whose blackness I beheld, — too late. 

O Christ! that lore tthonld amite like 

hati\ 

Marguerite ! 

^^he did not wither to the tond), 
Hut round her crept a tender gloom 
More touching than her earliest bloom. 

Marguerite I 

The snn of one fair hope had set, 
A hoiM* she dared not all forget, 
Its twilight glor\' kissed her yet, — 

Marguerite! 

And ever hi the twihght fair 
Moves with decj) eyes and golden hair 
The child who loved mt* unaware I 

Marguerite I 



T'oMK not with empty wonls that say, 
** Vour strength oi maidiood wastes 

away 
In h)ng. ignoble, fruitless years!'' 
1 live a]>art from pain and tears, 
Whercwitli the wavs of men are sown. 
Nor dwell I loveless and alone; 
One lentler spirit sliares my days, 
< >ne voice is swift to yield me praise. 
One true lieart lx*ats against my own! 
WhatmoH', what monM-ould man desire 
Than love that burns a steadfast lire 
And faith that ever h'ads him higher 
Along the i>alh which points to peace ? 

Oh. far and faint I hear the din 
Of battle-blows, and mortal sin 
From out the stir and press of life; 
Those hollow mutlled sounds of strife 



Seem rolled from thunder-clouds up- 
curled 

About a dim and distant world; 

Below me, in the sunless gloom; 

But round my brow the amarantlis 
bloom 

Of sober joy with heart' s-ease furled; 

For mon% what more can man desire 

Than love that bums a steadfast lire, 

And faith that ever leads him higher. 

Where all the jars of earth shall cease f 

A present glory haunts my way, 

A promise of diviner <lay 

Illumes the flushed horizon's verge; 

And fainter, farther still, the siup?! 

Of buflfeting waves that beat ami mar 

rp the dim world's tem]H'stuous shore 

Beneath me in the moonless airs; 

Alas, its passions, sorrows, cares! 

Alas, its fathondess desjwiirs! 

Yet dreams, vague dreams, they seem to 

m«s 
On these clear heights of lil)erty, 
Tlies<» sumndts of serene desire, — 
Whence love asct»nds, a (luenchless fire. 
And sweet faith ever leads me higher 
To pearly paths of perfect jjeace ! 



77/A' LOTdS JXI) THE LILY. 

The little imm'ids wliieh follow were siig- 
);esttMl by an oriental idea developoil in Alger's 
'• SiHTinitMis «if Fjistern lN»etry." The moon 
in Ktrangely HjMikea of us nuu»culiue. 

TIIK LOTOS. 

DuooriNCt in the sunlit streams, 
We are wrapiMHl all day in dreams; 

Morn and n(M)n and evening light 
hN>lKHl for us in garbs of night. 

Only when the moon a])i)ears 
Through a silvery mist of tears. 

From the waters dark and still, 
W<* arise to drink tmr fill 



THE LOTOS ANl 



' THE LILY. 

Ami o 



o longer wra]itii>il in dreams, 
^e pant beneath liia boauisl 



Warmth for wnmitli am) kiss for kiss, 
All our pulses bum nitb bliss, 




ViKwiw. whlte-robiMl IHi 

We wliosfl iM'ailtv's ran 

Sle.'|isimliltlu'l)rilli'!;r.H 



Thpn, our Ikisotiis barin 
'Xeatli bUar.li'111 ki-.. 

Stem, anil Ifaf. am) c|.>li 
Trelniillnj; into bliss." 



i Tlie full, tenbl cmlhead 

Tbrills our being tender. 
I Anil onr happy hoiiIk e\|iaiul 
I 111 ec-«lalle splendor. 

Thus all, nil vf yU-M lilni 
(If our sbriniil sweelniw. — 
I AM iliat niaiilen wiinulh niaygi 
\ I'o irue love's eoinpletenets. 



I.KUKXOS AXli J.yjU'S. 






TliK rain, the ilosiilnn- rain! 

('i-iiwliiui. ami M>lciui), niiit I'lilll! 
How ii ilri[is on lli<- linxly )iani>. 

How ii dn-ni-liifi IIk' ilHrki-nt-<l »i1i: 
O sm-iii> of sorrow unil ilciinli ! 

1 nuulil Unit die Willi! avMikini,' 
Toiilh-rrcamlgiislylilrih 

Mljilit vary this iliill n>friiiii 
Uf till- ntiii, ilii- ilfDulalt' niln; 
Piirtlii<licartof1iearBnwcmsbrcBkiii;; 
III (car* o rr tlie itilvn i-Hrt)i. 
And ngain, iiKiiiii, npili) 
We I1»i tu thi.' wMiibK strain. 
Till- fuiiii. i-ol<l iiionotont^— 
Wliosf Koul In a inyatii' nnwiii — 
Of the rain. Ilic nioiirnfiil rain, 
Ttie sufl, (k-^puirinj; r&in! 

Till- rain, llip nnirmnniu* rain! 

Wfary, ]iassioiLli-ss. slow. 
'Tis til,, idvlilll III' s,.(ll<-ii sorrow, 



.1 all tlui 



of lid'. 



r 1.01: 



-A.iio, 



'3l>ii'-koii[li<'siiiii'<-tnuii 
Of tli.'ruiii.llu-ilr.'!iiyniln. 
Till th.' Kniv.-s in my Urarl iiiirhp..-. 

Anil Ilii> il<'a<l Ilial it> <l<']i1lis >'nf»l<l, 
Fr<mi 11 »iil<'Uin nixl n<-ir<l n-tn,-^- 

^Vwttkr, tul Willi fvt'liils t-olil. 
Ami voin-K tluit iin-ll in )K(iii 
On tb<> liilt! of tli<< ]>luiiitivi' rain, 
Til.' ycariili));. Iioim-1i-*s niin. 
Tliv long, low, wlii>iH'riiiK rain ! 



rriu'iiiK FiiiEi.is: 



])ii>l>..<i ill tlx' fiKini of diXliUnliil's 
Iiliiinioni si'iis: — 
S.iiii.ll.-M'tli.'yli..i.v..:.lKivi- 



now brcathk-M stilll A mystic glaiDMir 

Calm waiiii ami wan! o'er tlila weinl. 
ilrinvsy lioiir: 
Yini lu'jivi-n'n at |>i«ce, the earth bi-- 
nl|!iily slii'ps; 
Anil llioii. tlioii Hliimbereit too, my 
H-oi«llaml flower.— 
Fair lily Ht<>i'iH-<t In light 
And luit>|iv vIhIuiib of the marrelloiK 
iiiClit ! 

1 waft u sitih front tliU fond soul to 



As fainwinild tlutltv gently at tlilm- 

Ami. I'liteririK. Ilml Oieir way 
Down U) tin' lican no veiled from mo by 
diiy. 

In ilri'iitii'. in dreams. ix-reliaiiM', thou 
A:;il <iii>- k«-eii Iioih> more boUl lliati all 

till' ll'SI 

May lotirii tliy Sliirit with a trrinnluUK 
joy, 
.Vnil Mir .in answering so(tn<«s in thy 



llreiillif o'lT hi'r slimilK'nt. — waft th.lt 
wiml lo me. 
M'anii witli tlip fragranec of her rosebml 
month. 
Kiiwri'ailii-d in smili's of ilivaiufid tan- 
fume. uliis|iiT. low aiKl light. 
Till- ii;iiiie whii-li liamits her nialdeii 
lraniTli)-niHht. 

SiiU. breiillili'ss-stili: No voire In rartli 
oralr: 
1 only know my ili'llente ihirliiig liei, 



C II LOUIS, 
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A twilight lustre glimmering in her 
hair. 

And (lews of peace within her languid 
eyes : 
Yea. only know that I 
Am called from love and dreams, per- 
hai>s to die, — 

Die when the heavens are thick with 
scarlet rain. 
And every time-throb's fated: even 
there 
Her face would shine through mists of 
mortal pain. 
And sweeten death, like some incar- 
nate prayer: 
Hark! 'tis the trumpet's swell! 
Glove! (> <lreams! farewell, farewell, 
farewell ! 



NATUltE, BETllOTUKh AXD M' EH HE P. 

Have you not noted how in early si>ring. 

From out the forests, past the nmrmur- 
ing brooks, 

O'er the hillsides. Nature, with airy 
grace. 

Like some fair virgin, touclunl by lights 
and shades. 

Glides timidly, a veil of golden mist 

Al)out her brows, and budding bosom 
drai)ed 

In maiden coyness? She's a bride be- 
trothed 

Unto that mystic god, who comes from 
far. 

Rich Orient lands upon the winds of 
June, 

Tliat l)ear him like swift anlors, winged 
with fire; 

And when, on some calm, lustrous mom, 
her lord 

Uplifts the golden veil, and weils to hers 

The quickening wanuth of ripe, immor- 
tal lips. 

How the broad earth leaps into raptured 
life. 

And thrills with music I 



Then a queenly s|>ouse 
Raised unto fruitful empire, through all 

Of boimteous summer, she walks proudly 

on, 
Shining with blissful eyes of matronhood. 
Till, at the last, autumn, with reverent 

hand. 
Doth crown her with such full, com- 
pleted joy, 
Such wealth of sovereign beauty, she 

once more 
About her brows and sumptuous bosom 

folds 
That golden veil, — not in the tremulous 

fear 
Of maiden coyness now, but lest rash 

men. 
Drawn by her awful loveliness, should 

dare 
To gaze too closely on it, and thus fall, 
Smitten and blind, at her imi)erial feet! 



rifLORlS, 

What time the rosy-flushing West 
Sleeps soft on co]>8e and dingle. 

Wherein the siuiset shadows rest, 
Or richly float and mingle ; 

When down the vale the wood-dove's tone 

Thrills in a cadence tender. 
And every rare, ethereal mote 

Turns to a winged splendor. 

Just as the mystic cloudlands ope. 
Far up their sapphire portal,' 

Fair as the fairest dream of Hope, 
Half gotldess and half mortal, 

I see that lovely genius rise. 
That child of Orient tranc<>8. 

On whose sweet face the glor>' lies 
Of weird Hellenic fancies, — 

Uhloris ! lieneath whom* procn«int tread 
All earth yieUls up her sweetness, — 

The violet's scent, the rose's retl, 
The dahlia's orbetl completeness, 
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And venliires on the myriad hills, 
The breath of her pure duty 

Hath nursed to life by sparkling rills 
And foliaged nooks of beauty; 

Till bloom and odor, blush and song, 
So fill earth's radiant spaces. 

The fading touch of shi, or wrong, 
Leaves glad the weariest faces; 

And so, through hapi)y si)ring-tide dells, 
O'er mount, and field, and river, 

Her zephyr's fair\' clarion swells. 
Her footsteps glance forever! 



Fonrrsio. 

A PAKAHLK FOU TIIK TIMES. 

Who at the court of Astolf, the great 

King, 
Khig of a reahu of fii-s, and icy floes, 
Cold brigbt tioixls. and mountains capped 

with clouds. 
Who there so loved and honored sis the 

knight, 
The youtbf ul knight Fortunio ? Whence 

he came, 
None knew, nor whom his kindred : at 

a bound 
He passetl all rivals moving towanls the 

throne. 
And stood nrm-i>oised above them ; yet 

with mien 
•So sweet it honeyed envy, and sur- 
prised 
The bitterest railers into complaisance! 
Low-voiced and delicate-featured, with 

a cheek 
As soft as i>cach down, or the golden 

dust 
Shrim»<l in a maiden lilv's heart of 

hearts. 
Yet a stem will bent bowlike, with the 

shaft 
Of some kt»en purpose swiftly drawn to 

head. 
Or launchetl unerring at its lofty mark. 



Kose thrilled with action, or highstnmg 

at aim, 
Beneath his jewelled doublet! AMiile 

the liand 
So wann, so white, and wont to press 

the palm 
In i>alpitatlng clasp of fair sixteen, 
Could wield the ix>ndcrous battle-axe, 

or flash 
Tlic lightning rapier in the foeman's 

eves. 
Prince of the tourney and the dance 

alike. 
War's fiercer lists had seen his f arrow- 
less brow 
Flushed red with heat of battle, heard 

his voice 
Shrilled clear Ixsyond the clarions, 

mount and break 
In larklike song far o'er the mists of 

bloo<l. 
Through victory's calmer heaven. 

Mixed love and fear. 
With love ofttinu^ prei>onderant, girded 

him 
Closely as with an atmosphere disturbed 
Only by hints of thmider, ghosts of 

cloud. 
But love, all love, love in her passionate 

eyes. 
Love 'twixt the pure twin rosebuds of 

her mouth. 
Love in thean*h of brooding, beauteous 

bn>ws, 
And ever>- wavering dimple wherein 

smiles 
At hide-and-seek with sly, mock frown- 

iugs jdayed, — 
All love was Fri'yla. though a princess 

she. 
For this unknown Fortunio! Wildly 

lH»ai 
And burned her heart at each soft glance 

he gave. 
Or softer word. an>eit as yet unthrilled 
By answering ])assion! Swiftly flew her 

dn>ams 
Birdlike on balmy winds of fiuicy 

borne. 



To bridal ri-iiliin t'liiinirpli'il and lii- 

viiu'.— 
Alas! but liH-uni, llint long liad lurlcint 

In ainhii'ib, sliol ils sudden bolts, and 



While Itiiifc, ScM.ni's ally, 

Cluiclieil tht' sn-pet dn 
draj![;oil Iht soul 
Into tlio (."arish glan! of I'luuinonplaci: 
ha lit by liorror's liirld star!) 
ulswl her tenUemess wl 
lliroats. 



ilely, 




('niHbnl.asiuiiii)r»li'Hrtlii|iiHki-: '-Jtol- 

hiK (ooi." 
OiltHbt'ifkiil Ihn KhiR, '■ dost iln-ani 

KKUl Odin's likMiil 
( 'mild mix Hith vt-ina plcbi'lan :' I'unje 

lliy tliuuglils, 
I'nvirKliii-il, vili-. of fuiiTilt^li'iis sin! 
Kilt for this In>v. [inr twelvcuionlb':! 

grare bath raisin] 
So high, a moment')' Juxtlif shall i-ust 

To fathoiDlesa dtpibs of ruin ! " 



Wbirewltlial 
(llaq>ing ou jiMtirc still, tlioiif.di juslirc 

slflU) 
Till- KinsdiTi-wd, "This voiitli Fort.i- 

niodies!" 
So. uu a brijclil spring nioni, tlii' kiilf^lit 

HllKxl up. 

Fnmtinsj tbi' n)yal iloimisiiifii, wllli a 



ihllniply .-altii 



lib jew.-lle.l vi-st 

goldun spun, 



y liiri' Ills bravfry 
and knlglitltood's 
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And banMl liis heart to catch the arrowy 

hail, — 
When lol beneath those rongh, disrol)- 

in!{ hands. 
The (.hiwjvi'ons, h'wd sedncrr, coyUj 

Outhctunvd u vinjin beauty chaste and 
fair ! 

The Kinj:, beholding, starteil, and then 

smiled: 
**Thou \va4iton niadeap," said he, **go 

in iM»aee!" 

O eonlial eves, the brown eves and the 

bine, 
Or ye dark eyes, with deeps like mid- 
night heavens. 
Where nnimagine<l worlds of thonght 

and love 
.Shine starlike, wonld yt^ qneneh yonr 

iih>rious ravs 
In tlu* low levels of the lives of men *.* 
() graeions sonls of women ten<ler-sweet. 
And Inminoiis w ith g«)odness, wonld ye 

soil 
Vour nascent angel-i)lumage in tin* stye 
Of sordid world! iness '.' l>e waniril, be 

warm-d I 
Set not the frail spears of yonr rash 

caprice 
In rest against great Nature's pierceless 

shield; 
Strive not to grasp monoi>olies impure, 
Man's fated heritage. He warned, be 

warne<l I 
For surely as yon bright sun dawns and 

dies. 
And Mue as Nature, all immutable. 
Year after year complet«*s her mystic 

round 
ThnMigh law's vast orbit, — so ye des- 

]>erjite Fair, 
ArraVi'd against t he eternal force of (lod, 
Must fall discomfited, and lik<r that 

kniirht. 
TIh' fa!**!' Fortunio. rest your claims at 

last. 
Not on deft siK'lls (►f sinndated power. 



But oil the soft wliite bosom wliich 
enspheres 

The sacred charms of iKTfect Woman- 
hood! 
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A FKID.IL PICTVItE. 

[ScKNE— The (.'orri<lor of a Palace. Pkr- 
80NH — A youiiK Kiiifflit aud his Mentor. 
TiMK— Th«^ Fourteenth Century.] 

MKNTOIL 

With what a grace slie passed iis by 

just J low I 
Her <lelicate chin half raised, herf*ordial 

brow 
A cloudless heaven of bland benignities! 
What tempered lustre too in lier dove'* 

eyes. 
Just touched to archness by the eyi*- 

brow's curve, 
And those quick dimples ^iiich the 

mouth's i-eserve 
Stir an<l break up, as sunlit ripples 

break 
The cool, ch>ar <'almness of a mountain 

lake. ! 
A woman in whom majesty and swtvt- 

ness 
Blend to such issues of serene complete- 
ness. 
That to gaze on her were a prince's 

boon I 
The calm of evening, tin* large |H>inp of 

noon. 
Are hers: soft May morns melthig into 

.lime. 
Hold not such tender langnishments as 

thosi' 
Which steep her in that dew-light of 

repuso. 
That floats a dreamv balm anmiid the 

full-blown n)s«*: — 
And yet. 'tis n<>t her lx*auty. though so 

bright 
(Clear moon-fire mixed with sun-Hame), 

n<)r the light. 
Transparent charm we ftnd so exquisite, 



A FEUDAL PICTURE. 
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Whereby slie's comi>assed as a wizard 

star 
By its own life-airl ^tis not one, nor all 
Of these, whereby we're mastered, Sir, 

and fall 
Slavelike iM^fore her: doul)tless such 

thiui^s (tre 
Potent as spells, — still there's a some- 
thing tine, 
.Subtler than hoar-rirae in the faint 

mmuishine. 
More potent yt'tl — an undefined art, 
•Twere vain to question: your whole 

lH»ing, heart. 
Brain, hlootl, seem lapsing from you, 

fired and fused 
In hers, — a terrible power, and if 

abused 

But by St. Peter! 'lis not safe to talk 
< )f yon weinl woman ! turn now ! watch 

her walk 
*Twixt the tall tiger-lilies, — there's a 

free. 
Brave gvtict' in every step, — but still to 

me. 
It hath — 1 know not what — of covert- 

ness. 
Cunning, and cruel puq)oseI can you 

gue^js 
The pirture it brings up? — a lonely 

rock 
From which a yoiuig Bedouin guards his 

flock. 
In the swart desert: — there's a tawny 

band, 
A cur\'e<l and tangled pathway of loose 

sand. 
Winding al)ove him; — the tranced airs 

make dim 
His shnnlxTous senses! — his great 

brown eyes swim 
In th' mist of dreams, when gliding 

with mute tread 
Forth from the thorn-trees, o'er his 

nodding head. 
Moves a lithe-bodied panther; — (God! 

how fair 
The beast is, with her moony-spotted 

hair, 



And her deft desert paces !) — one bi*eath 

more ! 
And you'll behold the spouting of fresh 

gore. 
Heart blood that's human! — can aught 

save him now ? — 
Hist! the sharp crackle of a blasted 

bough, 
Whence flies a huge hill-eagle, rustling 
O'er the boy's forehead his vast breadths 

of wing. 
And sweeping as a half-seen shade, 

'twould seem. 
Betwixt his startled spirit, and its 

dream ; 
He's roused! espies his danger! at a 

bound 
Leaps into safety where the low-set 

ground 
Is buttressed 'neath two giant crags 

thereby 

(Now hark yo ! 'tis no pictured phantasy, 
This scene, my Anslem! but all's true 

and clear 
Before me, though fidl many a weary 

year 
Has waxed and waned since then ) : 
My meaning prithee ? foolish youth, l>e- 

ware ! 
Tliere's treachery lurking in the gay 

parterre. 
As in the hoary desert's silcntness, 
And dn^ams with danger, death per- 
chance behind. 
May lull young sleepers in the perfimied 

wind, 
Which hardly lifts the tiniest tniant 

tress 
It toys with coyly, of a woman's 

hair: 
Our sternest fates have risen in forms as 

fair. 
As — let us say for lack of similes, — 
As, hers, who bends now with such 

gracious ease, 
O'er her rich tulip-beds! 

Were I Uie bird, 
Wert thou the shepherd Anslem of my 

tale, 
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(And that thoii hast not hearkened, boy. 

un.stinwl 
Is clear, albeit thou neiHl'st not wax so 

pale), 
Wliat vvonhl true wisdom whisiwr, now 

'tis done, 
Mv wariiin':. and thv davnlreani in the 

sun ? 
What! why, her mandate's plain: I hear 

her say, 
• Younj; Knight! to horse! h'ave the 

Queen's ( onrt to-day ! * ** 



77/A ir.l/i\/.\fi. 

Patikxck! 1 yet may pieree the rind 
Wherewith are shrewdly girde<l round 
The subtle se<Tets of his mind: 
A dark, unwholesome eoni is bound 
IVrehance within it! Sir, you see. 
Men are not what thev sfcin to be! 

A eandid mi»'n and plausible tonjrue! 
A Iw^aring calmly frank and fair. 
The tear ('twould seem) by pity wrung. 
All thest* are his, but still, beware! 
A something stmngi', false, unbegot 
Of virtue, whispers, tnist him not: 
Ihit yesterday, his mask ( 1 know 
He W(?ars one), for a moment's siuice. 
By chance dropi)e<l off and swift below 
Th<* smile just waning on his face, 
1 caught a look, flashed sudden, keen 
As lightning, which he deemed unseen. 

1 will not pause to tell thee what 
That look lx*trayed! enough I think. 
To smite the spirit cold and hot, 
Ity turns, and make one inly shrink 
From contact with a soul that keeps 
Su(!h wild-fire smouhlering in its deeps: 
So friend, be warned! he is not one 
'J'hy youth should trust, for all his 

smiles, 
Frank foreheads, genial as the sun. 
May hide a thoiLSJind treacherous wiles, 
An<l tones, like nuisic's honeved flow. 
May work (<iod knows!) the bitterest 

wo<* ! 



D/tiFTiyo, 

I iiAVK settled at last in a sombre nouk. 
In the far-off heart of the Norland 

hills, 
Thei'e's a <hirk pine fort»st befon* my 

gates, 
And l>ehin<l is the voice of rills 
That nuu-mur all day, and nuinnur all ) 

night. 
Through the tangle<l coiwes green and 

lone. 
Where. <'oucIumI in the depths of the 

shadowy leaves. 
The wo(Ml-<love makes her moan. 

My home is a castle ancient and worn. 
With hoaiT walls, ami with crumbling 

floors. 
And the burglar- winds their entrance 

forc(» 
Through the cobwebl)ed panes and 

doors. 
I can hardly say that a roof is ndne. 
For whene'er the mountain tempestsS 

rise, 
A deluge is poured through its countless 

rents. 
Wide open to air and skies! 

Ah! Nature alone keeps a wholesome 

mien. 
In the midst of a s<iiuilor wildly bare. 
And I draw sometimes from her boimtt^ 

ous breast 
IJrief iKilms for the heart's desitair; 
All hnumu friends that were loyal have 

died. 
And the false and treacherous oulv 

stay. 
To iK>i8on tin* soul with their seqient 

tongues 
In my fortmie's dull decay! 

Distant and dim in the i>erishing fiast 
(rrow the joys that ma<le its springtime 

sweet. 
And the last of the saving angels — 

Hope — 



SONNETS, 
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Ilath spumed my lot with her shining 

feet ; 
Ambition is dead, and if love survives. 
Her lip, it is pale, and her eyes forlorn 
As l)eams of the waning stars that 

melt 
In a clouded winter's morn. 
I have met my fate as a man should meet 
What cannot be vanqiushed, nor put 

aside, 
I have striven with spirit and force to 

stem 
Its rushing and mighty tide; 
Hut the godlike nerve, and the iron will, 
They were not granted to me, 1 say. 
And therefore a waif on an angry sea, 
I am drifting, drifting away! 

Ay! drifting, and drifting, and drifting 

awav. 
Not a hand upraised, nor a cry for aid; 
And hoareer the voice of the storm-wind 

swells. 
And darker the wild night-shude; 
There are breakers aheail that will crush 

me soon. 
How much, O (UhW do thy creatuix's 

Ix'ar! 
1 marvel if somewhere, in heaven or 

hell, 
This riddle of life grows clejir! 



SOXXETS. 



LEIGH IirXT. 



" I^igh Hunt loven fverythintf ; l>e oatche« 
the Miumy «ide of everything, and — except a 
few polemical antipathies — tlnds everything 
Ijeautiful." — Hkmiv Cbahb Hohinson. 

Dkhi»ite misfortune, poverty, the dearth 
Of simplest justice to his heart and 

brain. 
This gracious optimist lived not in vain; 
Rather, he made a partial Heaven of 

Earth ; 
For whatsot»%*r of pure and cordial birth 
In body or soul dawned on him, he was 

fain 



To bless and love, as an inunortal gain 
A thing divine, of fair immaculate 

worth : — 
The clearest, ch»ane^t nature given to 

man 
In these, our latter days, methinks was 

his. 
With instincts which alone did bring 

him bliss; 
All life he viewtnl as one long, luminous 

plan 
AVherein (iod's love and wisdom meet 

and kiss, — 
His sole brave creed, the creed Samari- 
tan! 

.son.-ADVAXCKS. 

Hk, who with fervent toil and will aus- 
tere. 
His innate forces and high faculties 
Develops ever, with tirm aim, and wise, 
He oiihj keeps his spiritual vision clear; 
To him earth's treacherous sliadows 

shift and veer 
Like idle mists overcrowding windless 

skies, 
AVhere through ofttimes to purged and 

prayerful eyes. 
The steadfast heavens seem beckoning 

calm and near: 
Still o'er life's rugged heights, with many 

a slip. 
And painful pause he journeys, and sad 

fall. 
Toward cleath's dark strand, washed by 

a mystic sea ; 
Thei-e her worn cable straining to be 

free. 
He sees, and enters Faith's majestic ship, 
To sail — ir/iereVr the voice of God may 

call ! 

C.UtOLINA. 

That fair young land which gave me 

birth is dead! 
Lost as a fallen star tliat quivering dies 
Down the pale patliway of autumnal 

skies, 
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A vague faiu( radiance flickering where 
it fled; 

All she hath wrought, all she hath 
planned or said. 

Her golden eloquence, her high emprise 

Wrecked, on the languid shore of Lethe 
lies. 

While cold Ohlivion veils her piteous ; 
head : * ' 

O mother I loved and loveliest! debonair 

As some brave queen of anti(iue chiv- 
alries. 

Thv beautv's blasted like thv desolate 
coasts : — 

Where now thy lustrous form, thy shin- 
ing hair"? 

Where thy bright i>resence, thine imiHi- 
rial eves :* 

Lost in dim shadows of the realm of 
(ghosts I 

SUNXKT. 

In yonder grim, funereal forest lies 

A foul lagoon, o'er filmed by dust and 

slime. 
Hidden and ghastly, like a thought of 

crime 
In some stern soul kept secret from 

men's eyes: 
But if i>erchance a healthful breeze 

should rise. 
And part those stifling l)oughs, sweet 

mornhig's prime. 
And the fair Hush of evening's cordial 

clime, 
Uefleet therein the calmly glorious skies: 



• This may be c*stet*nu"U hii crafifffrntion : but 
rejilly it is the soImt aiul nielHiichoIy truth. 
The fame of the great statesmen uiul orators, 
for example, who once llourishetl in South 
Carolina, and made her name illustrious from 
one end of the Tnion to the <»ther. Is fast be- 
coming :i mere shadowy tradition. With a 
single exception, their works have never been 
colhM'tetl for publication, nor have their lives 
been written, unless in the most fragmentary 
and imperfect fashion. The ])eri«.>4l during 
which these thingn ndght have been rightly 
done has forever i>a88e<l. i 



Is't SO with man ? holds not the dark- 
ened breast. 

Turbid, <rorrupt, overgrown by worldll- 
ness, 

One little spot whereon love's sinlle may 
rest? 

Lo ! a pure impulse breathes, the sin- 
clouds part, 

The grief-flefllements melt in hopes that 
bless, 

And pour (fOtVs quickening sunshhie on 
the heart I 



ODK TO SLEEP, 

Bkvom) the sunset, and the aml)er sea 
To the lone depths of Ether, cold and 
bare. 

Thy influence, soul of all tranquillity, 
Hallows the earth and awes the reverent 

air; 
Yon laughing rividet quells its silvery 

tune. 
The pines, like priestly watchers tall and 

grim, 
Stand mute, against the i>en8ive twi- 
light dim, 
Breatldess to liail the advent of tli(» 

moon ; 
From the white beach the ocean falls 

away 
C'oyly, and with a tlirill; the sea-birds 

dart 
Ghostlike from out the distance, and 

depart 



Tlius, over their geidus and performanceit, as 
over their native State, — the CHrolin» of old, 
—oblivion, day by day, is more darkly gather- 
ing. If elements of a new |>olitical birth exist 
in that unfortunate section, they are notr 
ho|)eIessly confused and chaotic! 

While the Past receiles, becoming momently 
more ghostly and phantasmal, the Future is 
wrapi>ed in tliick clouds and darkness! Where, 
in<leeil, is the pn>phet or son of a prophet who 
can predict the nature of that new polity des- 
tineii to rise from the old institutions and the 
defunct civilization? 
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With a gray fleetness, moaning the deatl 

ilay; 
The wings of Silence overfoliling space. 
Droop witli dusk grandeur from the 

lieavenly steep, 
And through the stillness gleams thy 

starry face, 
Serenest Angel — Sleep! 

feme I woo me here, amid these flowery 

charms. 
Breathe on my eyelids; press thy odor- 
ous lips 
Close to mine own, en wreathe me in 

thine arms. 
And cloud my spirit with thy sweet 

eclipse; 
Xo dreams! no dreams! keej) back the 

motley throng, — 
For such are glnled round with ghastly 

might. 
And sing low hunlens of dej?iK)ndent 

song. 
Decked in the niockerj* of a lost d«*- 

light; 
1 ask oblivion's balsam! the mute peace 
Toned to still breathings, and the gen- 
tlest sii^hs. 
Not music woven of rarest hannonies 
Could yield me such elysium of release: 
The tones of earth are weariness, — not 

only 
*Mid the loud mart, and in the walks of 

trade. 
But where the mountain Oenius broodeth 

lonely. 
In the cool pulsing of the sylvan shade; 
Then, l)ear me far into thy noiseless land. 
Surround me with thy silence, deep on 

deep. 
Until serene I stand 
Close by a duskier country, and more 

grand, 
Mysterloas solitude, than thine, O Sleep! 

As he whose veins a feverous fn»nzy 

hums. 
Whose life-blood withers in the fiery 

drought. 



Feebly, and with a languid longing, 

turns 
To the spring breezes gathering from the 

South, 
So, feebly, and with languid longing, I 
Turn to thy wished Nepenthe, and im- 
plore 
Tlie golden dimness, the piupureal gloom 
Which liaunt thy poppied realm, and 

make the shore 
Of thy dominion balmy with all bloom : 
In the clear gulfs of thy serene profound. 
Worn passions sink to quiet, sorrows 

pause. 
Suddenly fainting to still-breathM 

rest; 
Thou oH-n'st a magical atmosphere, 

Avhich awes 
The memories seething in the turbulent 

breast ; 
Which nuiffling up the sharpness of all 

sound 
Of mortal lamentation, — solely bears 
The silvery minor toning of our woe, 
All melloweil to hannonious under- 
flow. 
Soft as the sad farewells of dying 

yeais, — 
LiUling as sunst't showers that veil the 

west. 

And sweet as Ii0ve*s last tears 
When over welling hearts do mutely 

we4»p : 
O griefs! O wai lings! your tempestuous 

madness, 
Merge<l In a regal quietude of sadness, 
Wins a strange glorj' l)y tlic streams of 

sleej) I 

Then woo nu» here amid those flowery 
charms, 

Breathe on my eyelids, press thy odor- 
ous lips. 

Close to mine own, — enfold me in thine 
anns. 

And cloud my spirit with thy sweet 
e<*lii>se ; 

And while from waning depth to depth 
I fall, 
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Down lai)sing to tin* utmost ilepths of 

all. 
Till wan forget fulness obscurely steal- 
ing, 
Crcei)S like an incantation on the soul. 
And o'er the slow ehh of my eonsc'ious 

life 
Dies the thin flush of the last conscious 

fec'ling. 
And like abortive thunder, the dull roll 
Of sullen ]>assions ebbs far, far away. — 
i) Angel I loosr the chords which cling 

to strife. 
Sever the gossamer bondaire of mv 

breath. 
And let me pass gently as winds in 

May, 
From th«' dim reahn which t)wns thy 

shadowy sway. 
To thy diviner slerp. () sacred death I 



.sO.Vf.". 

<>: TO In* 

IIv the sea. the seal 
While a l»rave nor'w<'ster*s blowing. 

With a swirl on the lee. 

Of cloud-toam tree. 
And a si»ring-tide deeply flowing! 

With the low moon red and large. 

O'er the flushed horiz<>n's marge. 
And a little ]>ink hand in mine. 
On the sand> in the lom; moonshine! 

O: to br 

\\\ the sea. the sea! 
With the wind full west and dying. 

With a singh' star 

O'er the nnsty l>ar. 
And the dim wav.^s dreamilx siixhini;! 

O! to be there, but there! 

With my sweet love nestliu'^ n<»ar! 
Near. near, till her beart-llm>bs bleml 

with ndne. 
Through the balmy hush of the niirht's 

• lecliue. 
On th<* glinmierinu beach, in the soft 
star-shine! 



HOPES AX/i MEMOIilES, 

OuK hoix>K in youth are like tliose roee- 
at(> shadows 

Cast by the sunlight on the dewy grass 

When flrst the fair mom opes her sap- 
phire eyes ; 

They s<»em gigsmtic and yet graceful 
shades. 

Touched with bright color. As our sun 
of life 

Hises towanls meridian, loss and less 

(trow the bnght trenudoiis shadows, till 
at last. 

In the hot dust and noontide of our day. 

They glinnner to blank nothingness. 
Again, 

That grand clima<'teric i>asscd, the shad- 
ows gleam 

Hright still, ]M»rchance (if our past deeds 
Ih» pure), — 

lii'hjhl stilt, fntf att I'rn'i'HVil ! Kaniwnrd 
they iK)int, 

Lengthening and lengthening ever 
toward the dawn: 

For hopes have then gn)wn memories, 
whose strange life 

Deepens and deepens as the sunset dit»s. 



*• 



WIDDEIilS'S li.U E. 
A I STI:A I.IAN. 

\'V\\v iiicidnits of tlu* following Hkvtcli will 
)m' ftiiiinl ill "Tin' Hi'oolli'otjonn of OtNiffrey 
llaiiilvn,** by lloiirx Kiii^fslcy.] 

''A iioicsK amongst ten thousiind! on 
the verge. 

The extremest verge of cfjuine life lie 
stands: 

Vet mark his action, as thos** wild young 
colls 

Freed from the stock-yanl gallop whin- 
nying up: 

See how he trots towards tlu'ni, — nose 
in air. 

Tail arched, and bis still sinewy legs 
out-thrown 
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In gallant grace before hira! A brave 

beast 
As ever spurned the moorland, ay, and 

more, 
I le bore me once, — such words but smite 

the truth, 
r the outer ring, while vivid memory 

wakes, 
! Recalling now. the passion and the 

pain. — 
lie bore me once from earthly hell to 

heaven ! 

** The sight of fine old Widderin (that's 

his name. 
Caught from a peak, the topmost rugged 

peak 
Of tall Mount Widdenn. towerhig to 

the North 
Most like a steed's head, with full nos- 
trils blown, 
And ears pricked up), — the sight of 

Widderin brings 
That day of days l)efore me, whose 

strange hours 
Of fear and anguish, ere the sunset, 

changtMl 
To hours of such content and full-veined 

joy. 

As Heaven can give our mortal lives but 
once. 

** Well, here's the story: While yon bush- 
fires sweep 
The distant ranges, and the river's voice 
Pipes a thin treble through the heart of 

<lrought, 
While the red heaven like some huge 

caldron's top 
Seems with the heat a-sinuuering, better 

far 
In pliice of ridiuir tilt 'gainst such a sun, 
Here in the safe veranda's fiower>' gloom. 
To play the dwarfish Homer to a song. 
Whereof myself am hero : 

" Two decades 
Have passed since that wild autunm-time 
when last 



The convict hordes from near Van Die- 
men, freed 

By force or fraud, swept, like a blood- 
red fire. 

Inland from beach to mountain, bent on 
raid 

And rapine ; fiends o' th' lowest i)it, they 
spared 

Nor sex, nor age, nor infancy ; the vul- 
ture 

Followed their track, and a black smoke 
Hke hell's 

Hung its foul reek above each home 
accursed. 

Sacked by their greed, or ravished by 
their lust. 

Their crimes Avere monstrous, Aveird, 
unutterable. 

Not to be hinted, save in awe-struck 
whispers 

Dropped by dark hearthstones, far from 
maidens' ears. 

In the blank silent midnight! all the 
land 

Uprose to seek, confront and decimate 

These devils spawned of Tophet; but 
their bands 

At the first bniit of battle, the first clang 

Of sabres girding honest loins, and 
champ 

Of horse-bits held by manly hands that 
burned 

To smite them, hip and thigh, — lied, 
disapiH»ared, 

And crouched in hiding, wheresoe'er the 
earth. 

By wave and hill-side, forest, and bleak 
tarn. 

Vouchsafed to shield them ; as the time 
rolled on. 

Our fears grew lighter, and all dread was 
quelled, 

AMien on a moniing, 'mid the outmost 
reefs 

Of rough Caix* Ik)lling, our chief herds- 
man found 

The carcass of a huge boat overturned, 

All stoven, and finiily wedged between 
the jaws 
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Of monsUT rocks, whereby throe boil ios 

lay, 

^>plashiiig and f^un^liiig in the refluent 

tides. 
Well known as corses of three desperate 

men. 
The outlaws* leaders; thereupon 'twas 

deemed, — 
r\nd all must own with fairest likeliho<xl, 
That glutted by their vengeance, or 

spurred on 
Jiy hojM's of rapine, beckoning otlier- 

when\ — 
The whole ff)ul crew embarking, had 

iK'cn st'ized 
By wind and wave, (iod's executioners. 
The i»itih'ss doomsmen of the wnith of 

Il«*av<'n, — 
Ami so, crushed out of lx*ing, and 

made less 
Thau till" vile seaweed dabbling in the 

surf. 

** Tlu'iirrforth. our cauti(m cooled; 
savi* here and then*. 

At critical uiouutaiu-passcs, or lone 
«av<*s. 

And slu'ltcHMl inlets of the wild south- 
west . 

>'(» s«'Utin«'ls watclu'il: and wherefore 
shduld thev watch *.* 

Tin' storm had thrratcncd, broken and 
A\as passed I 

**So. ill \\\U' autumn, — 'twas a mar- 
vellous morn. 
With briM'z«"i from the ralm snow-river 

borne 
That tou<'hed the air. and stirr«Ml it into 

thrills. 
Mysti'rious and mesuierie, a bright mist 
Lapping the landscaiM? like a golden 

t ranee. 
.Swathing the hillto]>s with fantastic 

>«'il.s. 
And o'er the m(»orl and -ocean quivering 

light 
As gossamer threads drawn down the 

forest aish's 



I 
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At dewy dawning, — on this niarvelloiu 

mom, 
I, witli four comrades, in this Relf-Minie 

SlH)t, 

AVatchcd the fair scene, and drank the 

spicy airs, 
That held a subtler spirit than our wine, 
And talked and laughed, and mused in 

idleness, 
AVeaving vagut* fancies, as our pii)0- 

wreaths curled 
Fantastic, in the sunlight! 1, with 

head 
Thrown back, aiul cushioned snugly, 

and with eyes 
Intent on one grotesque and curious 

cloud, 
PuffiHl upward, that now scenie<l to 

take the shape 
Of a Dutch tulip, now a Turk's face 

topped 
Bv folds on folds of turban limitless. — 
Heard suddenly, just as the clock 

chimed one. 
To melt in musical ccIuk'S up the hills, 
(^uick footstc'jw on the gravelled jmth 

without, — 
Steps of the couriers of calamity, — 
So my heart t(dd me, en* with 

blanched regards. 
Two stalwart herdsmen on our thn»sli- 

old paus<>d. 
Panting. Avith li])s that writluMl. and 

awful eves; 
A breath's space in each other's eyes we 

glared, 
Then, swift as interchange of lightning 

thrusts 
In deadly combat, question and n*ply 
Clashed sharply, ' What I the Hangers?" 

' Av, bv Heaven! 
And loosed in foii'c. — the hell-hounds!' 

•Whither iMmnd?' 
I stannnered. hoarsely. * ]l<mnd.' the 

elder siiid, 
'S(mthwanl! — four stations ha4l they 

.Hacked and burnt. 
And now. drunk, furious * but I 

stopiHMl to hear 
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No more; with Ixioinin^ tliumier in 

mine i'ai*s, 
And blood -flushed eyes, 1 rushed to 

Widderiirs side, 
Drew tight the girths. ni),i:iithered eiirh 

and rein. 
And sprang to horse ere y<*t our laggard 

friends. 
Now trooping from the gre<'n vemnda's 

shade, 
< 'ould dream of aetion ! 

'*Love liad winged my will. 
For to the southward, fair (iaroo]>na 

held 
My all of hoi>e, life, passion; she whose 

hair 
(Its tiniest strand of waving, witch-like 

gold) 
Ha<l cauglit my heart, entwined, and 

l>ound it fast. 
As 'twere some sweet enchantment's 

heavenly net ! 

" I only gave a hand-wave in farewell. 
Shot by, and o'er the endless moorland 

swept 
(Endless it seemed, as those weinl. 

measureless plains. 
Wlneh in some nightmare vision, stretch 

and stretch 
Towards infinity I) like some lon<* ship 
OVr wast<*s of sailless waters: now, a 

l>ine. 
The l»eacon i>ine gigantic, whose grim 

crown 
Signals the far land-mariner from 

out 
<iaunt boulders of tin- i;rav-hackcd Oryan 

hill. 
Hose on my sight, a mistlike, wavering 

orb. 
The while, still onward, onward, on- 
ward still. 
With motion wingr<l, elastic, equable, 
lirave Widderin cleaved the air tides, i 

tossed aside 
The winds iis wav«?s their swift, invisible, 

breasts. 



Hissing with foandike noise when 

presse<l and pierce<l 
Uy that keen head and fiery-crested 

form I 

'* 'I'he lonely she]»herd guardian on the 

)>lains. 
Watching liis sheej) through languid 

half-shut eyes. 
Looked up, and marvelled, as we passed 

him by. 
Thinking ix'rehance it was a glorious 

thing. 
So dressed, so booted, so cai)arisoned, 
'J'o ride such briglit blood-coursers unto 

death! 
Two sun-blacked natives, shnnbering in 

the grass. 
Just rose iH'times to 'scaiK»the trampling 

hoofs. 
And hurled hot cui*ses at me as 1 sped; 
While hen* and there, the tinnd kanga- 
roo 
l{lun<ler<»d athwart the mole-hills, and 

in iniflfi"* 
Of steamy dust-cloud vanished like a 

motel 

*• Onward, still onward, onward, onwanl 
still! 

And lo! thank Heaven, the mighty Or- 
gan hill. 

That seemed a dim blue cloudlet at the 
start. 

Hangs in aerial, fhiteil cliffs aloft. 

And still as through the long, low glacis 
borne, 

Heneath the gorge l>onie ever at wild 
8i)eed. 

I saw the mateless mountain eagle wheel 

Heyond the stark height's topmost pin- 
nacle ; 

I iH'ard his shriek of rage and mvin die 

Deep down the desolate dells, as far be- 
hind ^ 

I left the gorg*' an<l. far Ix'fore me swei>t 

Another plain, ti-ee-bordered now, and 
lM)und 

Hy the ch*ar river gurgling o'er its bed. 
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** By this, luy panting, but unconquered 

steed 
Had thrown his small head backward, 

and his breath 
Through the reel nostrils burst in labored 

sighs ; 
I bent alK)ve his outstretclied neck, I 

threw 
My quivering arms about him, munnur- 

ing low, 
* (JckmI horse ! brave heart! a little longer 

l)ear 
The strain, the travail; and thenceforth 

for thee 
Free pastures all thy days, till death 

shall come! 
Ah, many and many a time, my noble 

bay. 
llf-r lily hand hath wandered through 

thy mane, 
Patted thv rainbow neck, antl brought 

thee ears 

Of daintiest corn from out the farm- 
house loft, — 
Help, help, to savr \\vv now I ' 

*' I'll vow the brute 
Heard nn' and <*omprehende(l what he 

lu'urd! 
H<* shook his proud crest madly, and his 

Turned for a niom<'nt sidewavs, flashed 

in min(> 
A lightning gl<>am, whost» tiery languag<' 

said. 
' 1 know mv linkage, will not shame mv 

sire. 
My sin*, who ru-hed triumphant 'twixt 

th«* llaiis. 
And frcnzitMl tliousands, when on Kpsom 

downs 
Ari'tunis won the Dfrbv! — no, nor 

shame 
Mv gnindfiam, whose cK'an ImkIv, half 

inwrought 
Of air. half fin*, through swirls of desert 

sand 
Bore Shiek Abdallah headlong on ids 

pn'\ ! 



*' At last came forest shadows, and the 

road 
Winding through bush and bracken, and 

at last 
The hoarse stream rumbling o'er its 

quartz-sown crags. 

"No, no! stanch Wldderin! pause not 

now to drink ; 
An hour hence, and thy dainty no«e 

shall dip 
In richest wine, poure<l jubilantly forth 
To quench thy thirst, my beauty! but 

press on. 
Nor hee(l these sparkling waters, i Jotl ! 

my brain*s 
On fire once more! an instant tells me 

all: 
All! — life or death, — salvation or dt»- 

spair! — 
For yonder, o'er the wild grass-matttni 

slope 
The hous«» stands, or it stood but yester- 

dav. 

'* A Titan cry of inarticulate joy 

I raised, as calm and peaceful in the sun, 

Slione the fair cottage, and the ganlen- 

close. 
Wherein. white-rol)ed, miconscious. sat 

mv Ix)ve 
Lilting a low song to the birds and flow- 

«'rs. 
Slie heard the h<K)f-strokes, saw me, 

started up. 
And with lier blue eyes wider tlian their 

wont. 
And rosy lips half trenmlous, nished to 

meet 
An i greet me swiftly. * T')), dear I^ive!' 

I eried. 
•The ('(mviets, the Ihish-Hangers ! — let 

usflv!' 
All. then and there you sli<»uld have mhmi 

her. friend. 
My noble lM*aut(KMis Helen! not a tear. 
Nor sob. and scarr(> a tninsient pulse* 

quiver. 
As, clasping hand in hand, her fair>'foot 
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Lit y.\i,v a sniall l>ir<l c>]i my ImrseHinu's 

boot. 
Ami up into the sniUlf, iJtlif unci li^tht, 
Vaulliiit; she pcri:lii-i], \iev briHliL riiris 



" Wb crosaeil 'llis riv.r, mi 


, ilismouiil- 


lnB,lea 




O'er llie xteep slope of hlt'Ji 


.-.1 i-oi-k ami 


turf. 




•n«- wG»rird liurw:, aiiil Hi 


IV l>rliiii.li. 


Tor 






paused to 


swc«p 





With younj; keen eyes tlie broad plain 

streU'lieJ afar, 
KiTTiie and aiiluinn-tinteil at our feel : 
~ Either,' said I, ' these devils liavc gone 

To meet niih bloodhound Desborougii 
111 Ills rage 

IJetnccn till' graniU; tmases of Luxornie. 

Or else, — dear Chrlatl uiy Helen, lowl 
sloop low ! ' 

{These words were hisaeil in horror, for 
jusl tiicn, 

'Twixt the ili'ep hollows of the river- 
vale, 




The ndscreants, witli iiii\i>d shouls add 

euraes. |ioiirii1 
Ifowii tlirough the Hiuty yorge tunmitu- 

Si-eiuitig, we ihoiiulif. in one Beri'c 

throng to cliariip 
Oiirhiding-phtee.) 1 M-mil -.iiy Wldder- 

in's heail. 
Dliudfohling him. for with a single neigh 
Our fate were sealiil o' Ih' iuslatil! As 

titcy rode, 
Tliose wihl, foul-la ngiiagiHl cteniomt, by 

our lair, 
.Varc-e twelve yanls off, my tn)Ubled 

steed shook wlile 
liis streaming niaiii>. stuiupetl on tlie 

earth, and p:iwi-d 



I So loudly that the sweat of agony rolled 
I Down my eold forehead ; at which iioiiit 
] felt 
My ann elntrheil, and a voice I did not 

Dropped the low murmur from pale, 

shuddering lips, 
■U God; If In those brutal hands I 

fall, 

Liriii'j, look not into your mother's face 

" What time hail passed 
Above our bowed heads, we pent, pin- 
ioned there 
Itv awe and nameless horror, who shall 

tell? 
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Minutos, iM*rchaiice, by mortal iiu*iisuri»- 

inont, 
Ett'initv l)v heart-throbs I — whoii at 

hMi^th 
We turiu'il, uiid eyes of inutual wonder 

raised. 
We gaz(>d on alien fa<'es, hagganl, worn. 
And stnin.i^e of feature iw the faees 

lK)rn 
In fevtT and delirium! Were we 

siiveil ? 
We searee could compivhend it, till, 

from out 
Tin? niMi;hborini; oak-wo<Ml, rodi? our 

friends at speeil, 
With <'Iani; of steel and eyebrows bent in 

wrath. 
lUit warned betimes, the wily ruttians 

fled 
Far up the forest-t^overts, and lH»yond 
The daz/lini^ snow-line of th(> distant 

hills, 
Their yells of fiendish laughter pealinic 

faint. 
And fainter from the eloudlantl, and the 

mist. 
That elostnl about them like an ash-trray 

shroud : 
Yet were these wretehes marketl for 

inunincnt (h'ath: 
The next keen sunrise i)iereed the 

savaj^e gorge. 
To whieli we tracked them, where. 

mere iM'asts at bay, 
(irimly they fought, and bnite by brute 

thev fell.'' 



There's somethings — but vchut I can 

scarce divine, — 
Perchance 'tis the breath like a potent 

wine, 
Of the conlial, clear October, 
Which makes, when the jovial month 

comes round. 
The life-bloo4l bloom, and the pulses 

bound. 
Ami the soul spring forth like a monarch 

erown'd. — 
(iixl's gra<'eon the brave Ocrtol)er! 

Come, sw<H*th«»art ! open your choicest 

bin. 
For who. I would marvel, could deem it 

sin. 
On this night of keen Octol)er, 
To quaff one health to his ruddy cheer, 
On the golih*n edge of the waning year, 
'IV) his eyes so bright, and his cheeks so 

clear. 
Our blulT '• King Hal,"— October? 

Away with l^henish and light chani* 

pagne I 
'Tis not in these we must pledge the 
reign 
Of the st<mt old lonl, — October; 
lUit in mighty stoups of the "^ mountain 

ew. 
With "IhwIs" like tears in an eye of 

blue, 
Ihit teai-s of a laughter, sound and 
true. 
As thine honest heart, October! 



Afar from the city, itscark and care, — 
Tliank (Io<lI I am cosily seattnl here, 

On this night of hale October, — 
While the flames leap high on the roar- 
ing hearth. 
And voices, the dearest to me on earth, 
Itin<; out in the nuLsic of household 
ndrth. 
For the time is blithe October I 



He brought me love and he brought me 

liealth. 
He brought me all but the curse of 

wealth, 
'I'his kindly and free October; 
An<i forever and aye I will bless his 

name. 
While his winds blow fresh, and his 

sunsets flame. 
And the whole earth bums with his 

crimson fame, 
'I'his prince of the months, — Octob<>r I 



WILL, — HERE AND THERE. 
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YouK face, my boy, when six months 
ohl, 
We propiK**! you laughing in a chair, 
And the sun-artist caught tlie gold 

Which ripphnl o'er your waving hair! 
Aiul deftly shadowed forth the while 
That blooming cheek, that roguish 
smile. 
Those dhnples seldom still: 
The tiny, wondering, wide-eyed elf! 
Now, aw you recognize yourself 

In that small portrait. Will ? 

1 glanre at it, then turn to you. 

Where in your healthful ease you 
stand, 
No beauty, — but a youth as true, 

And pure as any in the land ! 
For Xature, through fair sylvan ways. 
Hath leil and gladdened all your days, 

Kept free from sordid ill ; 
Hath filled your veins with blissful tire, 
An<l winged your instincts to aspire 
Sunwanl, and (iodwani. Will! 

Ijong-limbed and lusty, with a stride 

That leaves me many a pace behind, 
You roam the woodlands, far and wide. 
You ciualf great tlraughts of country 
wind : 
While tn*e and wihlHower, lake and 

stream. 
Deep shadowy nook, and sunshot gleam, 

C'<M)1 vale and far-off hill. 
Each plays its mute mysterious i)art. 
In that strange growth of mind and heart 
I joy to witness, Will! 

**('an this tall youth," I sometimes 
say, 
'• Be mine *.* my mm /" it surely seems 
Scarce further backward than a day. 
Since watching o'er your feverish 
dreams 
In that chihUillness of the brain, 
1 thought (() Christ, with what kt»en 
pain!) 



Your pulse would soon be still, 
That all your boyish si)oits were o'er, 
And 1, heart-broken, nevermore 

Should call, or clasp you, Will ! 

But Heaven was kind, death passed you 
by; 
And now upon your arm I lean. 
My Mecond xelf, of clearer eye. 

Of tinner nerve, and steadier mien ; 
Through you, methinks, my long-h>st 

youth 
Revives, from whose sweet founts of truth 

And joy, I drink my fill: 
I feel your every heart-throb, know 
What inmost hopes within you glow, 
One soul's l)etween us, Will! 

Pray Heaven that this be always so! 
That ever on your soul and mine 
Though my thin lo(rks grow white as 
snow. 
The s<*lf-same radiant trust may sliine; 
Pray that while this, my life, cndiu'es, 
It aye may sympathize with yours 
In thought, aim, action still; 
That you, O son (till comes the end), 
In me may find your connxide, friend, 
And more than father. Will! 



HE HE AXD THERE.* 

IlEitK the warm sunshine fills 
IJke wine of gods the deepening, cup- 
shaped dells, 
End>osseil with marvellous flowers; the 

happy rills 
Uoani through the autumnal fields whose 

ricli increase 
Of gathered grain smiles under heavens 
of i>eaee ; 
While many a binl-song swells 
From glades of neighboring woo<lland8, 
cool antl fair, — 
(.'(mtent and iH*ace are hrre. 



• Written durliiK tlie nur between France 
und (lenuany. 
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There tlie wild l)attle\s wrath 
Thunders from ca8tle<l lieiglit to .storied 

plain, 
Ploughs with red lightning-bolts its terri- 
ble {Mith, 
And sows the abhorrent seeds of bloo<l 

and death. 
Blown far on Desolation* s tameless 
breath, 
While for autunmal grain 
Time reaps the har\'est of a bleak de- 
spair, — 
(iod's ciirsii consumes them there. 

Mere jovial children play 

Denealh the latest vine-leaves; innocent 
kings. 

An<i blissful tpieens, — on them the ma- 
tron Day, 

Like a sweet mother <lrops her kisses 
light ; 

The very (*louds some secret joy makes 

bright. 
And round us clings and clings. 

With Ariel arms, the season's influence 

rare, — 

Heaven's heart lK?ats near us here. 

There love iMMUoans its lost. 
Countless as seaside siinds; all jovs of ! 
life ' I 

Rest Im'ked and stirless in the blood-red \ 

frost ; 
Ye dnuns, roll out, shrill clarions, iH'al 

your parts I 
Yc cannot drown the wail of broken I 
hearts. 
Nor still that spiritual strife 
Which thrills thmugh Vi<'tor\*'s voice I 
its death-notes drear. — 
Dear Christ, soothe, siivc them thtre. 



WELCOME TO WIXTEli. 

Now, with wild ami windy n)ar. 
Stalwart Winter comes (m<*e more, — 
O'er our roof-tree thunders hmd, 
And from tnlges of black clou<l 



Shakes his beanl of hoary gold, 
Like a tangled torrent rollnl 
l>own the sky-rifts, clear and cold ! 

Hark! his trumpet summons rings. 

Potent as a warrior-king's;- 

Till the forties of our blood 

Kise to lusty hardihood. 

And our summer's languid dreams 

Melt, like foam-wn^aths, down the 

streams, 
When the tierce northeasters roll, 
Kaving from the fmzen iK)le. 

Nobler Iioik^s and keener life, 
Quicken in his breath of strife; 
Through the snow-stonns and the sleet 
On he stalks with armed feet. 
While the sounding clash of hail 
Clanging on his icy mail. 
Stirs whate'er of genenms might 
Time hath left ils in his flight. 
And our yearning pulses thrill 
For some grand ac'hievement still! 

Lord of ice-1)ound s<'a and land. 
Let me grasp thy kingly hand. 
And from thy great heart ar.d l)old, 
Ilecla-warm, though all is cold 
Kound alK)Ut tluH», cat4*h the firt* 
Of mv lost vouth's brave desin»: 
Let me, in the war with wrong. 
Like thy stonns, be swift and strong, 
(il(K>my griefs, an<l cowartl can»s 
Broods of 'wildering, dark despairs, 
Making all life's gIor\- dim. 
Let me rend them, lind) from limb. 
As the fon*st-l)oughs are riMit 
When thou wak'st the firmament. 
And with savage shriek and groan, 
AH the wHdwooil's overthrown! 



TO MY MOTHER. 

Like streamlets to a silent sea. 
These songs with varitnl motion 

Flow fn)m bright fancy's uplands free. 
To Lethe's cloudt*iI ocean; 



soyxKTs. 
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They lapse in ilocpening music down 
The slopes of tlower-lit iiieatlows. 

Nor dream, poor songs! how near them 
frown 
OI)Iivion's rayless shadows I 

Vt't though of brief and dubious life, 

All wed to ineompleteness. — 
The voiees c)f these lays are rife 

With frail and tieeting sweetness; 
One <'hord to make more full the strain, 

( )n4>. note I may not smother, 
Is echo<Hl in the heart's refrain 

Wliieh holds thy name, my mother! 

To thee my earliest verse I brought, 

All wreathed in loves and roses, 
Nome glowing boyish faney, fraught 

With tender May-wind closes; 
Thou ilid'st not taunt my tiedgling song. 

Nor view its llight with scorning: 
"The binl," thou saidst, ** grown fleet 
and strong, 

Might yet outsoar tlu» morning! '' 

Ah me! between that hour and this, 

Eleniities seem flowing; 
O'er hapless graves of youth and bliss 

Dark cypress boughs are growing; 
Oiu- Fate hath dinnned with base alloy 

'I'he rich, pure gold of pleasure. 
And changed the choral chant of joy 

To care's heart-broken measure! 

lUU through it alL — the blight, the jmll. 

The stress ofthunderous weather, 
That (Un\ who keeps wild chance in 
thrall 

Hath linked our lots together; 
So, hand in hand. w<> sail the gloom, 

Faith's mysti<* phunmet casting 
To sound the ways which end in bloom 

Of Kdens everlasting! 

I bless tliee. Dear, with reverent 
thought ! 

Pale face, and tress«»s hoary, 
Wliose every.silvery thread hatli caught 

Some hint of heaveidy glory; — 



To thee, with trust assured, sublime, 
Death's angel-call tliat waitest, 

To thee, as once my earliest rhyme, 
Lo! now, I bring — my latest! 



SOWETS, 
ILLKCilTIMATE. 

TiiK maiden Spring came laughing down 
the dales, 

llcr fair brows arched, and on lier rose- 
bud mouth. 

The balm and beauty of the lustrous 
South; 

Through soft green fields, from hills to 
happy vales. 

She tripped, her small feet twinkling in 
th(i sun, 

Her delicate finger niised with girlish 
mirth. 

Pointed at graybeanl Winter, who, in 
dearth, 

Toiled toward his couch, his long day 
labor done; 

Ah no, not done! for hark! a sudden 
wind, 

D(>atli-Iaden, sw^eeps from realms of arc- 
tic sky, 

And l)hu're<l with storm, the mom grows 
crazed and blind; 

Then Winter, mocking, backward turns 
apiu'c. 

Where pallid Spring all vainly strives to 

fly. 

And with brute buffet scars her slirink* 
ing face! 

}*ONXET. 

I CAST this sorrow from me like a 
crown 

Of bitter nettles, and miwholcsome 
wee«ls. 

Xursed by cold night-dews, from malig- 
nant seeds, 

111 Fortune sowe<l, when all the heaven 
did frown ; 

Its loathsome roimd I trample deeply 
down 
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In mire and dust, to burn my brain no 

more; 
From ofl my brow I wipe tho trickling 

gore, 
Wliile all about me, like keen clarions 

blown. 
From breezy dells, and golden heights 

afar, 
Their stem reteiM the wild March 

winds sound ; 
They wake an answering passion in my 

soul. 
Whence, marshalled as brave warriors, 

taking ground 
For noblest conflict, freed from doubt or 

dole. 
Great thoughts uprising front Hope's 

morning star! 

VERNAL PKTrKES (WITHOUT AND 

WITH IX). 

Amid fresh roses wandering, and the 

soft 
And delicate wealth of apple-blossoms 

spread 
In tender spirals of blent white and red. 
Round the fair spaces of our blooming 

croft, 
This mom 1 caught the gurgUng note, 

so oft 
Ileanl in the golden spring-tides that are 

dead, — 
The swallow's note, mummring of win- 
ter fled, 
DropiHHl silverly from passionless calms 

aloft : 
"O heart!*' I said, ** thy vernal depths 

unclose, 
Tliat mirror Nature's: warm airs, come 

an<l go 
Of whispering ardors o'er thought's bud- 

detl rose, 
And half-hid flowers of sweet philoso- 

i>i»y ; 

While now upglancing, now borne swift 
and low, 

Song like the swallow darts through fan- 
cy's sky." 



THE MOUSTAIX OF THE LOVKitS,* 

I. 

Love scorns degrees ! the low he lif teth 

high, 
The high he draweth down to that fai} 

plain 
Wliereon, in his divine equality, 
Two loving hearts may meet, nor meet 

in vain ; 
'(rainst such sweet levelling Cu-stoni 

cries amain, 
Ifiit o'er its harshest utterance one bland 

sigh. 
Breathed passion-wise, doth mount vic- 
torious still. 
For Love, earth's lord, must have his 

lonlly will. 

II. 

But ah! this sovereign will oft works 

at last 
The <leadliest bane, as happed erewhile 

to her. 
Earl (lodolfs daughter, many a centur>- 

past: 



* The inoAt iin|Kirtaiit feature in the land- 
8capc of thiti iM»eni tlie okl (Chronicler iiersisid 
in <leMigiintiiig as a mountain of **iite«p** and 
" terrible " aacent ; but that it eould not hare 
been a mountain, and, deMpite certain obstacleH 
whioh made it daugerouH for men on burne- 
back, it might not even have been a nry " ter- 
rible ** hill, iM shown by the fact, that among 
the crowd who reached the Hunimft soon after 
the catastrophe, were ** old men,** whom the 
excitement of the time and scene would hardly 
have sufliceO to bear safely up were the <;bron- 
icler*s expressions to be literalty accepted. 
To any man loadetl as Oswahl waa. the ascent 
of a companitively nio«lerate height wouhl 
prove a foArful trial; hut in his case the atro- 
cious crui'lty of the exi>eriment. and the life 
and ileath issues involveil, became 80 cloiely 
ass4M>iate4l in the s|K*etators' minds with the 
nuitfrial scene of the trage<ly. that the latter 
was not unnaturally beheld through Uie mag- 
nifying medium of pity and terror. Tins tlie 
hill was elevated into a mountatii! Hie old 
Chronicler celebrates it as such. We foUov 
the. <»M ('hn»ni«'li'r — t<i the death! 



THE MOUNTAIN OF THE LOVERS, 



ig: 



She loved her father's low born forester, 
About whose manful grace did breathe 

and stir 
So clear a radiance, by soul-virtues cast, 
He moved nutouched of social blight or 

ban — 
Nature's serene, true-hearted gentleman. 

III. 

Vet she alone of all the household saw 

That softy soul beneath his serf's attire; 

But of the ruthless Earl so great her 
awe. 

Close, close she kept her spirit's veiled 
desire. 

Nor outward shone one spark of hidden 
fire. 

Too well she knew to what stem feudal 
law 

She and her hapless Love perforce must 
yield, 

If once this tender secret were re- 
vealed. 

rv. 

Yea! even by Oswald's self her covert 

flame 
Undreamed of burned ; proud stood she, 

coldly fair, 
When, to report of woodcraft lore, he 

came 
To the EarFs liall, and she was lingering 

there. 
" Cold heart I " thought he ; " who 'midst 

her liegemen, dare 
Play as I played with death a desperate 

game 
For her sweet sake ? and yet, alas! and 

yet. 

She scorns the service and disowns the 
debt." 

V. 

For sooth it was that one keen winter's 

night. 
While slowly journeying homeward 

through a wood 



AVhose every deepest copse in moonshine 
bright 

Glimmered from hoary trunk to frost- 
tipped bud. 

On sire and child there burst a cry of 
blood, 

Followed by hurrying feet, and the dread 
sight 

Of scores of gray-skinned brutes — a 
direful pack 

Of wolves half-starved that yelled along 
their track. 

VI. 

In vain his frantic team Earl Grodolf 

smote. 
With blended prajrer and curse; nigh 

doom were they, 
Riders and steeds, for now each ravening 

throat 
Yawned like a foul tomb. On the bound- 
ing sleigh 
The fierce horde gained, when from the 

silvery-gray. 
Cold-branched glades outrang a bugle 

note. 
With next a bowstring's twang, an 

arrowy whir. 
As shaft on shaft the keen-eyed forester 

vn. 

Launched on the foe, each hurtling shaft 

a fate. 
Then Oswald, 'twixt pursuers and 

pursued 
Leapt, sword in hand, his eyes of fiery 

hate 
Fixed on the baffled horde, whose doubt- 
ful mood 
Clianged to quick fear, they scoured 

adown the wood. 
Their long gaunt lines, in fiend-like, 

vanquished state. 
Fading with flash of blood-red orbs from 

far, 
Till the Ust vanished like a baleful 

star! 
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vin. 

Xow, by the mass I iibnipt and briof, I 

wron, 
Th«f riuU> Karl's ibanksfor ivscriUHl limbs 

and lifo; 
IJiit nul so miurcless provifd the fair 

(.'atrino. 
As j^lancini; backward to the field of 

strif<; 
She tlaslH'il a smile with cordial meaning 

rife. 
Which struck om- sylvan hero (who did 

lean. 
Pale, on his bow,) as 'twere the piercin.v; 

jLCieam I 

Of some stran.i^e, sudden, half bewilder- I 

ing dream. 



IX. 

Alack I ihedream waxed not, but seemed 

to wane, 
.\s if a cloudless sini but late arisen. 
Hack journcyin.i:. passed across the ethe- 
real plain. 
And the fresh dawn it brought, died out 

in heaven ; 
For from that rve no subtlest signs W(?re 

given. 
As erst we said, that passion's blissful 

]>ain 
Touched the maid's heart, or that her 

davs Wfre caught 
In those line meshes woven by love for 

thought. 

X. 

In Ihitain dwelt Karl Godolf, nigh the 

bounds 
Of the Welsh marches: a wild rover he. 
In his hot vouth, inured to strife and 

wounds 
Through many a foray fierce by land and 

sea ; ! 

Hut, after years of bright tramiuillity — I 



Years linked to love through pleasun^'s 
peaceful bounds — 



So gently lapsed, the iinuiailed warrior's 

hand 
Forgot almost the use of spear or brand. 

XI. 

A bride erewhile won by his dauntless 

blade 
In a great sea fight — where his arm had 

slain 
Some half score foemen — wan and lialf 

afniid, 
Ilomcwanl he brought, whose every deli- 
cate vein 
Pulsed the rich blood and tropic warmth 

of Spain; 
But when i)ure wifehood crooned the 

noble maid, 
Ileait-fruits for him his beauteous lady 

bore, 
(Jf whose strange sweets he had not 

dreamed before. 

XII. 

She strove his nature's niggedness to 

smooth. 
And in his bosom dropped a fruitful 

germ 
Of thost? mild virtues given oiu" lives to 

soothe. 
And change their gusty solitude to warm 
Henelicent calm, — divinest after storm. 
Within him fiowered a pallid grace of 

ruth, 
Xor oft, as once, o'er bleeding breasts he 

troil 
Straight to his purpose, blind to law and 

God. 

XI n. 

And in fair fulness of the ripened time. 
Still gentler grew his dark, war-fiurowed 

mien; 
lie (piatftHi the sunshine of a fairy clime, 
Love charmed, hope gladdened, when, 

to <TOwn tin* scene 
Of transient bliss, there smiled a new 

Catrinc — 
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The' loveliest babe e'er lulled by mother's 

rhyme — 
Whose tiny fingers o'er her heart-strings 

played, 
Making ineffable music where they 

strayed. 

XIV. 

Woe worth tlic end! for though the in- 
fant thrivetl 

Slowly the hapless mother pined away; 

Love to the last in pleading eyes sur- 
vived — 

Those fond, fond eyes doomed to the 
churchyanl clay, 

( otfiiied. and shut from all blithe sights 
of day ; 

Hut Christ! in thee her stainless spirit 
lived. 

Whose memory — a white star — should 
evermore 

O'er h«»r lortl's paths have beamed to 
keej> them pure. 

XV. 

Xathless. some souls there are by cruel 

loss 
Stimji. as with scourije of scorpions, to 

dt'spair: 
'I'iifM- will not sfck the Christ, nor clasp 

His cross, 
Biu, i^roping vaguely through sulphiu^ 

ous air. 
Strike hands with Satan, in the murky 

^lare 
Of furious hell, whose billows ragt* and 

toss 
AlMjut their tortured lx.'ing, urged to 

curse 
That mystic will which riUes the uni- 



verse. 



XVI. 



Yea, such the Karl's; no cooling dew 

did fall 
To heal his wound; 'gainst heaven and 

earth he turned, 
CJirt to his sense with one vast funeral 

l>all; 



And the sore heart within hhn writhed 
and burned 

With baflled hope, and pain that madly 
yearned, 

Vainly and madly, for dear love's recall. 

No light o'ershone griefs ocean drear 
and black, 

The while old passions thronged tumul- 
tuous back. 

XVII. 

So, his last state was worse than e'en hia 

first; 
Murder and rapine, pitiless greed, and 

ire 
Raged wheresoe'er his raven banner 

burst, 
'Mid shrieks and wails, and hollow roar 

of fire. 
Which lapiH»d the household porch and 

crackling byre; 
He seemed demoniac in his aims ac- 
curst. 
Wrath in his soul, and on his brow the 

sign 
Of hell — a human scourge by power di- 

vine 

XVIII. 

For some mysterious end permitted 

still — 
As many an evil thing our (rod allows 
To range the world, and work its dread- 
ful will. 
Whether in form of chiefs, with laurelled 

brows. 
Or spies and traitors in the good man's 

house ; 
Or, it may l)e, some slow, infectious ill, 
Untraced, and rising like a mist defiled 
With i)oisonous odors on a lonely wild, 

XIX. 

Albeit no marsh is near, or steamy fen. 
More monstrous year by year Earl Qo- 

dolf's dee<1s 
Flared in hell's livery on the eyes of men; 
All growths of transient gootlnesB 

checked by wetnls. 
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Sin-bred; and, ah! one angel's bosom 

bleeds 
To know she may not meet her love 

again ; 
And even the vales immortal seemed 

less 8W(;et, 
Because too pun» for his crime-cuml>ered 

feet. 

XX. 

But, weal or woe, the world rolls 
blindly on. 

While nature's charm, in child, and 
bird, and flower. 

Works its rare marvels 'neath the noon- 
day sun. 

And the still sUirs in midnight's slum- 
berous hour. 

And so a human bud, through l>eam 
and shower. 

Glad play, and easeful sleep — the 
orphaned one. 

The beauteous l)al)e — a sour old bel- 
<lame's care, 

Upflowered at length a matchless mai<l, 
and fair. 

XXI. 

Most fair to all hut him to whom she owed 

Her life and place in this bewihlering 
world ; 

For he. a changed man since that hour 
which .showed 

His wife': worn form in earthly <'ere- 
mcnls furled. 

Coil scorn had launched, or cai)tious 
passion hurletl 

At this sole otfsprini: of his lone alM)de. 

Till grown, alas I too <*arly grave and 
wise. 

»She viewi'il her sire, in turn, with love- 
less eves. 

XXII. 

Still in l>enii,Miant anns did nature fold 
Her favon'd ehiltl. an<l on her richly 

showered 
All gifts of beauty; with long hair of 

gol 1 



I 



And lucid, languid eyes the maid 'she 
dowered, 

And her enticing loveliness empowered 

With charms to melt the wintriest tem- 
per's cold 

C'harms wrought of sunrise warmth, 
and twilight balm, 

Passion's deep glow, and plty^s saint- 
like calm. 

XXIII. 

Tall, lithe, and yielding as a young bay 
tree 

Her ix'rfect foiin; but 'neath its lissom 
gni<.H» 

There lurked a latent strength keen 
eyes could see. 

Drawn from her father's nndegenerate 
race : 

The dazzling fairness of her Saxon face, 

Contrastcfl with the dark eyes' witcherj*, 

Shone with such light as northern noon- 
tlays \\ ake 

Through the clear shadows of a moun- 
tain lake. 

XXIV. 

, Her full blown flower of lieauty lured 

ere long 
Unnumbered suitors round her; these 

declare 
Boldest rei>ort hath done the virgin 

wrong. 
And past all power of wonls they diH*ni 

her fair; 
Th<' kingdom's jirinceliest youth besiege 

her ear 
And heart with ardent vows and amor- 
ous song; 
Love, rank and wealth their splendid 

beams cond)inc. 
She the rare orb alM)Ut whose path they 

shine. 

XXV. 

Still wcmM she wed with none till rudely 

press«Ml 
To th(> last lM>undar>' of her patience 

sweet ; 



THE MOUNTAIN OF THE LOVERS, 



171 



No more she struggled in a yearning 
breast 

To hide her passion, howsoe'er unmeet 

For one higli placed as she ; her fervent 
feet 

Oft bore her now where woodland flow- 
ers caressed 

The grand oM oaks, l)eneath whose shel- 
tering Iwughs 

The lovers mused, or, whispering, 
breathed their vows. 

XXVI. 

But ere to such sweet pass their fates 

had led, 
Or ere her thought unbosomed utterly. 
To the rapt youth, in tremulous tones, 

she said, 
" / lore thee,"'' through full many a fine 

degree 
Of feeling, touched by sad imcertainty, 
That tnilli they neared, which, like a 

bird o'erhead, 
Still faltering flew, till borne through 

shade and sun. 
It nestled warm in two hearts made as 

one! 

XXVII. 

The truth, the fond conviction that all 
earth 

Was less than naught — a mote, a van- 
ishing gleant. 

Matched with the glow of that transcen- 
dent birth 

Of love which wnipi)ed them in his hap- 
piest dream ; 

EntrancM thus, shut in by beam on beam 

Of glory, is it strange but trivial worth 

Tln'ir dazzled minds in transient doubts 
should see 

Which somt* times crossed their keen fe- 
licity ? 

XXVIII. 

Their love awhile, like some smooth rivu- 
let borne 

Through drooping umbrage of a lonely 
dell, 



By clouds unvisite4, by storms untorn, 
Passed, rippling music; like a magic bell 
Out rung by spirit liands invisible, 
Each tender hour of meeting, eve or 

morn. 
Above them, stole in rhythmic sweet- 
ness, blent 
With rare fi-uition of supreme content. 

XXIX. 

But in the sunset tide of one calm day, 
When, all unconscious at the place of 

tryst, 
Beyond their wont they lingered; with 

dismay 
They saw, begirt by gold and amethyst, 
Of that rich time, gigantic in the midst 
Of shimmering splendor, which did flash 

and play 
About his fonu, and o'er his visage dire, 
The wrathfid Earl, midmost the sunset 

fire. 

XXX. 

No word he uttered, but his falchion 

drew, 
I^ed with the slain boar's blood, and 

pointed grim 
Where 'gainst the eastern heavens' slow- 
deepening blue 
Uprose his castle turrets, tall and dim. 
The maid's eyes close; she feels each 

nerveless limb 
Sink nigh to swooning; but, heart-brave 

and true. 
Clings to her I^ove, while from pale lips 

a sigh 
Doth faintly fall, which means *^ with 

him I die!''^ 

XXXI. 

Gravely advancing, the Earl's stalwart 
hand 

Rests on her shuddering shoulder; one 
quick glance. 

Haughty and high, rife with severe com- 
mand, 

On the 'mazed woodsman doth he dart 
askance, 
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Who doubtful bides, as one half roused 

from trance, 
Striving to know on\^hat new ground 

his stand 
Thenceforth shall be ; or if life's priceless 

aU, 
Put to the test just then, must rise or 

fall. 

XXXII. 

Fate wrought the issue! for as Oswald 
waits 

Biding his time to smite, or else retreat. 

With the maid*s hand his own £arl 
(iodulf mates. 

And from the wood they pass with foot- 
stops fleet; 

One tearful, backward look vouchsafed 
his sweet. 

Just as the castle gates — those iron 
gates, 

Heavy and stem, like Death's — were 
closed l)clween 

His burning vision and the lost Catrine. 

XXXIII. 

To heaven he raises wild despairing 

eyes, 
But heaven responds not ; then to earth 

returns 
His bafll<Ml gaze from ranging the cold 

skies. 
And earth but seems a place for burial 

unis; 
In sooth, the whole creation mutely 

spurns 
His prayer for aid ; alas ! what kind rc- 

])lies I 

Can woeful man from fair, dumb Nature j 

draw I 

Locked in the grasp of adamantine Law ? 



Came, grandly robed, our Lord's high 
seneschal ; 

To all the lieges, with shrill trumpet 
call. 

In name of his serene puissant grace 

Godolf, the £arl; to all folk, bond or 
free, 

With strident voice he read this foul de- 
cree: 

XXXV. 

*' Whereas our virgin daughter, hight 

Catrine, 
False to her noble race and lineage 

proud. 
Hath owned her love for one of birth as 

mean 
As any hind*s who creeps among the 

crowd 
Of conmion serfs, with cowering shoul- 
ders bowed — 
Oswald by name — the whom ourselves 

have seen, 
When least he deemed us nigh, his 

traitorous part 
Press with hot wooing on the maiden's 

heart: 

XXXVI. 

" Let all men know hereby our will it is. 
To-morrow morn their trial mom must 

be; 
Either the serf shall win, and call her 

his. 
Or l>oth shall taste such bitter misery 
As even in di-eams the boldest soul would 

flee; 
If lips unlicensed thus will meet and kiss. 
Reason it seems that such unhallowed 

flame 
Of love should end in agony and shame. 



XXXIV. XXXVII. 

Three moms thereafter, in the market **Therefore, the morrow mom shall view 

place j their dmrni 

Of the small town, from Oodolfs castle I Accomplishe<l: 'mid the fems of Bolton 

wall Down, 

Distant, it mij^ht 1)e, some twelve fur- ' AVliere Ik>lton Height doth catch the 

longs' space, ' pur|)ling bloom 
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Of early sunrise on his treeless crown, 
We say to all — knight, burgher, squire 

and clown — 
Just as the eastle^s morning bell shall 

boom 
O'er the far hills, and brown moor's 

blossoming, 
Come, and behold a yet imdreamed-of 

thing. 

xxxviii. 

"For then and there must Osw^ald bear 

aloft. 
By his sole strength, unaided and alone. 
The blameful mai<l, whose nature, grown 

too soft, 
Durst thus betray our honor and her 

own ; 
Yet, if he gain the height, untamed, un- 

throwii, 
All hands api>Iaud hint, and all plumes 

be doflFed ; 
While for ourselves, we vow they both 

shall fare 
Unharmed beyond our realm — we reck 

not where/' 

XXXIX. 

So, as decreed, the next morn, calm and 

dear, 
Witnessed, in many a diverse mode con- 
veyed, 
A mixed and mighty concourse gathering 

near 
The api>ointed height, some in rough 

frieze arrayed. 
And some in gold; there blushed the 

downciist maid. 
Urged to this cruel test, a passionate 

tear 
Misting her view, as surged the living 

sea. 
Behind her, his arms folded haughtily, 

XL. 

His comely head thrown back, his eyes 

on fire 
With hot contempt, fixed on an armed 

band 



Which, stationed near him at the Earl's 

desire, 
His every move o'erlooked, did Oswald 

stand, 
Striving his roused anger to command. 
And lift his clouded aspirations higher 
Than thoughts revengeful. Hark! a 

deepening hum 
On the crowd's verge — the trial hour 

has come ! 

XLI. 

Divided, then, betwixt his ire and 

scorn, 
Outspake the Earl, in tones of savage 

glee: 
** Woodsman I essay thy task, for lo! the 

mom 
Grows old, and I this wretched mum- 
mery 
Would fain see ended." 

— With mien gravely free. 
Clad in light garb, overwrought by hound 

and horn, 
Oswald stood forth, nor quelled by frail 

alarms. 
About the maiden clasped his reverent 

anus; 

XLn. 

And she, like some pure flower by May 

tide rain 
Gracefully laden, turns her eyes apart 
From the great throng, and, pierced by 

modest pain. 
Veiled her sweet face upon her lover's 

lieart ; 
Whereat the youth is seen to thrill and 

start. 
While o'er his own face, calm and pale 

but now. 
Rush the deep crimson waves from chin 

to brow ; 

XLIU. 

Then do they ebb away, and leave* him 

white 
As the vexed foam on ocean's stormy 

swell. 
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Yot cool and constant in his manful 

niiglit 
As somo stanch rock 'gainst which tlie 

tidt»s n?ht*l 
In useless rago, with hollow, billowy 

knell ; 
Meanwhile advancing with sure steps 

and light, 
lie moves in measured wise to dare his 

fate 
IJeneath those looks of blended nith and 

hate. 

XMV. 

Stirred bv his i^enerous braverw and the 

sight 
Of sueh young lives — their love, hope, 

joyance set 
On the hard mastery of yon terrible 

height. 
Whose rugg(Ml slojves and sheer descent 

are wet 
And slii)pery with the dews of dawning 

yet,— 
Thn)Ugh the dense rout, which swayed 

now K'fi. now right. 
Low. inarti<'ulate munnurs faintly ran, 
An«l one keen, (|uivering shcnjk from 

man to man. 

XLV. 

Tli«* watchful matrons sob, the virgins 

wvvy 
Kuli tt'ars, but all unhetnled, as with 

slow. 
Sure footfalls still he mounts the hostile 

st*'ep 
On to a point where two great cohunns 

show 
Tln-ir rountled heads, crowned by the 

morning glow. 
His task half done, a sigh, long, gniteful. 

d»*ej). 
Breaks from his heaving heart; secure 

h<* stantls, 
A sunbeam glinuncring on his <'lasped 

hands. 



XL VI. 

And the glad lustre of his wind-swept 

locks 
More radiant made thereby; his tall 

form towers 
'Gainst the dark background, piled 

with rocks on rocks 
Precipitous, whose grim, gaunt visage 

lowers. 
As if in league they were — like Titan 

powers 
Victorious long o'er storms and earth- 

(piake shocks — 
To cast mute sct>rn on him whose doubt- 
ful ])ath 
Leads near the threatening shadows of 

their wnith. 

XLVll. 

From the charmed crowd then rose an 

easeful breath. 
Lightening the dense air; but, 'midst 

doubt and bale, 
Kaves the wild Earl, reckless of life or 

death, 
If so his tyrannous purpose could pre- 
vail; 
For, almost mad, he smites his gloves of 

mail. 
Goading with frenzied heel the steed 

beneath 
His barbarous rule; in n*ason*s fierce 

eclipse. 
A bliKxl-red foam burns on his writhing 

lips. 

xi.vni. 

Meanwhile, brief sjwice for needful 

resi)ite given. 
With (piiekened pace, onward and 

upwaixl still, 
And fanned by freshening gales, as 

nearer heaven 
He clind)s o'er granite passways of tlio 

hill, 
Oswald ascends, untameil of strength or 

will. 
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StriviDg, as ne^er before had mortal 

striven, 
IJoldly to win, and proudly wear as his, 
riie prize he bore of that bright, breath- 
ing bliss. 

XLIX. 

Two thirds, two thirds and more, of 
that last half 

Of his fell journey had he stoutly won ; 

And now lie pauses the cool breeze to 
quaff. 

And feel the royal heartening of the sun 

Nt»r>ing his soul for what must yet be 
done, 

Wlien with a gentle, quivering, flutelike 
laugh, 

Hold ill*; a sob, the maiden rose and 
kissed 

Her hero's lips, sought through a tremu- 
lous mist 

L. 

Of love and pride I The on-lookers, 

ranged afar, 
Saw, and more boldly blessed them ; all 

are moved 
To trust that theirs may prove the for- 
tunate star 
Fate brightly kindles for young lives 

l>eloved : 
•* His tnith and valor hath he nobly 

proved ; 
How brave, how constant both these 

lovers are ; 
Sooth I the sweet heavens seem with 

them.*' Thus, full voiced. 
Yet with some lingering doubts, the folk 

rejoiced. 

LI. 

Alas ! for false forecasting, and surmise ! 
Though small the space betwixt him and 

his goal, 
Oswald doth stagger now in feeblest 

wise, 
And like some drunken carl, with heave 

and roll. 
Blindly he staggers in his lost control 



Of sense, or power; and so, with an- 
guished sighs, 

Turned on his love — the goal in easy 
reach — 

His yearning woe too deep for mortal 
speech. 

ui. 

Whereon the lady's arms are wildly 

raised. 
Perchance in prayer, perchance with 

pitying aim 
His strain to ease, when lo ! (dear Christ 

be praised!) 
It seemed new strength, fresh courage 

o'er him came, 
Ajid through his spirit rushed a glorious 

flame, 
At which the crowd stood moveless, 

dumb, amazed, 
For, like a god, with swift, resistless 

tread. 
He strides to clasp the near goal o'er his 

head. 

LIII. 

A savage cliif of beetling brow it was, 
Midmost the summit of the lowering 

height, 
Rooted amongst low shrubs and sun- 
dried grass. 
And reared in blackness, like a cloud of 

night. 
On whose dull breast no beacon star is 

bright. 
Thitherward, from cold terrors of the 

pass 
Well nigh of death, the hero speeds 

amain, 
Nor seems his matchless labor wrought 

in vain. 

LTV. 

Tea; for a single rood's length oversped 
And victory crowns him! €rod! how 

still the crowd, 
Once rife with voices! silent as the dead 
Lodged in their earthly crypt and moul- 
dering shroud ; 
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lint Miuldeiily a grt»at er>' mounted loiul 
Anil shrill above them, as in ruthful 

dn^ad, 
They saw the lovers, linked in close 

embrace, 
Fall heaillong down by that wild trysting 

place. 

LV. 

Then comes a quick revulsion, when, the 

pain 
Of fear and choking sympathy gone by, 
IIo^Mj reappears — aye, joy and triumph 

reign — 
For though supine on yonder height th«*v 

lie, 
Still, brow to brow, turned from the 

deeiM'ning sky, 
'Tis but the faintness of the mighty 

stniin — 
Or so they dream — on overworked nerve 

and will, 
Which leaves them moveless on the con- 
quered hill. 

LVI. 

Spurring his courser, in vexed doubt and 
haste. 

The Earl charged on the dangerous 
height, as though 

Firm-trenchetl, defiant, *mid the rock- 
strewn waste 

(ililtered the siHiar-points of his mortal 
f o»' ; 

The horse's hoof struck (in», hurling 
below 

llug(> stont>s and turf his goaded limbs 
disi»lacetl. 

Till checktHl midway, his reckless rider 
found 

lie ueeils mast climb afoot the treacher- 
ous groimd 

LVII. 

And next the throng liad caught, and 

past him swei)t, 
Clothe<l as he was in annor; a young j 

knight 



Headed the rout, whose feverish fingers 

crept 
Oft to his sword liilt ; on the topmost 

height. 
Pausing with veiled eyes, his gaze he 

kept 
Fixed on the prostrate pair, o*er whom 

the light 
Of broadt>ning sunrise now was mixed 

with shade, 
^\jid still the knight's hand wandered 

round his blade. 

LVIII. 

Impatient, spleenful, struggling with the 

tide 
Of common folk, who seemed to heetl 

no more 
His sullen passion and revengeful 

pride. 
Than if just then he were the veriest 

boor, — 
The Earl at length with l)ent brows 

strode before 
The mongrel horde, and unto Oswald 

eried : 
"Rise, traitor, rise! by some foul, jug- 
gling sleight. 
Through tin* tiend's help, thou hast 

attained the height: 

LIX. 

Part them, 1 say ! '' To whom in meas- 
ured tone, 

Measure<l and strange, the yoiuig knight 
answering said : 

•'Earl, well 1 know thou wear'st for 
heart a stone. 

Yet dar'st thou part these twain whom 
death has wed. 

No longer twain, but one ? Look! over- 
head 

The burning sun moimts to his noonday 
throne; 

But o'er the sun, as o'er this fateful 
s<hI, 

Rub's a gn'at King, the King whose 
name is Go<l ! 
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LX. 

'* Deem'st thou for this day's work His 

wrath shall rest?'' 
Whereon, low murmuring like a hive of 

bees, 
With stifled groans and tears, the people 

pressed 
Hound the fair corpses — women on their 

knees 
Embraced them — and old men — but 

dusky lees 
Of feelinij left — did touch them, and 

raressed 
The maid's soft hair, the woodsman's 

noble face, 
Praying, under breath, that Christ would 

grant them grace. 



LXI. 

Tliat mournful day had waned ; by sun- 
set rose 

A wailing wind from out the dim north- 
east ; , 

Which, as the shadows waxed at twi- 
light's close 

O'er moat and wood, to a shrill storm 
increased ; 

But in his castle hall, with song and 
feast. 

Varied full oft by ribald gibes and blows 

Twixt ruftian guests in mge or maudlin 
play, 

The \i'ild night raved its aivful hours 
away. 

LXII. 

With not a pang at thought of her whose 
form 

In pallid beauty lay unwatched and 
dc-ad. 

In a far turret chamber, where the storm. 

Thundering each moment louder over- 
head. 

Entered and shook the close-draped, som- 
bre bed. 

The barbarous sire with wine and was- 
sail warm. 



Lifting his cup 'mid brutal jest and 

jeer, 
Banned his pale daughter, slumbering on 

her bier. 

LXIII. 

Just as those impious words had taken 

flight, 
In the red dusk beyond the torch's 

glare, 
Stole a vague shape that 'scaped the rev- 
ellers' sight, 
Slowly toward Earl Grodolf, imaware 
Even as the rest, what fateful foe drew 

near. 
Muffled the shape was, masked and black 

as night. 
And now for one dread instant with 

raised sword 
Stood hovering o'er the heedless banquet 

board. 

LXIV. 

And next with flashing motion fierce and 

fast, 
Vengeance descended on that glittering 

blade ; 
The amazed spectators started, dumb, 

aghast, 
\Miile at their feet the caitiff lord was 

laid. 
His heart's blood trickling o'er the pur- 
ple braid 
(For through his heart the avenger's 

brand had passed). 
And silver broidery of his gorgeous vest, 
Drawn drop by drop from out his smitten 

breast. 

LXV. 

The muffled shape which as a cloud did 

rise 
On the wild orgie, as a cloud departs ; 
Wan hands arc swept across bewildered 

eyes. 
And awe stilled now the throbbing at 

their hearta, 
Wlien suddenly one death-pale reveller 

starts 
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Up from the board and iu shrill accent 

cries, 
*' Curet is this roof -tree, curst this meat 

lunl wine. 
Fly, comrades; tly with me the wrath 

Divine!'* 

LXVI. 

In haste, in horror, and great tumult^ 

fled 
Th(» afltrighted quests; then, on the va- 
cant room 
N'o maddcnin*; voice thenceforth dis- 

<iuieted, 
Fell the stern presence of a ghastly 

gloom. 
A place 'twas deemed of hoindess, bale- 

f nl doom ; 
Barred from all mortal view in darkness 

dreail. 
Only the spectral fonns of woe and sin 
Thro' the long years cold harborage 

found therein. 



THE I'KXCK.iXCf-: OF THE GODDESS 

D/.tXA.^ 

What time the Norman ruled in Sicily 
At that mild season when the vernal sea, 
O'erilitled by the zei)hyr*s frolic wing, 
Dances and dimples in the smile of 

si»ring 
A goodly ship set sail upon her way 
From Ceos unto Smyrna; through the 

play 
Of wave and sunbeam toucheil with fra- 
grant calm, 
She passed by beauteous island shores of 
palm. 



• Sixtt'eii yoars ago, in a vohiino of com- 
jaralively youthful verse;*. th« alKtve ix^ui 
ji|>|H'are«l umlrr the title of •• Arolio: n Ittfnul 
of the iglaml of <\n*." The <»ri|riiial narrative 
liar* now been carefully rewritten an«l anien<l- 
ed aM«l upwanls of a hundreil and fifty linex 
of entirely new matter have been ad<le(l thereto. 
Si» far u» we know, the only |KH't who has ceUs 
bratedthis signitleant and beautiful tradition. 



Until so sweet the tender wooing breeze. 

So fraught the hours with balms of slum- 
brous ease, 

That those who manned ber, in the ge- 
nial air 

And dalliance of the time, forgot the 
care 

Due to her courses; in the bland sun- 
shine 

They lay enchanted, dreaming dreams 
divine. 

While idly drifting on the halcyon 
water, 

The bark obeyed whatever currents 
caught her. 

Bonie onward thus for many a cloudless 

day, 
Tliey rea(rh at length a wide and wooded 

»)ay, 
The haimt of birds whose piuiding 

wings in flight 
Make even the blushful morning seem 

more bright. 
Flushed as with darting rainbows; 

through the tide. 
By overriiH? pomegranate juices dyed, 
And laving boughs of the wild fig and 

grape. 
Great shoals of dazzling fishes madly 

ape 
The ]>lay of silver lightnings in the deep 
Translucent pools; the crew awoke from 

sleep. 
Or rather that strange trance that on 

them press<»d 
Gently as sleep; yet still they loved to 

rest. 
Fanned by voluptuoiLs gales, by mor- 

phean languors blessed. 



is AVillian) Morris, in the first section of whose 
i ** Earthly I*ara«lise *' there is a story (called 
, ** 77/r LntI}/ n/ the Lnml " ) ftiunded upon s<nne 

of its more <ibviouH and iN)i)ular incidents. 

Sinee Morris's wonderful tales were not pub- 
I li8he<l until 1S4>m, we ean, at least, assert the 

humble claim ot preetnlence iu the poetical 

treatment of this legend. 
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The shore sloped upward into foliagc<l 

hills, 
(.'left by tlie chaunels of rock-fretted 

rills. 
That flashed their wavelets, touched by 

iris lights, 
O'er many a tiny cataract down the 

heights. 

Green vales there were between, and 

pleasant lawns 
Thick set with bloom, like sheen of 

tropic dawns, 
Brightening the orient; further still the 

glades 
Of whisperous forests, flecked with 

golden shad«*s, 
.Stretched glimmering southward ; on the 

wood's far rim, 
Faintly discerned thro' veiling vapors, 

dim 
As mists of Indian summer, the broad 

view 
Was clasiHMl by mountains flickering in 

the blue 
And hazy distance; overall there hung 
The morn's eternal beauty, calm and 

young. 
Amid the throng, each with a marvel- 
ling face 
Turned on that island Eden and its 

grace. 
Was one — Avolio — a brave youth of 

Florence, 
Self-exiled from his country, in abhor- 

ren<*e 
Of the bast*, blo-xl-stained tyrants dom- 
inant there. 

A g(Mitleman he was, of gracious air. 
And liberal as the summer, skilled in 

lore 
Of arms, and chivalry, and many more 
Deep sciences whicli others left un- 
learned. 
He loved adventure; how his spirit 

bume<l 
Within him, when, as now, a chance 
arose 



To search untravelled forests, and 
strange foes 

Vanquish by i)uissauce of knightly 
blows. 

Or rescue maidens from malignant 
spells. 

Enforced by honles of wizard sentinels. 

So in the ardor of his martial glee. 

He clapped his hands and shouted su<1- 
denly : 

**Ho! sirs, a challenge I let us pierce 
these woods 

Down to the core: explore their sol- 
itudes. 

And make the flowery empire all our 
own : 

Who knows but we may conquer us a 
throne? 

At least, bold feats await us, grand em- 
prise 

To win us favor in our ladies' eyes; 

liy heaven ! he is a coward who delays." 

So saying, all his countenance ablaze 
With passionate zeal, the youth sprang 

lightly up, 
And with right lusty motion, filled a 

cup — 
They brought him straightway — to the 

glistening brim 
With Cyprus wine: **Now glory unto 

him. 
The anient knight, no mortal danger 

daunts, 
\Mio8e constant soid a fiery impulse 

haimts. 
Which spurs him onwanl, onward, to 

the end; 
Pledge we the brave! and may St. Enno 

send 
Success to crown our valiantest! " 

This said, 
Avolio shoreward leaped, and with him 

led 
The whole ship's company. 

A motley band 
Were they who mustered round him <m 
the strand. 
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Mixod knijjclits ami traders; the first fired 
for toil 

Which promised glory ; the last keen for 
si)oil I 

Thro' bnH?zy paths and l)ed8 of blossom- 
ing thyme 

Kept fresh by secret springs, the show- 
ery chime 

Of whose clear falMng waters in the dells 

Played Hke an airy peal of elfin bells — 

With eager minds, but aindess, idle 
feet 

( The scene about them was so lone and 
sweet 

It spdled their steps), 'mid labyrinths 
of flowers, 

By mossy streams and in deep shadowed 
bow(;rs, 

Th«y strayed from charm to cliarm 
thro' lengths of languid hours. 

In thickets of wild fern and rustling 
broom, 

Tlu* humble bee buzzed past them 
with a boom 

Of inject thunder; and in glens afar 

Tln3 golden firefly — a small animate 
star — 

Shone from the twilighfc of the darkling 
leaves. 

High noon it was, but dusk like mellow 
eve's 

Reigned in the wootl's deep places, 
whence it seemed 

That flashing locks and quick arch 
glances i;leamed 

From eyes si*arce hinnan. Thus the 
fancy deemed 

Of those most given to marvels; the rest 
laughed 

A merry jeering laugh; and many a 
shaft 

Laimched from the Norman cross bow, 
pierced the nooks. 

Or cleft the shallow channels of the 
brooks, 

AMience, as the cred»loiLs swore, an Ore- 
ad shy. 

Or a glad nymph, had peeped out cun- 
ningly. 



Thus wandering, they reached a sombre 

mound 
Rising abruptly from the level ground. 
And planted thick with dim funereal 

trees, 
Whose foliage waved and murmured^ 

tho' tin* breeze 
Had sunk to midnight quiet, and the sky 
Just o*er the place seemed locked in 

apathy. 
Like a fair face wan with the suddeu 

stroke 
Of death, or heart-break. Xot a word 

they s])oke. 
But paascd with wide, bewildered, gleam- 
ing eyes, 
Standing at gaze; what spectral terrors 

rise. 
And coil about their hearts with serpent 

fold. 
And oh ! what loathly scene is this tUey 

hold. 
Grasping with unwinking vision, as th^ 

cn»ep. 
Urged by their very horror, up the 

steep. 
And the whole preternatural landscape 

<lawns 
Freezingly on them; a broad stretch of 

lawns. 
Sown with rank poisonous grasses, wher» 

the dew 
Of hovering exhalations flickered blue 
And wavering on the dead-still atmos- 

l^iere — 
Dead-still it was, and yet the grasses 

sere 
Stirred as with horrid life amidst the 

sickening glare. 
The affrighted crew, all save Avolio, fled 
In wild disorder from this place of 

drejid ; 
In him, a1l>eit his terror whisi>ered 

-fly!*' 
The sp<^ll of some uncouth necessity 
Baffled retreat, and ruthless, scourged 

him on; 
Meanwhile, the sim thro' darkening va^ 

poi*s slione. 
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Nigh to his setting, and a sudden blast — 
Sudden and chill — woke shrilly up, and 

passed 
With ghostly din and tunudt; airy 

sounds 
Of sylvan horns, and sweep of circling 

hounds 
Nearing the quarr>'. Now the wizanl 

chase. 
Swept faintly, faintly up the fields of 

space, 
And now with backward nisliing whirl 

roared by 
Louder and fiercer, till a maddening 

cry — 
A bitt«»r shrirk of human agony — 
L<';nte.l up, and died amid the stifling 

veil 
Of brutes athirst forblocKl: a crowning 

swell 
Of Siivage triumph followed, mixed with 

wails 
Sad as the dying songs of nightingales, 
Murnuiring the name ActieonI 

Even as one, 
A wrai)t sleeivwalker, through the shad- 
ows dun 
Of half oblivious sense, with soulless 

gaze, 
G<H»s idly journeying through uncertain 

ways. 
Thus did Avolio. sore peq^lexed in mind 
{Kxc(»ss of myst«*ry made his spirit 

blind).' 
GroiM* through the gloom. Anon he 

reached a foinit 
Whose watery columns had long ct'ased 

to mount 
AlM>ve its prostrate Tritons. Near at 

hand. 
Dammt'd up in part by heaps of tawny 

s;ind. 
All dull and lustrtdess, a stn*amlet 

WOUUil 

liy trickling; banks, with dark, dank 

foliaiit* frowned. 
That i:I«M)m»'d 'twixt sullen tides and 

lowering sky: 
The melancholy waters seemed to sigh 



In wailful tnurmiu^ of articulate 

woe, 
Till at the last arose this strange dirge 

from below: 

80N(f OF THK IMPKISONEl) NAIAD. 

"Woe! woe is me! the centuries pass 
away. 
The mortal seasons run their ceaseless 
rounds. 
While here I wither for the smibright 
day. 
Its genial sights and sounds. 
Woe ! woe is me ! 

** One summernight, in ages long agone, 
I saw my woodland lover leave the 
brake; 
I heard him plaining on the peaceful 
lawn 
A plaint ' for my sweet sake.' 
Woe ! woe is me ! 

" My heart upspraug to answer that fond 
lay. 
But suddenly the star-girt planets 
paled. 
And high into the welkin^s glimmering 
gray 
Majestic Dian sailed! 

Woe ! woe is me ! 

''She swept aloft, bold almost as the 
Sim, 
And wrathful retl as fieryn'rested Mars: 
Ah! then I knew some fearful tieed was 
done 
On earth, or in the stars. 

Woe ! woe is me ! 

** With ghastly face upralse<1, and shud- 
dering throat, 
I watcheil the omen with a prescient 
I^ain; 
Wlien, lightning-barbed, a l)eamy arrow 
smote. 
Or /teemed to smite, my brain. 
Woe ! woe is me ! 
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*'()l»livion clasped mo, till I woke for- | Jiist thon, uplifting his bewildered eyes. 



lorn. 
Filtered and sorrowing on this lon<»ly 
bed. 
Shut from the mirthful kisses of the 
morn — 
Earth's glori<*s overhead. 

Woe I woe is me! 

** The south wind stirs the sedges into 
song. 
The blossoming myrtles scent the en- 
amored air; 
But still, sore moaning for another's 
wrong, 
I pine in sadness here. 

Woe ! woe is me ! 

"Alas ! alas! the weary centuries 
tlee. 
The waning seasons p»Tish, dark or 
bright; 
My grief alone, like some charmed poi- 
son-tree. 
Knows not an autumn blight. 
Woe! woe is me!'* 



The mournful sounds swooned off, but 

Koho rose. 
And bore tlu-m up divinely to a close 
Of rare mysterious sweetness ; nev(»r- 

more 
Shall mortal winds to listening wooil and 

shore 
Waft such heart-melting music. **Where, 

oh! where,'' 
Avolio nnuinured — ''to what haunted 

sphen^ — 
Has fate at length my errant footsteps 

brought :*" 

Launched on a ballling sea of mystic 
thought, 

His reason in a whirling chaos, lost 

Compass and chart and headway, vague- 
ly tossed 

'Mid shifting shapes of winged fanta- 
sies. 



He saw, half hid in shade, on either 

hand, 
Twhi pillars of a massive gateway grant! 
With gold and carvings; close beliind it 

stood 
A sombre mansion in a beech tree wood. 

Long wreaths of ghostly ivy on its walls 
Quivered like goblin tapestry, or palls. 
Tattered and rusty, mildewed in the clilll 
Of dresulful vaiUt^; across each window 

sill 
Curtains of weird device and fiery hue 
Hung moveless, — only when the sun 

glanced through 
The gathering gloom, the hieroglyphs 

took fonn 
And life and action, and the whole gi'ew 

warm 
With meanings ballling to Avolio's 

sense ; 
He stood expectant, trembling, with in- 

t<Mise 
Dread in his eyes, and yet a struggling 

faith, 
Vital at heart. A sudden passing 

breath — 
Was it the wind ? — thrilled by his ting- 
ling ear. 
Waving the curtains inwanl, and his 

fear 
Uprose victorious, for a serpent shai>e, 
Tall, supple, writhing, with malignant 

gape. 
Which showed its cruel fangs — hisseil 

in the gleam 
Its own fell eyeballs kindled! Oh! su- 
preme 
The horror of that vision! — as he 

gazed, 
Irresolute, all wordless, and amazed. 
The monster disappearetl — a moment 

spiH.1 ! 
The next it fawned before him on a bed 
Of scarlet xwppies. "Speak,'* AvoHo 

said ; 
"What art thou? Speak! I charge 

thee in Ood's name!" 
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The island's fated queen?" "Yea, 
Arolio cried, ''thou art that thing of 
Sharply the serpent raiseil its glittering 

And front tempestuous: "Hold! no 

tongue save mine 
Must of these miseries tell thee! Then 

incline 




Thine ear to the clark story of my 

srief. 
And ultli thine ear yield, yield me thy 

Foul a<< 1 ara, there mas a time, 

O youth. 
When tliesi' tierce eyes were foimts of 

love and truth; 
llicre ir'ii a tiiuc when woinati's 

blooming gnice 
tilowcil tliroiigh llie lhi»h of roses in 

When — liut I sinnni a deep and diunn- 



Tho fruit of lustful pride nurtured 

within 
By welni . forbidden knowledge — I 

defied 
The niglit's immaculate goddess, purest 

cyeii, 
And holiest of ininiortaU; t deided 
The eternal Power that looks so cold and 

Therefon', O stranger, am I what I 

A monster meet tor Tartarus, a thing 
Whereon men gaze with awe and shud- 
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And stress of inward terror; through all 

tinit', 
Down to tlic last a«;e, my ahhorred 

crinif 
Must holil nu* prisoner in this vile 

aboile, 
Unless some maii^ large-hearted as a 

Gotl, 
Holder than Ajajr, merctfulli/ de'ujn 
To kiss lite on the month ! '* 

She towered amain, 
"With sparkling crest, and universal 

thrill 
Of fr<Mizied eagerness, that seouied to 

till 
Her cavernous eyes with jets of lurid 

lire, 
l*ulsed from the burning core of unaiv 

leased desire. 

Back stepped Avolio with a loathing 

fear, 
JSick to the inmost soul; then did he 

hear 
The awful creature vent a tortured 

groan. 
Her frantic neck and dragon's forehead 

thrown 
Madly to earth, when?on awhile she 

lay, 
Her glances veiled, her dark crest turned 

away. 

As thus she grovelk<l, <juivering on the 

ground, 
Stole through the brooding silence a 

faint sound 
As Hwere of hopeless grief — it .seemed 

to bt? 
A lunnan voice weeping how i>iteoiLsly! 
Yet its deep passion striving to sub- 
due. 
Just then the serpent writlied her folds 

anew. 
And while from earth lier horrent crest 

she rears. 
The lojihly (-reature's face is bathed in 

ti':H> I 



**Latiy!'' the knight said, "if in sooth 
thou art 

A maid and human, wherefore thus de- 
part 

From truth's plain path to blind me ? 
well I know 

This Dian, famed and worshipped long 
ago 

By heathen folk, was as the idle fume 

Forme<l into shifting shaiies of vaporous 
bloom 

O'er her vain altars. Ah!'' (he shud- 
dered now. 

Growing death-pale from tremulous ehiu 
to brow) 

*M/*, God ! I cannot kiss thee ! Ne'er- 
theless. 

Fain am I in the true (vod's name to bless. 

And even to mark thee with His sacred 
cn)ss!" 

As one weighed down by anguish and 

the loss 
Of one last hope, in faltering ton^s aud 

sad 
The seiiHMit si>ake: ** Deem'st thou that 

Dian had 
Xo life but that wherewith her votaries 

vain 
Invested a vague image of the brain ? 
Nay, she both icas and xcas not, as ou 

earth. 
Even to this day, full many a thing from 

birth 
To death la]>ses alike through bane and 

bliss; 
Full many a thing, which is not and 

yet is, 
Save to man's purblind vision; — in the 

end 
Some clearer spirits may rise to compre- 
hend 
This strange enigma! but meanwhile, 

meanwhile 
The sure heavens change not, star and 

sunbeam snnle 
Fair as of yore; eternal nature keeps 
Her strength and beauty, though the 

mortal weeps 
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In desolation! Oh! wert /Aou but true 
And brave enow this thing I ask to do, 
Then human, happy, beauteous would I 

be, 
Ye merciful Gods! once more!" 

Then suddenly 

She writhed her vast neck round, her 
glittering; crest 

Cast baj'kward o'er the fierce, tumultu- 
ous breast, 

Ued as a stonny sunset — with a moan, 

*• Pass on, weak soul!" she said, ** leave 
uu* alone;" 

Then, wildly, "(Jo! I would not catch 
thine eye; 

<r'o, auiJ hv safe ! for swiftly, furiously, 

^Surges a cruel thought through all my 
blood. 

And the brut** instincts turn to hardi- 
hood 

Of veng«'ful impulse all my gentler 
frame; 

Oo! fori would not harm thee; yet a 
flaint; 

Of blasting tonm'uts have I power to 
raise 

Through all thy Inking, and mine eyes 
rould gaz<', 

Oloating on pain. Is this not horri- 
ble :» " 

And therewithal the wretched monster 
fell 

To o\H'u weejjing, with sad front, and 
bowed. 

Soin«'thiiii; in such base cnielty avowe<l, 

lUent with the softtT will which disal- 
lowed 

Its i'x«'n'is<», so on Avolio wrought. 

That son' prrplfxed, revolving many a 
thoui:lit, 

H(> linuon'd still, lost in a spiritual mist; 

But wlu'U the mouth that waited to bt» 
kissed, 

Fring«'d with a yellow foam, malignly 
rose 

B4'fore him, his first fear its terrible 
throes 
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Renewed. **And how, O baleful 

shape!" said he — 
Striving to speak in passionless tones, 

and free — 
*^ How can I tell, wliat certain gage have 

1, 

That this strange kiss thine awful des- 
tiny 

Hath not ordained — the least elaborate 
plan 

Whereby to snare and slay me ? " ** O 
man! man!" 

The serpent answered, with a loftier 
mien — 

A voice grown clear, majestic and se- 
rene — 

** Shall mutter always triumph ? the 
base mould 

Mask the inmiortal essence, uncontrolled 

Save by your grovelling fancies mean 
and cold ? 

O green and happy woods, breathing like 
sleep ! 

O quiet habitants of places deep 

In leafy shades, that draw your (peaceful 
breaths, 

Passing fair lives to rest in tranquil 
deaths! 

O earth! O sea! O heavens! forever 
dumb 

To man, while ages go and ages come 

Mysterious, liave the dark Fates willed 
it so 

That nevennore the sons of men shall 
know 

The secret of your silence ? the wide 
scoiH* 

Granted your basking pleasures, and 
sweet hope. 

Revived in vernal warmth and spring- 
tide rains. 

Your long, long pleasures, and your 
fleeting (Miins ? 

And must the lack of what is brave and 
true. 

From other souls, callous or blind there- 
to, 

From what themselv(«s beauteous and 
truthful are, 
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Differ for aye as j^low-woniis from a i 

star ? 
Is such our life's decTotal ? Shall the 

faith 
Which even, perchance, the clearest 

spirit hath 
In good within us, always prove less 

hold 
Tlian keen suspicions, nursed hy craven 

douht« 
Of treacherous ills, and evil from with- 
out?*' 
Then, after pause, with passion: ** O 

el«*rn 
And hland lN>nif];nities, tliat breathe and 

burn 
Throughout erealion, arc we but the 

motes , 

In some vai^ue dream that idly sways . 

and tloats 
To nothini^n^'ss? or are your glories 

lH*nt 
"Within ourselves, to rise oniniiM)tent 
In bloom and music, when we bend 

above. 
And wake them by the kiss<»s of our 

love ? 
I vrarn to be matle brautiful. Alas I 
lirauty itsflf looks on, i)repared to pass. 
In banlencd disbclict! o/m- action kind 
WouUl free autl save me — why art thou ! 

so bliuil. ; 

Avolio ? *' While she siK)ke, a tim(>rous ' 

bari', 
Searrd bv a threatcnini; falcon from its 

lair. 
KusIhmI to tb«» seriMMit's side. With 

fondling tom;u«* 
She s(M)tlu'd it as a mother soothes her 

youny. 

Avolio nms<*<l : "Can innoecnt things 

llk4> this 
Take refuse by her '.* then, perrbanee, 

some ^oiid. 
Some tenderness, if riiilitly understooil. 
Lurks in lier nature. / u'ill ilathi •/"«/.' 
f'hrist iiiiil till X'ir'tht snrr m* of niij 

lit I •/.*' 



He signeil the monster nearer, closed 

his eyes, 
And with some natural shuddering, some 

deep sighs ! 
Gave up his pallid lii>8 to the foiU kiss ! 
What followetl then ? a traitorous sor- 

p<*nt hiss, 
Shai-pcr for triumph ? Ah! not so — he 

felt 
A warm, ri<>h, yearning mouth approach 

and melt 
In languid, loving swi*etnes8 on liisown. 
And two fon^l anns caressingly were 

thrown 
Al>out his neck, and on his bosom 

l^ressetl 
Twin lilies of a snow white virgin breast. 

lie raised his eyes, released from brief 

despair; 
Tbey restiMl on a maiden tall and fair — 
Fair as the tropi<* morn, when morn is 

new — 
And her sweet i^lances smote him through 

an<l tbrouiih 
With sueb k4>en thrilling rapture that he 

swore 
Iliswillini; heart should evennore atlore 
Her loveliness, antl wik) her till he died. 

*• 1 am thine own," she whisj)ereil, *'thy 
true bride. 

If thou wilt take mel** 

\h\\\i\ in hand they strayed 

Adown tb»» shadows through the wood- 
land t;lade, 

WheiK'e every evil inthience shrank 
afraid. 

And roun<l them pouretl the golden even- 
tide. 

Swiftly the tidings of this strange event 

Abroad on all the gjirrulous winds were 
sent, 

IJousini^ an eai^er world to wonderment! 

Now *ndd the knightly comi)anies that 

eame 
'I'll visit Cos, was that l)rave chief, by 

fame 
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Exalted for bold deeds and faitli divine, 

So noblv sliown erewhile in i'alestine — 

Tancred, iSalerno's Prince — he came in 
state, 

With fourscore j^orgeous barges, small 
and great, 

With pomp and music, like an ocean 
Fate; 

His blazoned prows along the glimmer- 
ing sea 

Spread like? an eastern sunrise gloriously. 

Him and his followers did Avolio feast 
Hight royally, hut when the mirth in- 
creased. 
And joyous-winged jests beijan to ptiss 
AI>ove the sparkling cups of Ilippocras, 
Tancred arose, and in his courtly phrase 
Invoked <leUght and hmglh of prosixM*ous 

days 
To crown that magic union; one vague 

doubt 
The Prince di.l move, and tiiis he dared 

speak out. 
Hut with serene and tem]>ered court«'sy: 
*' It could not be that their sweet host<»ss 

still 
Wor>hipi>e<l Diana and her heathen 
will:*'' 

"All sirl not sol** Avolio flushing 

cried, 
"But Christ the Lord!" 

No single word replie<l 
Thel>eauteous lady, hut willi gentle pride 
And a quick motion to AvoHo's side 
Sh<' drew more closi'ly by a little space, 
(iazing witli modrst passion in his face, 
As one who yeannnl ti) whisper tenderly: 
*' O, brave kind heart! 1 worship only 

thee:'- 



TtiK soLir.inr lake. 

FnoM garish light and lifr apart. 
Shrined in tlu' wocnlland's s(»cret heart. 
With <lelicate mists of morning furled 
Fantas'ico'er its shadowy worhl, 



The lake, a vaporous vision, gleams 
So vaguely bright, my fancy deems 
ris but an airy lake of dreams. 
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Dreamlike, in curves of palest gold, 
The wavering mist-wreaths manifold 
Part in long rifts, through which I view 
(iray islets throned in tides as blue 
As if a piece of heaven withdrawn — 
Whence hints of sunrise touch the 

dawn — 
Had brought to earth its sapphire glow. 
And snnled, a second heaven, below. 

Dreandike, in fitful, munnurous sighs, 

1 hear the distant west wind rise, 

And, down the hollows wandering, 

hn»ak 
In gurgling ripples on the lake, 
l%oun«l which the vapors, still outspread. 
Mount wanly widening overhead, 
Till flushed by morning's i)rim rose-red. 

Dn»amlike, each slow, soft-pulsing surge 
Ilath lapped the calm lake's emerald 

verge, 

! S<Miding, where'er its tremors pass 
Low whisperings through the dew-wet 

grass ; 
Faint thrills of fairy sound that creep 
To fall in neighboring nooks asleep. 
Or melt in ri<*h, low warblings made 
By some? winged Ariel of the glade. 

With brightening morn the mockbird's 

lay 
Orows sircmger, mellower; faraway 
'Mid dusky reeds, which even the noon 
Lights not, the lonely-hearted loon 
Makes answer, her shrill nmsic shorn 
Of half it.s sadness: day, full-bom, 
Doth rout all sounds and sights forlorn. 

Ah! still a something strange and rare 
O'en-ules this tranqiUl eartli and air, 
('listing o'er lK)th a glamour known 
To thfir enchanttnl realm alone; 
j Whence' shines, Jis 'twere a spirit's face, 
j The sweta coy genius of the place, 
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Yuii liikt lH-hi-1<l as if in trsiitTO, 
Tliu beauty of whotie shy ruinanirr 
I fifl — whatever alion's mill Hkii'S 
Hay I'tmnii liuiKvturtli my wuiulprEn^ 

ey.-».— 
Kliall rent. uiiilLiniiii'il by tutiit or stain, 
'MM luncly byu-ays of tlic liralti. 
Tliirre, wilh Its liaiiiitin)! iciwi-. to sefiii 
Kict ill tlic latitl«.-aiN.> of a ilrt-aui. 
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■Tis now twelve wciry months ago 
Since tirst 1 saw them ; here again 
They drop outside the glittering pane, 
Eaeh bearing a drie^i twig or U'af, 
To build with labor hard, yet brief, 
Tliis sefison's nest, where, blue and 

round, 
Their fairy eggs will soon be found. 
IJut sky and breeze and blithesome sun. 
Until that little home is done, 
Shall — wondering, maybe — hear and 

see 
Such ehatter, bustle, industry. 
As well mav stir to ennUous strife 
Slow eurrents of a languid life, 
Whether in bird or man they run! 

IJut when, in sooth, the nest complete 
Swings gently in its green retreat, 
And soft the mother binlling's breast 
Doth in the eozy circlet rest. 
How, back from jovial journeying, 
3[en-y of heart, though worn of wing, 
II«*r brown mate, proudly perched above 
The limb that holds his brooding love. 
His hea<l upturned, his asjK'ct sly, 
K'»gards her with a cunning eye, 
As one who saith, '* How wi»ll you bear 
The dullness of these <luties, dear; 
To dwell so long on nest or tree 
Would \)0j 1 know, slow death to me; 
IhU, then, you women folk were made 
For patient waiting, in — the shade!" 

So tame one little guest Incomes — 
*Tis the male binl — my scattered 

cnnubs 
lie takes from window sill and lawn 
Kach morning in the eiirly dawn; 
An«l yest«'nlay he dared to stand 
Serenely on my ontstretcIuMl han<1. 
While his wee wife, with puzzled 

glance, 
Look<.'d from her breezy seat askance! 

My pn*tty pensioners! ye have flown 
Twice from your wint«T nook unknown. 
To build your humble homestea<l here. 
In tbe first Hush of springtide cheer; 



But ah ! I wonder if again. 
Flitting outside the window pane, 
When next the shrewd March winds 

shall blow, 
Or in mild April's showers glow, 
New come from out tlie shimmering 

west. 
You- 11 seek the place of this year's 

nest, 
Ragged and torn by then, no doubt, 
And swinging in worn shreds about 
The branches of the ancient tree. 

Nay, who may tell ? Yet, verily, 
Methinks when, spring and summer 

passed, 
Ado^vn the long, low autumn blast. 
In some dim gloaming, chill and drear, 
You, with your fledglings, disappear. 
That ne'er by ]>orch or tree or pane 
Mine eyes shall greet your f onus again ! 

What then? At least the good ye 

brought. 
The delicate charms for eye and thought 
Sur\ives; though death should be your 

doom 
Before another si>ring flower's bloom. 
Or fairer clime should tempt your wiiigs 
To bide 'mi<l fragrant blossomings 
On some far Southland's golden lea. 
Still may fresh spring moms light for 

me 
Your tiny nest, their breezes bear 
Your chirping, household joyance near 
And all your quirks and tricksome ways 
Bring back through many smiling days 
Or future Aprils; not th«» less 
Your simple drama shall impress 
Fancy and heart, thus acttnl o'er 
Toward each small issue, as of yore, 
With sun and wind ami skies of blue 
To witness, wondering, all you do. 
Because your happy toil and mirth 
May be of fine, ideal birth ; 
Because each quick, impulsive note 
May thrill a visionary throat. 
Kach flash of glancing wing and eye 
I^* fleams of viviil fantasy; 



lUO 
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Since whatsoe'er of form ami tone 

A past reality hath known. 

Most charming unto sonl and sense, 

lint wins that snhlh» elHnenee, 

That spiritnal air wiiieli softly rlings 

Abont all sweet and vanished things, 

Cansing a hyj^one joy to be 

Vital as a<*tnality. 

Yet with oiii'h earthlier tint or trace 

Lost in a pnre, ethereal <;race! 



I 



foue.s t ri( ri hks. 

MoKMNii. 

O (fiiAt'iors breath of snnrise! divine 

air! 
That browl'st serenely o'er the i)ur- 

pling hills: 
O blissfnl valleys I nestling, cool and 

fair, 
In the fond arms of yonder nuinnnr- 

ons rills. 
Breathing their gratefnl measnres to the 

sun ; 
O dew-besprinkled paths, that circling 

run 
Through svlvan shades and solenin si- 

lenees. 
Once more ye bring my fevered si)irit 

peace I 

The fitfid breezes, fianght with forest 
balm. 
Faint, in rare wafts of i)erfinue, on my 
brow ; 

The woven lights and sliadows, rife with 
calm, 
Creep slantwise 'twixt the foliage, 
bouixh on bough 

Tplifted heavenward, like a venlanl 
cloud 

Whose rain is music, soft as love, or 
loud 

With jubilant hope — for there, en- 
tranced, apart. 

The mock-bird sings, close, close to Na- 
ture's heart. 



Shy forms about the greenery, out and 

in, 
Flit • neath the broadening glories of 

the morn; 
The siiuirrel — that quaint sylvan liarle- 

quin — 
Mounts the tall trunks; while swift as 

lightning. 1>orn 
Of summer mists, from tangled vine and 

tree 
Dart the dove's pinions, pulsing vividly 
Down the dense gladt^s, till glimmering 

far and gray 
The dusky vision softly melts away! 

In transient, pleased bewilderment I 
mark 
The last dim shimmer of those lessen- 
ing wings. 

When from lone copse and shadowy 
<roveil, hark! 
W'hat mellow tongue through all the 
woodland rings! 

IJlie deer-hound's voice, sweet as the 
golden Ixdl's, 

l*rolong(»d by flying eclioes round the 
dells, 

And up the loftiest summits wildly 
Imrne, 

Blent with the blast of some keen hunts- 
man's honi. 

And now the checkered vale is left be- 
hind; 
I climb the slope, and reach the hill- 
top bright; 

Here, in bold freedom, swells a sovei^ 
eign wind. 
Whose gusty prowess sweeps the pine- 
clad height ; 

While the pines — dreamy Titans roused 
from sleep — 

Answer with mighty voices, deep on 
deep 

Of wak(>ned foliage surging like a 
sea; 

And o'vr them smiles Heaven's calm 
infinitv! 



GOLDEN DELL. -^ASPECTS OF THE FINES. 
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OOLDEN DELL. 

Beyokd our moss-grown pathway lies 
A dell so fair, to genial eyes 
It dawns an ever-fresh siui>rlsel 

To touch its charms with gentler grace, 
The softened heavens a loving face 
Bend o*er that sweet, secluded place. 

There first, despite the March wind's 

cold, 
Above the pale-hued emerald mould 
The earliest spring-tide buds unfold; 

There first the ardent mock-bird, long 
Winter's dmnb thrall, from winter's 

wrong 
Breaks into gleeful floods of song; 

Till, from coy tlirush to garrulous wren. 
The humbler bards of copse and glen 
Outpour their vernal notes again; 

While such harmonious rapture rings, 
With stir and flash of eager wings 
Glimpsed fleetly, where the jasmine 
clings 

To bosk and briar, we blithely say, 
'^Farewell! bleak nights and mornings 

gray* 
Earth opes her festal court to-day! " 

There, first, from out some balmy nest. 
By half -grown woodbine flowers caressed, 
Steal zephyrs of the mild southwest; 

O'er purpling rows of wild-wood peas,* 
So blandly borne, the droning bees 
Still suck their honeyed cores at ease; 

Or, trembling through yon verdurous 

mass, 
Dew-starred, and dimpling as they pass 
The wavelets of the billowy grass! 



* In the Soutliem woodo, often among sterile 
tracts of pine barren, a species of wild pea is 
found, or a plant which in all externals reeem- 
bles the pea plant. 



But, fairest of fair things that dwell 

'Mid sylvan nurslings of the dell. 

Is that clear stream whose murmurs swell 

To music's airiest issues wrought, 
As if a Naiad's tongue were fraught 
With secrets of its whispered thought. 

Tes, fairest of fair things, it flows 
'Twixt banks of violet and of rose. 
Touched always by a quaint repose. 

How golden bright its currents glide! 
While goldenly from side to side 
Bird shadows flit athwart the tide. 

So Golden Dell we name the place. 
And aye may Heaven's serenest face 
Dream o'er it with a smile of grace; 

For next the moss-grown path it lies. 
So pure, so fresh to genial eyes 
It glows with hints of Paradise! 



ASPECTS OF THE PINES. 

Tall, sombre, grim, against the morn- 
ing sky 
They rise, scarce touched by melan- 
choly airs. 
Which sth- the fadeless foliage dream- 
fully. 
As if from realms of mystical despain. 

Tall, sombre, grim, they stand with 
dusky gleams 
Brightening to gold within the wood- 
land's core, 
Beneath the graciouB noontide's tranquil 
beams — 
But the weh^ winds of morning sigh 
no more. 

A stillness, strange, divine, inefMle, 
Broods round and o'er them in the 
wind's surcease, 
And on each tinted copee and shimmer- 
ing dell 
Bests the mute rapture of deep heart- 
ed peace. 
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Last, sunset cunies — the soleiiiu joy and 
might 
Borne from the West when cloudless 
day declines — 
Low, llutelike breezes sweep the waves 
of light, 
And liftHig dark green tresses of the 
pines, 

Till every lock is luminous — gently float. 
Fraught with liale odors up the heav- 
ens afar 
To faint when twilight on her virginal 
throat 
Wears for a gem the tremulous vesper 
star. 



AflDSLWMER IX THE SOUTH. 

I Lovio Queen August's stately sway. 
And all lu»r fragrant south winds say, 
With vague, mysterious meanings 

frauirht. 
Of uniinagiiiable thought; 
Tho^e winds, 'mid change of gloom and 

gleam, 
Seem wandering thro' a golden dream — 
The rare midsununer dream that lies 
In humid depths of nature's eyes. 
Weighing her languid forehead down 
Beneath a fair but fiery crown: 
Its witcher>' broods o'er earth and skies. 
Fills with divine amenities 
The bland, blue spaces of the air. 
And smiles with looks of drowsy cheer 
'Mid hollows of the brown-hued hills; 
Ami oft, in tongues of tinkling rills, 
A softer, homelier uttenmce finds 
Than that which haunts the lingering 

winds! 

I love midsummer's azure deep, 
Whereon the huge white clouds, asleep. 
Scarce move through lengths of tranced 

hours; 
Some, raised in fonns of giant towers — 
Dumb BalMils, with ethereal stairs 
Scaling the vast height — unawares 



What mocking spirit, acther-bom. 
Hath built those transient spires in 

scorn, 
And reared towards the topmost sky 
Their unsubstantial fantasy! 
Some stretched in tenuous arcs of light 
Athwart the airy infinite, 
Far glittering up yon fervid dome. 
And lapped by cloud land's misty foam, 
Whose wreaths of fine sun-smitten spray 
Melt in a burning haze away: 
Some throned in heaven's serenest 

smiles, 
Pure-hued, and calm as fairy isles, 
Girt by the tides of soundless seas — 
The heavens' Ix^nign llesperldes. 

I love midsummer uplands, free 
To the boM raids of breeze and bee, 
When*, nested warm in yellowing 

grass, 
I hear the swift-winged partridge pass, 
With whirr an<l boom of gusty fiight. 
Across the broad heath's treeless height : 
Or, just where, en)OW-poised, 1 lift 
Above the wild flower's careless drift 
My half-closed eyes, I see and liear 
Tlie blithe tield-sparrow twittering clear 
Quick ditties to his tiny love; 
While, from afar, the timid dove, 
With faint, voluptuous numnur, wakes 
The silence of the pastoral brakes. 

I love midsummer sunsets, ndletl 
Down the rich west in waves of gold. 
With blazing crests of billowy fire. 
But when those crimson floods retin\ 
In noiseless ebb, slow-surging, grand. 
By pensive twilight's flickering strand. 
In gentler moml I love to mark 
The slow gradations of the dark; 
Till, lo! from Orient's mists withdrawn, 
Ilail! to the moon's resplendent dawn ; 
On dusky vale and haunted plain 
Her ellluence falls like balmy rain; 
Gaunt gulfs of shadow own her might; 
She bathes the rescued world in light, 
So that, albeit my summer's day, 
Erewhile did bn?^the its life away, 



CLOUD-PICTURES. 
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Methinka, whate'er its hours had won 
Of beauty, bom from shade and sun, 
Hath not perchance so wholly died, 
But o*er the moonltghb^s silvery tide 
Ck>me8 back, sublimed and purified! 



CLOUD-PICTURES. '. 

IIere in these mellow grasses, the whole 

mom, 
I love to rest; yonder, the ripening com 
Rustles its greenery; and his blithesome 

horn 

Windeth the frolic breeze o'er field and 

doll, 
Now pcalinj; a bold stave with lusty 

swell, 
Now falling to low breaths ineffable 

Of whispered joyance. At calm length 
Hie, 

Fronting the broad blue spaces of the 
sky. 

Covered with cloud-groups, softly jour- 
neying by: 

An hundre<l shapes, fantastic, beau- 
teous, strange. 

Are theirs, as o'er yon airy waves they 
range 

At the wind's will, from marvellous 
change to change ; 

Castles, with guarded roof, and turret 

tall. 
Great 8lo]>lng archway, and majestic 

wall, 
Sapped by the breezes to their noiseless 

fall! 

Pagodas vague! above whose towers 

outstream 
Banners that wave with motions of a 

dream — 
Bising, or drooping in the noontide 

gleam; 



Gray lines of Orient pilgrims: a gaunt 

band 
On famished camels, o*er the desert 

sand 
Plodding towards their prophet's Holy 

Land; 

'Mid-ocean, — and a shoal of whales at 

play. 
Lifting their monstrous frontlets to the 

day, 
Thro' rainbow arches of sun-smitten 

spray; 

Followed by splintered Icebergs, vast 
and lone, 

Set in swift currents of some aictie 
zone, 

Like fragments of a Titan's world over- 
thrown ; 

Next, measureless breadths of baiWD, 

treeless moor, 
Whose vaporous verge fades down a 

glimmering shore. 
Round which the foam-capped blUows 

toss and roar! 

Calms of bright water — like a fair3r't 

wiles. 
Wooing w^ith ripply cadence and soft 

smiles. 
The golden shore-slopes of Hesperiaa 

Isles; 

Their inland plains rife with a rare in- 
crease 

Of plumki grain! and many a snowy 
fleece 

Shinhig athwart the dew-lit hills of 
peace; 

Wrecks of gigantic dtles — to tiia 

tune 
Of some wise air^skid built! — o^tr 

which the noon 
Seems shuddering; caverns, such as 

wan Moon 
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Shows in her desolate bosom; tben, a 

crowd 
Of awed and n^vt'ivnt faces, palely 

bowed 
O'er a dead queen, laid iu her ashy 

shroud — 

A queen of eld — her pallid brow im- , 

pearled 
By geuis barbaric! her strange beauty 

furled I 

In mystic cerements of the anticfue j 

world. ! 

Weinl pictures, f ancy-gendereil I — one 

by one, 
'Twixt blended beams and shadows, gold 

and dun, 
These transient visions vanish in the 

sun. 



SOSXET. 

Si'NSET, the god-like artist, paints on air i 

Pictures of loveliness and terror blent! 

Lo! yonder clouds, like mountains tem- 
pest-rent. 

Through whose abysmal depths the j 
lightning's glare 

Darts from wild gulfs and caverns of de- 
spair: I 

Or tliese a calm, majestic finnament. 

Flashed with rich hues, with rainbow : 
isles besprent, I 

Like homes of peace in oceans heavenly 
fair: 

But ^^7/, l)eyond, one lone mysterious 

cloud. 
Steeped in the solenm sunset's fiery 

mist. 
Strange semblance takes of Ilim whose 

visage bowed. 
Divinely sweet, o'er all things, dark or 

bright. 
Yet draws the darkness ever toward 

His light 
The tender eyes and awful brow of 

Christ! 



IN THE PISE BARRENS, 
SITNSET. 

Hark ! to the mournful wind ; its burden 
drear 
Borne over leagues of desert wild and 
dun, 
Sinks to a weary cadence of desjMiir, 
Beyond the closing gateways of tlie 
sun. 

Yon clouds are big with flame, and not 
with rain. 
Massed on the mar>'ellous heaven in 
splendid pyres. 
Whereon ethereal genii, half in pain 
And half in triumph, light their fervid 
fires: 

Kindled in funeral majesty to rise 
Above the jierished day, whose latent 
breath 
Exhaled, a roseate eilluence to the skies, 
Still lingers o'er the pageantry of 
death. 

• • • • • 

One stalwart hill his stem defiant crest 
Boldly against the horizon line up- 
rears, 
His blasted pines, smit by the fiery West, 
Uptowering rank on rank, like Titan 
spears ; 

Fantastic, bodeful, o'er the rock-strewn 
groiuid 
Casting grim sliades beyond the liill 
slope riven, 
Which mock the loftier shafts, keen, 
lustre-crowned 
And raised as if to storm the courts of 
Heaven ! 

As sinks the wind, so wane those won- 
drous lights; 
Slowly they wane from hill and sky 
and cloud. 
While round the woo<lland waste and 
glinmiering heights 
The mist of gloaming trails its silvery 
shroud ! 
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Through which, iincertain, vague as 
shifting ghosts, 
The foiTus of all things touched by 
mystery seem, 
I walk, methinks, on xmie Plutonian 
coasts, 
And grope 'mid spectral shadows of a 
dream. 



SONNET. 

Ix the deep hollow of this sheltered dell 
I hear the rude winds chant their giant 

staves 
Far, far beyond me, where in darkening 

waves 
The airy seas of cloudland sink or swell. 

Xo faint breeze stirs the wild-flower's 

soundless bell. 
Here in the quiet vale, whose rivulet 

laves 
Banks silent almost as those desert 

graves, 
Whereof the worn Zaharan wanderers 

tell. 

Oh! thus from out still depths of tran- 
quil doom, 

My soul beyond her views life's turmoil 
vast. 

Hearkening the windy roar and rage of 
men. 

Vain to her eyes as shades from cloiid- 
land cast, 

And to her ears like far-o£f winds that 
boom, 

Heard, but scarce heard, in this Arca- 
dian glen ! 



THE WOODLAND PHASES. 

Yox woocllancK like a human mind, 
Ilath many a phase of dark and 
brijjht; 

Now dim with sluidows, wandering blind, 
Now nuli.'int with fair Kha|>es of light. 



They softly come, they softly go, 
Capricious as the vagrant wind. 

Nature's vague thoughts in gloom or 
glow, 
That leave no airiest trace behind. 

No trace, no trace! yet wherefore thus 
Do shade and beam our spirit's stir ? 

Ah ! Nature may be cold to us. 
But we are strangely moved by her. 

The wild bird's strain, the breezy spray. 
Each hour with sure earth-changes 
rife 

Hint more than all the sages say, 
Or poets sing of death and life. 

For truths half drawn from Nature's 
breast. 
Through subtlest types of form and 
tone. 
Outweigh what man, at most, hath 
guessed 
While heeding his own heart alone. 

And midway, betwixt heaven and us, 
Stands Nature in her fadeless grace. 

Still pointing to our Father's house, 
His glory on her mystic face. 



AFTER THE TORNADO. 

Last eve the eartli was calm, the heav- 
ens were clear; 

A peaceful glory crowned the waning 
west, 

And yonder distant mountain's hoary 
crest 

llie semblance of a silvery robe did 
wear, 

Shot through with moon-wrought tia- 
suis; far and near 

Wood, rivulet, field — all Nature's face 
— expressed 

The haunting presence of enchanted rasL 

One twilight star shone like a blissful 



Un 
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Yoii mountain height fades iu its doud- 

girt pall ; 
The prostrate wood lies smirched with 

ruin and mire ; 
Through the shorn fields the brook 

whirls, wild and white ; 
Wliile o'er the turbulent waste and 

woodland fall. 
Glares ih«' red sunrise, blurred with 

mists of tire! 



J\ THE nOU'Kli. 

TiiK giLsty and passionate March hath 

di«'d: 
And now in tlie golden April-tide 
There sits in the shade of her jasmine 

Ik)\v«t 
A maid nior«» fair than an April flower. 

The delicate curve of her perfect mouth, 
Whose tints grow wann in the fer\'id 

South, 
She stoops to press, as she murmurs 

low, 
On a note upraise<l in her hand of snow. 

What words are writ on the tiny scroll? 
What thoughts lie deep in the maiden's ; 

soul i* 
Oh, is it with bliss of her love she sighs? 
Is the liglit but love's in those shy 

brown eyes ? 

So thinks the mock-bird trilling his lay 
On the tivnuilous top of the lilac spray; | 
He views the maid, on his perch a])art, 
Ami his song is meant for her secret 
heart. 

So thinks the breeze, for its frolic free 
With the rose*s stem, and the wing o* 

the l>ee 
It l(>aves, to siu:h in the maiden's ear, | 
**ile is coming, sweet I he is almost ] 

here!" 

So thinks the sun, for his ardent l>eams I 
Grow mellow and soft as a virgin's 
dreams, I 



Through the vine-leaf sliadows steal ogy- 

ly down, 
And she wears his light like a bridal 

crown. 

Let the songster trill, and the breeiea 

sigh. 
And the sun weave crowns of his light V 

the sky ; 
She heeds them not, for a step Is heard, 
And her soul leaps up like a startled 

bird — 

Her soul leai>s up, but it is not fear: 
He is coming, sweet! he is here! is here! 
And she flies to his bosom, (ah! panting 

dove). 
And is folded home on the heart of love! 



U'HEXrE> * 

Eerily the wind doth blow 
Through the woodland hollow; 

Eerily forlorn and low, 
Trenuilous echoes follow ! 

Whence the low wind's tortured plaint ? 

Burden hopeless, dreary. 
As the anguished tones that faint 

Down the Miaerere, 

Whence ? From far-off seas its moan I 
Darksome waves and lonely, 

Where the temp'st, overblown. 
Leaves a death-calm only. 

Thence it caught the awful cry 

Of some last i)ale swinuner, 
O'er whost* drowning brain and eye 

Life grows dim and dimmer — 

Ert» the billows claim their prey, 

Settling stern and hmely. 
Where the stonn-clouds, rolled away. 

Leave death-silence only! 

So with pain the wind-heart sighs; 

'Ilirough its sad commotion 
Wear\' sea-tides sob, and rise 

Wailing hints of Ocean! 



llUtt oli)il»t! AS spreaila tlie mlBt, 
WcKxl and lilll-slope doming, 

By no gnee uf starliglit kissed, 
'Mid the slmdow^ gloaming. 



Drearier groirs the wlud, more i 
Ecboea shuddering follow, 

Till n place of doom And fear 
Seems that haunted hollow! 




EKOunH, this fittinpsc of splendor wed to 

shame: 
Enough tills gilded misery, this l>right 

Pause, giMiial wind ! that even hero dost 
blow 

Tliy cheerfnl clarion; and from dust 
an<l flame 

The noonday prat, the iiiglit^nsbrouded 
blame. 

Uplift and bear me where the wild (low- 
ers grow 

By many a golden dell-side aweet and 



Shrined in the syWa 



Eden i 



O woodland water! O falr-whlaporitlg 

Loved of the dryad none but I hATtt 

O dew-lit glen, and tone glade, breathing 

balm. 
Receive and bleH me, till this Umudt 

Merged in your verdant tdltodea M- 

My Boql once more hath found her atk- 
cient calml 
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VIOLETS, 
" Rare wine of flowers." — Fletcher. 

A GUSTY wind o'ers weeps the garden 
close, 

And, where the jonquil, with the white- 
rod jjlows, 
Kiots like some rude hoyden uncon- 
trolled. 

But here, where sunshine and coy 
shadows meet, 

Out gleam the tender eyes of violets 
sweet. 
Touched by the vapory noontide's 
fleeting gold. 

What subtlest perfume floats serenely up! 
Ethereal wine that brims each delicate 

cup, 
IJifled by viewless Ariels of the air, 
And lol methinks from out these fairy 

flowers 
Rise the strange shades of half foi-gotten 

hours. 
Pale, tearful, mute, and yet, O 

heaven, how fair! 

Yea, fair and marvellous, gliding gently 
nigb. 

ISome with raised brows and eyes of con- 
stancy. 
Fixed with fond meanings on a goal 
above. 

And some faint shades of wearj'. droop- 
ing grace, 

£ach \with a nameless pathpsjon its face, 
lireathing of heart-break and sad 
death of love. 

Slowly they vanish! while these o<lors 

st«*ep 
Spirit and sense, as if in waves of sleep, i 
^Mysterious and Lethean; languid i 

streams 
Flowing through realms of twilight 

thought apart, , 

"Whereon the half-<'losed petals of the 

heart | 

Pulse flower-like o'er a whispering I 

tide of dreams: — 



Nor wakes the soul to outward sound or 

sight, 
Till, noonday beams declining, warm 

and light, 
A wood-breeze fans the dreamer's 

forehead calm ; 
AVho feels as one long wrapped from 

pain and drouth, 
By magic dreams dreamed hi the fervid 

south, 
Beneath the golden shadows of the 

palm. 



BY THE GRAVE OF HENRY TIMROD. 

When last we parted — thy frail hand 
in mine — 
Above us smiled September's passion- 
less sky, 
And touched by fragrant airs, tlie liill> 
side pine 
Thrilled in the mellow sunsliine ten- 
derly ; 
So rich the robe on nature's slow de- 
cay, 
We scarce could deem the winter tide 
was near. 
Or lurking death, masked in imperial 
grace ; 
Alas! that autumn day 
Drew not more close to winter's empire 
drear 
Than thou, my heart! to meet grief 
face to face ! 

I clasped thy tremulous hand, nor 
marked how weak 
Its answering grasp; and if thine eyes 
did swim 
In unshed t4\'irs, and on thy fading cheek 
licsted a nameless shadow, gaunt and 
dim, — 
Mv soul was blind; fear liad not 
touched her sight 
To awful vision; so, 1 bade thee go. 
Careless, and tranquil as that treach- 
erous morn : 
Nor dreamed how soon the blight 
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Of long-implanted seeds of care would 
throw 
Their nightshade flowers above the 
springing com. 

Since then, full many a year hath risen 
and set, 
With spring-tide showers, and au- 
tumn i)omps unfurled 
O^er gorgeous woods, and mountain walls 
of jet — 
Wliile love and loss, alternate, ruled 
the world; 
Till now once more we meet — my 
friend and I — 
Once more, once more — and thus, alas! 
we meet — 
Above, a rayless heaven; beneath, a 
grave; 
Oh, Christ! and dost thou lie 
Neglected here, in thy worn burial- 
sheet ? 
Friend! were there none to shield 
thee, none to save ? 

Ask of the winter winds — scarce colder 
they 
Than that strange land — thy birth- 
place and thy tomb: 

Ask of the sombre cloud-wracks trooping 

gray* 
And grim as hooded ghosts at stroke 
of doom ; 
At least, the winds, though chill, 
with gentler sweep 
Seem circling round and o'er thy place 
of rest, 
While the sad clouds, as clothed In 
tenderer guise, 
Do lowly bend, and weep 
O'er the dead poet, in whose living 
breast 
Dumb nature found a voice, how 
sweet and wise ! 

Once more we meet, once more — my 
friend and I — 
But ah! his hand is dust, his eyes 
are dark ; 



Thy merciless weight, thou dread moiv 
tality. 
From out his heart hath crushed the 
latest spark 
Of that warm life, benignly bright 
and strong; 
Yet no; we have not met — my friend 
and I — 
Ashes to ashes in this earthly prison! 
Are these, O child of song, 
Thy glorious self, heir of the stars and 

sky? 
Thou art not here, not here, for thou 
hast risen ! 

Death gave thee wings, and lo! thou 
hast soared above 
All human utterance and all finite 
thought; 
Pain may not hound thee through that 
realm of love, 
Nor grief, wherewith thy mortal days 
were fraught. 
Load thee again — nor vulture want, 
that fed 
Even on thy heart's blood, wound thee; 
idle, then, 
Our bitter sorrowing; what though 
bleak and wild 
Rests thine uncrownM head ? 
Known art thou now to angels and to 
men — 
Heaven's saint and earth*8 brave 
singer undefiled. 

Even as I spake in broken nnder-breath 
The winds drooped lifeless; fainUj 
struggling through 
The heaven-bound pall, which seemed a 
I)all of death, 
One cordial sunbeam cleft the opening 

blue; 
Swiftly it glanced, and settling, softly 
shone 
O'er the grave's head; in that same in- 
stant came 
From the near copse a bird-song half 
divine; 
'* Heart," said I, '* hush thy moan. 
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IJ»t tlic bird's singing, mark the heavcn- 
bom tlanie, 
(«od-given arc these — an omen and a 
sign!'* 

In the binKs song an omen hin must 
live! 
In iho warm glittering of that golden 
lH>ain. 

A sijin his soul's majestic hopes sur\'ive, ! 
lUised to fruition o'er life's weary ' 
dream. 
So now I leave him, low, yet, rest- 
ful here; 
80 now 1 leave him. hii;h-exulted, far 
Heyontl all memory of earth's guilt 
or yuile: 
Hark! lis iiis voice of cheer. 
Dropping, methinks, from some mys- 
terious star: 
His face I see, and on his face — a 
smile ! 



SOS SET. 

As one who stnivs from out some shad- 

owv ulade. 
Fronting a lurid noontide, stem, yi't 

bright. 
O'er mart and tower, and castellattMl 

height. 
Shrinks slowly l>ackward, dazinl and 

half afraid — 
2So 1, whose hous<>hohl gods their stand 

have math' 
Far from the jiopulous city's life and 

light, 
Its roar of tmtUe and its stormy might. 
Shrink as I pass beyond my wo<Mlland 1 

shade. 
The wonly r<mflict, the tempestuous din 
Of these vast (-apitals, on ear and brain \ 
Beat with th«' hmd, reiterate<l swell 
Of one fien*e stniin of i>assion and of sin. 
Strange as in nightmare dn>ams the 

mad n'frain 
Of some wild chorus of the vaults of 

Hell. 



ARIEL, 
" My dainty Ariel." —Tmpett. 

A VOICE like the murmur of doves, 
Soft lightning fn>m eyes of blue; 

On her clieek a flush like lovers 
First delicate, rosebud hue; 

Bright torrents of hazel hair. 
Which, glittering, flow and float 

O'er the swell of her bosom fair, 
And the snows of her matchless 
throat; 

Lithe limbs of a life so fine. 

That their rhythmical motion seems 
But a part of the grace divine 

Of the nmsic of haunt^Ml dreams; 

Low gurgling laughter, as sweet 
As the swallow's song I' the South, 

Anil a ripple of dimples that, dancing, 
me«»t 
By the curves of a perfect mouth; 

O creature of light and air! 

O fairy sylph o' th' sun! 
Hearths whelmed in the tidal gold of her 
hair 

Rejoice to be tto undone ! 



aossET. 

TiiK glorious sUir of morning would we 
blame 
]^>cause it bums not on the front 

of night ? 
Or the (*alni evening jilanet, that her 
light 
Foretells not sunrise, with its herald- 
flame ? 
All things that are should subtly own 
the same 
Eternal law! the stars shine on aright, 
Eiicli in his sphere; the souls of Love 
and Might 
Their seimrate bounds of grace or gnmd- 
eur claim; 
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Not on the low or lofty, great or wmaXi^ 

Should justice &x. for judgment; the 
true soul, 

Which sways its own world in serene 
control, 
Highest or humblest — such the Master's 
call 

Shall summon upward, with its deep 
" well done," 

And the just Father crown his faith- 
ful son ! 



THE CLOUD-STAR. 
A FABLE. 

Far up within the tranquil sky. 

Far up it shone ; 
Floating, how gently, silently. 

Floating alone! 

A sunbeam touched i^s loftier side 

With deepening light : 
Then to its inmost soul did glide, 

Divinely bright. 

Tlie cloud transfigured to a star, 

Thro* all its frame 
Throbbed in the fervent heavens afar, 

One pulse of flame: 

One pulse of flame, which inward turned, 

And slowly fed 
On its own heart, that burned, and 
burned f 

'Till almost dead, 

The cloud still imaged as a star. 

Waned up the sky; 
Waned slowly, pallid, ghost-like, far. 

Wholly to die; 

Hut die so grandly in the sun — 

The noon fire* 3 breath — 
Methinks the glorious death it won, 

Life! life! not death! 

Meanwhile a million insect things 

Crawl on below, 
And gaudy worms on fluttering wings 

Flit to and fro; 



Blind to that cloud, which grown a star, 

Divinely bright, 
Wanod in the deepening heavens afar, 

Till— lost in light! 



SWEETHEART, GOOD-BTEf 
A SONG. 

Sweetheart, good-bye ! Our varied day 
Lb closing into twilight gray, 
And up from bare, Ueak wastes of sea 
The north-wind rises mournfully; 
A solemn prescience, strangely drear, 
Doth haunt the shuddering twilight air; 
It tills the earth, it chills the sky — 
Sweetheart, good-bye I 

Sweetheart, good-bye! Our joys are 

passed, 
And night with silence comes at last; 
All things must end, yea, — even love — 
Nor know we, if reborn above, 
The heart-blooms of our earthly prime 
Shall flower beyond these bounds of time. 
** Ah ! death alone is sure ! " we cry — 
Sweetheart, good-bye! 

Sweetheart, good-bye! Through mists 

and tears 
Pass the pale phantoms of our years, 
Once bright with spring, or subtly strong 
When summer's noontide thrilled with 

song; 
Now wan, wild-eyed, forlornly bowed, 
Each rayless as an autumn cloud 
Fading on dull September's sky — 
Sweetheart, goodAifel 

Sweetheart, good-bye I The vapors rolled 
Athwart yon distant, darkening wold 
Are types of what our world doth know 
Of tenderest loves of long a^; 
And thus, when all is done and said, 
Our life lived out, our passion dead. 
What can their wavering record be 
But ti nted mis ts of memor y f 
Oh! clasp and kiss me ere we die— 
Sweetheart, good-bye! 
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SONNET, 

roMPOSEI) ON A MAKCII MOItXING IN 
TIIK WOODS. 

The wIikIs are loud ami tnmipet-clear 
t onlay ; 
Tlioy scom to sound an onset, half in 

ire, 
Half in the wildness of a vague desire 
To fort'(? spring's fairy vanguard to de- 

ijiy ; 

For here, inethinks, worn winter stands 

at hay. 
Vet sUmds how vainly! spring-time's 

suhtlest tire 
Melts his cold heart to nothingness, 

while nigher 
Draw April hosts, and n»arwanl iH>\vers 

of May — 
All maidt'ii vrrdures, ('oncords of swei»t 

air. 
Stealing as dawn steals gently on the 

world ; 
Breezes, halni-Iaden, hlown from dis- 
tant seas. 
With armies of hlush-roses, dew-im- 

pearled. 
Till Karth reelaimeil from winter's grim 

(h'spair 
Blooms as on(*e hloomcd the fair Iles- 

ln'rides. 



I 



Hi I DA A SI) HER VOET. 

A MitAVt: yoimg ixM't honi in days of Eld, 
Dwelt 'mid the frozen Northlands; he 

hcheld. 
And wondering, sung the marvels of the 

iri*. 
The swirl of snow-tlakcs, and the <|uaint 

di'xire 
Wrought on the lir-trees hy the glittering 

sleet ; 
Antl lovftl on stormy heights, rloud-girt, 

to greot 
Thr gray i^er-fah'on towt-ring o'or tin' 

sra ; 
To wateh tln' wavrs, and mark tlu'rhmd- 

d rifts lloi'. 



Big with the ^Tath of tempesto; yet his 

heart, 
iSoft as the inner rose-leaTes of the 

spring, 
Kieh with yomig life, and lovers sweet 

blossoming. 
Too soon, alas! from life and love did 

part : 
Veiled wiis the fat<f that smote him; 

unaware 
What sudden, blasting doom had drawn 

so near, 
A stninge blight bn^athed ui)on liiii^ and 

he died! 

On earth to die. in heaven be glorifio<l. 
Sueh was the Minstrel's portion; still he 

went 
Through all the heavenly courts in dis- 
content 
And sombre grief, the pathos of his 

woe; 
liising at times to sueh wild overflow 
As forced its wailful utterancH.* into 

song. 
I'hat passionate rush of music, tlie 

heart's wn)ng 
Set to the sweetness of hanuonioiiA 

<*honls, 
Th«* All-Father. Otlin, o'er the dash of 

swonls. 
And din of hero<>s feasting at the 

l)oards 
Of loud Valhalla, heanl: thcn.'on he 

sought 
This lonely sold, in highest heaven o'er- 

fraught 
With mortal memories. •* Wlien»for^» 

lift'st thou lM»n*." 
The All-Father asked, "thest* nieasun^ 

of <lespair*.*" 
*• liecausi* my mortal l^ive." the lNK»t 

said, 
"With time grows gray and wrinkled: 

on her head. 
So golden bright in youth's l>enignant 

]>rime. 
(.'hill fn»sts of age have left their hoary 

rime; 
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Ih'F eytis are dimmed, hcT soft cheeks' 
rosy red 

I lath with the flowers of many a spring- 
time fled; 

And so when Heaven shall claim her — 
ah I the pain I — 

1 shall not know mine earthly love 



again!" 



To whom the (iod, **But doth she love 
thee still ?'^ 

•• Her love, like mine, nor years, nor 
change can kill/* 

'I'he Minstrel answeretl: ** Faith, a cease- 
less shower, 

Keeps fair and hright our love's immac- 
ulate flower/' 

•• I loose thy heavenly honds, — I hid 
thee go I" 

'I'he All-Father cried, **and seek thy 
Love Ih'Iow!" 

'I'o earth he came : drear waste and flow- 
ery lea 

Bt'ht'ld his search 'mid fettered folk and 
free; 

Vet all his toils hut brought the direful 
stress 

< )f lone heart-yeaniing, grief and weari- 
ness, 

'IMIl hope died out and all liis soul was 
dark. 

At last, when aimless as an autumn leaf 
Borne on November's idle winds afar, 
He roamed a sea-beach wild, by moon or 

star 
rnlighted in its dreariest hour of grief 
And desolate longing, on his eyes a 

spark 
Of tiny radiance through the clouded 

night 
Flashed from a cottage window on a 

height. 
Next the dim billows of the moaning 

main. 

There broke a sudden lightning on his 

brain 
Of prescient exi)ectation, — then, before 



Its glow could fade, he tnxl the cottage 

floor. 
And saw in tattered raiment, wan and 

dead. 
An ancient witherinl woman on a 

bed, 
Of wliom a crone, as shrunk almost as 

she, 
Said with drawn lips and blinking 

wearily 
"Lo! here thine old Love! I last thou 

come so far 
To find how cares may blight us, death 

may mar?'' 
As ebbs a floo<l-tide, so his eager breath 
Sank slowly. " Oh, the awful front of 

death!" 
He moaned. ** Yet wherefore shudder ? 

Thou, my love. 
Art i)recious still; nor shalt thou move 

above. 
An alien soul, albeit no longer fleet. 
Nor fair, thou roam'st through Heaven 

with tottering feet. 
Bent, aged fonn, and face bedimmed by 

tears; 
I only <ask to knoio tliee, while tlie years 
Eternal roll!" 

He bids a last farewell 
To this world's life, again prepared to 

dwell 
On heights celestial, in whose golden 

airs 
The heart, at least, shall sIuhI earth's 

wintry cares, 
And blooming, breathe the vernal heats 

of Heaven. 

Twice ransomed soul! thou spirit that 

hast striven 
With countless ills, and conquered all 

thy foes. 
Rise with the might of morning, the 

repose 
Of moonlit night, and entering Ileaven 

re — 
i'>tU meet thee by the 
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With smiling brow, and geutly parted 

lips, 
And eyc\s wherein no vestige of eclipse 
P^rom jHiin. or death, or any evil thing. 
Lies darkly, hut whose passionate 

triumphing, 
In peace attained, and true love crowne4l 

at last, 
I lath such rare joy and sweetness round 

her cast. 
She seems an angel on the heights of 

bliss. 
And yet a mortal maid 'twere heaven 

to kiss I 

To whom the singer, in a voice that 

s«*enis 
Vague, and half-muffle<l in the mist of 

<l reams: — 
'* Art thou the littl«; Frida that 1 knew 
So long — ah! long ago? Thine eyes 

are blue, 
De<'p blu(? likf hers, and brimmed with 

ti'uder dew, 
Through which love's starlight smiles — 

art thou, in sooth, 
Th(? swec't, trui'-heartetl Fri<la of my 

vouth*.*" 

She drt'W more closely to the poet's side. 
And ncMling her small hand in his, 

replied. 
As half in tremulous wonder, half 

delight : — 
'• r iiin thy little Frida, in thy sight 
Fair once, and well beloved — All me! 

ah me! 
Hast thou forgotten?" **Xay; but 

whose'' ((luoth he.) 
** Yon withenNl corsi?, on which I gazed 

Im'Iow, 
"With p:ile shrunk limbs, and furrowed 

face of woe ') 
Thij corse, tint face, they told me!'' 

** Yfa, but know, 
O Love! tliat i-arth, and things of earth, 

are past : 
That luTr. uhi're, soiU to soul, we meet 

at last, 



The nienuf ul gods have made this wise 

decree: — 
Lore, In heavens towjue, mean» innitor" 

tality 
Of youth and joy ; then, wheresoe'er we 

go. 
Loving and love<l through these high 

courts divine. 
Mine eyes et(*mal youth shall drink from 

thine ; 
And thou forevenuore shalt find In 

me 
The tender maid who walked the 'world 

with thee. 
Thy little Frida, loveil so long ago!" 



fii 



rii 



PHKKXIS TENCE, 

Wnn.E sauntering through the crowded 

street. 
Some half-rememlM*re4l face I meet, 

Albeit upon no mortal shore 

That face, methinks, hath smiled before. 

Lost in a gay ami festal throng, 
1 tremble at some tender song — 

Set to an air whose golden bars 
I nmst have heard in other stars. 

In siicrtsl aisles 1 pans** to share 
The blessings of a priestly prayer — 

When the whole scene which greets mine 

eyes 
In some strange mo«le I recognize 

As oin» whose every mystic part 
1 feel pn*figured in my heart. 

At sunset, as I cahnly stand, 
A stranger on an alien strand — 

Familiar as my chiblhootl's home 
Seems the long stretch of wave and 
foam. 

< )ne sails toward me o'er the bay. 
And what he comes to do and say 
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I can foretell. A prescient lore 
Springs from some life outlived of yore. 

O swift, instinctive, startling gleams 
Of deep soul-knowledge ! not as dreams 

For aye ye vaguely daw^ and die, 
But oft with lightning certainty 

Pierce through the dark, oblivious brain. 
To make old thoughts and memories 
plain — 

Thoughts which perchance must travel 

back 
Across the wild, bewildering track 

Of countless a?ons ; memories far, 
High-reaching as yon pallid star, 

Unknown, scarce seen, whose flickering 

grace 
Faints on the outmost rings of space ! 



SOXXET. 
TO 

Faiii Muse, beloved of all, thou art no 
high 

Imperious goddess of the mount or 
main. 

But a sweet maiden of the pastoral 
plain. 

To whom the hum of l>ees, the west 
wind's si^h, 

The lapsi! of waters murnmring tran- 
quilly, 

Come, like soft music of a May-tide 
dream. 

Yet, times there are when some imperial 
theme, 

Boni of a stormy sunset's marvellous 
sky. 

And heralded by thunder and fierce 
flame. 

Sweeps o'er thy vision with a mien sub- 
lime, 



And mighty voices, calling on thy 

name: 
Then dost thou rise, exultant, thrilled, 

inspired, 
Thy song a clarion lay that stirs our 

time, 
Hot from the soul some secret god hath 

fired! 



A THOUSAND YEARS FROM NOW, 

I SAT within my tranquil room; 

The twilight shadows sank and rose 
With slowly flickering motions, waved 

Grotesquely through the dusk repose; 
Tliere came a sudden thought to me. 

Which thrilled the spirit, flushed the 
brow — 
A dream of what our world would be 

A thousand years from now ! 

If science on her heavenward search, 

Rolling the stellar charts apart, 
Or delving hour by hour to win 

The secrets of earth's inmost heart — 
If that her future apes her past. 

To what new marvels men must bow, 
Man'els of land, and air, and sea, 

A thousand years from now ! 

If empires hold their wonted course, 

And blind republics will not stay 
To count the cost of laws which lead 

Unerring to the State's decay — 
AVhat changes vast of realm and nde, 

The low upraised, the proud laid low, 
Shall greet the unborn ages stUl, 

A thousand years from now! 

Our creeds may change with mellowed 
times 

Of nobler hope, and love increased, 
And some new Advent flood the world 

In glory from the haunted East^ 
While souls on loftier heights of faith 

May mark the mystic pathway grow 
Clearer between their stand and heftven's, 

A thousand years from now! 
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These things may be! but what, per- 
force, 
MuHt with the ruthless epochs pass ? 
The millions^ breatli, the centuries' 
pump, 
Sure as the want* of flowers or grass; 
The earth so rich in tombs to-day, 
There scarce seems space for death to 
sow. 
Who, who shall count her churchyard 
wealth 
A thousand years from now ? 

And we — poor waifs! whose life-term 
seems, 

When matched with after and hvfort'y 
Brief as a summer wind's, or wave's, 

Breaking its fniil heart on the shore, 
We — human toys — that Fiite sets up 

To smite, or — span? 1 marvel how 
These souls shall fare, in what strange 
sphere, 

A thousand years from now ? 

Too v.ague, too faint for mortal ken 

That far, phantitsmal future lies; 
But sweet! one sacred truth I rea;l. 

Just kindling hi your t(>ar-dinnned 
eyes. 
That states may rise, and states may set, 

With a«:e earth's tottering ])illars l>ow. 
But hearts like ours can ne'er forget. 

And though we know not trhcri'y nor 
hoir, 
Our conscious love shall blossom yet, 

A thousand years from now ! 



SOXXET. 

1 STOOD in twiliixht by the winter's sea; 
The sjK'ctral tides with hollow, hungry 

rt)ar. 
Broke massed and mighty on the shrink- 

Ini: shon*. 
The sea-binN wailed ; the foam flew wild 

and fri'c. 
Buthlc^s as fai<>, upborne victoriously. 



A fierce wind clove the biUowB uiiged 
afar 

With vengeful rhythm toward the west- 
em star, 

Just risen beyond a gaunt gray cypress 
tree. 

Then twilight waned In cloud-descend- 
ing night. 

The sole star died, as if some phantom 
hand 

Wiped out its radiance; In the void pro- 
foimd 

The wind and waters (blended in one 
soimd. 

Awful, mystiTious), with invisible ndght 

Thrilleil the blank heavens, and smote 
the afifrighted strand ! 



TIirXDER AT MIDXIGHT, 

At midnight wakening, through my 

startletl brain 
The sudden thunder crashed a choni of 

pain ; 

I rose, and, awe-struck, hearkened. 

Overhead 
In one long, loud, reverl)erant peal of 

dread. 

Ceaseless it rolUnl, till as a sea of fire. 
The climax gained, nuist wave by wave 
retire; 

So, half-reluctant, up the heights of 

si)ace 
Tlie n*fluent tlumder softened into grace. 

Its de<?p, harsh menace changed to mm> 

murs low 
As the lost south wind's, muffled in the 

snow ; 

Waning through whisperous echoes less 

and less 
Till the last echo sleeps in gentleness. 

Thus 'ndnded am I of that law of old 
Which down the slopes of awful Staud 

rollinl. 
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Smote men with judgment terrors; yet, 

at last, 
The lightning flame and mystic tumult 

passed, 

Lapsed down the ages, echoing less and 
loss 

Jehovah*s wrath, till, clianged to tender- 
ness. 

The vengeful law, wWch once man's 

faith sufficed. 
Melts into mercy on the heart of ('liristt 



OX THE DEA TH OF CASOK KINQSLE Y, 

MoKTALH there are who seem, all over, 

flame. 
Vitalized radiance, keen, intense, and 

high. 
Whose souls, like planets in a dominant 

sky, 
Burn with full forces of eternity : 

Such was his soul, and such the light 
which came 

From that pure heaven he lived in; ho- 
liest worth 

Of will and work was his, to brighten 
earth. 

Heal its foul wounds, and beautify its 
dearth. 

He dwelt in clear white purity apart, 
Yet walked the world; through many a 

sufferer's door 
He shone like morning; comfort 

streamed before 
His footsteps ; on the feeble and the poor 

He lavished the rich spikenard of his 

heart. 
Christ's soldier! To his trumpet-call he 

sprung. 
Eager, elate; vialiant of pen and tongue. 
Grand were the words he spake, the 

songs he sung. 



Still, hero-priest! bom out of thy doe 

time — 
Thou should'st have lived when on thine 

England's sod 
Giants of faith and seers of freedom trod. 
Daring all things to break the oppressor's 

rod. 

Great In thine own age, thou hadst been 
sublime 

In theirs — that age of fervent, f riUtf ul 
breath. 

When, scorning treachery, and defying 
death. 

Her true knights girt their loved Eliza- 
beth, 

Seeing on her the centuries' hopes were 

set: 
Then hadst thou ranged with Raleigh 

land and sea, 
Bible an<l sword in hand, gone forth with 

l-eigh. 
The tyrant smote, the heathen folk made 

free! 

Yea I but to God and grace thou hast 
paid thy debt, 

In measiu^ scarce less glorious and com- 
plete 

Than theirs who bearded on his choeen 
seat 

The bloody Antichrist; or, fleet to fleet, 

Thundered through storms of battle- 
wrack and flre 
At Brltaln*s Salamls;* the heroic strain 
Ran purpling all thy nature like a vein 
Oped from God's heart to thine; the lof- 
tiest plane 

Of thought and action, purpose and desire 

Tliou trod'st on triumphing; thy Vi- 
king's face 

Showed granlte-wllled, yet softened into 
grace 

By efiluence of good deeds, the angelle 
race 

• AlladinK to th« defeat of tlie " Invia » 
ArnuuU.** 
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Of prayers to prompt, and altl tlioiul 

Fare thee well, 
Clear spirit and strong! thy life-work 

noblv don*', 
Shini'S l)eaiitiful as some unsetting sun 
0\t arctic sumniors; chords of victory 

nm 
Even through the mournful boom of thy 

deep funeral knell ! 



IV/IEX ALL /LIS ItKH\ SAID AX I) 
HOSE. 

TO UKIIAItl) IIKXUV STODDAUn. 

(Ill reply to his imk'iii cnlletl *' Wiwhiiig and 
lla\ing/') 

*• IVrhaps it will all ooim- riulit at last ; 
It may 1m>, when all isiloiio, 
Wo shall 1k» t*»;i«'th«'r in soiiu* ^mmI world, 
Where to irUh ami to hat'r are «»ne." 

— Srni)|»AltI». 

O FitiKNi)! Im» sure that a spirit came. 

In the i^loom of vour saddened hour, 
Toplaut that hope in your hopeless heart, 

Like the se<>d of an Ktlen flower. 
The seed may rest in your brooding 
breast. 

Half stifled in <*nld and night. 
Or 1m' onlv felt as a vearnint; dim 

Toward comforting pi'aee and light: 
IJui 'twill burst some day into perfect 
bloom. 

And fruition be brightly won; 
Ft)r the earth-life fades like a dream o' 
till' dark 

When all has been said and done! 

I The earth-life fades in its sin and pain; 
Ibit wiiatevtT of sweet ami ])Ure 
breathed ovi-r its pallor and flushed its 
irliMiin. 
Surviveth Un' e\iM"mt»re. 
O. not as the i:bo'»t of a mortal joy. 
Hut as .Fuy lieiself from tbe dead 
UpniiMMJ to tbe elear. ealm <'ourts of 
llea\en. 
With a halo around her h«>ad: 



'Tis only the vile and tlic sad shall die 
With the wane of an earthly sail, 

And pass like a vision as man awakes 
When all has been said and done ! 

1)0 you think you have lost your days 
for aye 
In the heart of the woods of spring;, 
Hy that M'aside town tliat is glinipse<l 
through mist, 
liike the wliite of a iw^tnd's wing *.* 
Do you think that the patter of liny feet 

Shall never come ba<'k agiiin. 
And that those whom the rage of Death 
had killed 
Are in sooth forever slain ? 
I^ook up! look up! as the hoiM) com- 
mands. 
From th<> ruth of th«' angels won ; 
The earth-woe fades like a dream o' the 
night. 
When all has been said and done! 

O (fod, we wander in devious ways, 

Till the en«l comes, stern and stark; 
We lift our voices of useless wail 
From the depths of the hollow dark: 
I Yet the Christ is there, though we see 
him not. 
Ihit onlv when sorn)W lowers 
Wildest, we feel through the hollow 
dark 
A stmngi*. warm hand in ours; 
And a voice is heanl in the music of 
heaven, 
►Saying: 'M'ounige an<l hoiH'. O, 
son ! 
The eartb-w<M' fades like a drt^ani o* the 
night, 
Wlien all has 1)een sai<l and done! 



THE ViSIifS IS rilE VALLEY. 

Amii> tlie loveliest of all lonely vales, 
Couehed in soft silences of mountain 

calm. 
And broadly shadow e<l both by pine 
an 1 palm. 
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O'er which a tremulous golden vapor sails 
Forever, though unbreathed on by a 
breeze 
Or any wind of heaven, serenely sleeps 
A lucid fountain, from whose fathom- 
less deeps 
Come murmurs stranger than the twi- 
light sea's. 

That golden vapor, buoyed without a 
breath, 
Tints to its own fair bloom the limpid 
tide, 
'I'hrough which ere while the solemn 
vision rose 
Of a calm face, benignly glorified 
IJy all we dream or yearn for of pure 

rest, 
Profound, Lethean, passionless repose. 
8till through the silence mystic mur- 
murs sighed. 
Fraught with far meanings, vague and 
unexpressed. 
Till at the last, upbreathing, weird 

and near. 
The voice of that pale phantom thrilled 
mine ear — 
•* Behold the face, the martellous face, 
of Death r' 



THE ARCTIC VISITATION. 

SftMK air-bom genius, with malignant 

mouth. 
Breathed on the cold clouds of an Arctic 

zone — 
Which (/<»r long wastes of shore and 

ocean blown 
Swept threatening, vast, toward the 

amazed South: 

Over the land's fair form at first there 

stole 
A vanward host of vapors, wild and 

white ; 
Then loouied the main cloud cohorts, 

massed in might, 
Till earth lay corpse-like, reft of life and 

soul; 



Death-wan she lay, 'neath heavens 

cold and pale; 
All nature drooped toward darkness and 

despair; 
The dreary woodlands, and the ominous 

air 
Were strangely haunted by a voice of 

wail. 

The woeful sky slow passionless tears did 

weep. 
Each shivering rain-drop frozen ere it fell ; 
The woodman's axe rang like a muflSed 

knell; 
Faintly the echoes answered, fraught 

witli sleep. 

The dawn seemed eve; noon, dawn 
eclipsed of grace ; 

The evening, night ; and tender night be- 
came 

A formless void, through which no starry 
flame 

Touched the veiled splendor of her sor- 
rowful face; 

Like mourning nims, sad-robed, fane- 
real, bowed, 

Day followed day ; the birds their qua- 
vering notes 

Piped here and there from feeble, quer- 
ulous throats. 

Fierce cold beneath — above, one rif tless 
cloud 

Wrapped the mute world — for now all 

winds had died — 
And, locked in ice, the fettered forests 

gave 
No sign of life; as silent as the grave 
Gloomed the dim, desolate landscape far 

and wide. 

Gkudng on these, from out the mist one 

day 
I saw, a shadow on the shadowy sky. 
What seemed a phantom bhnd, that fal* 

tering nigh. 
Perched by the roof-tree on a withered 

spray; 
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With drooping breast he stood, and 
drooping liead ; 

This fateful time liad wrought the min- 
strel wrong; 

Even as I gazeii. our soutliland lonl of 



song 



Dropped through the blasted brandies, 
breathless, dead! 

Vet chillier grew the gray, world-haunt- 
ing shade, 

Tlirough whiirli, nielhought, (luick, 
tremulous wings were heard ; 

Was it the ghost of that heartbroken bird 

Bouuil for a laml where sunlight cannot 
fade ? 



THE WISD OF ONSET. 

With potent north winds rushing 
swiftly down, 
Blended in glorious chant, on yester- 
night 
Old Winter <*ame with locks and beard 
of white. 
The hoarfrost ;;litteringon his ancient 
crown: 

He sent his icy breathings through the 

pane. 
He nived and rattled at the close-shut 

(loot's. 
Then waned w ith hollow nuirtnur down 

the moors. 
To rise, revive and sweep the world 

again. 

The <'horus of great winds whicli gird 
hill) round 
\\oV\ many voiees — the <leep trumi>et's 

swell. 
The air harp's mournful burden of fare- 
well. 
The life's shrill tones, the clarion's 
silviTy sound: 

But o'er the roof-tree, 'rouml the gable 
rings 
Loudest his wind of ons4>t, liour by hour, 



Till a new sense of almost npturooi 
power 
Comes on the mighty waftage of his 



wings ; 



Sense of fresh hope and faith's re- 
kindleti glow, 
The awakened aim, the brain drawn 

tense and higli. 
To slioot its liery thouglits against the 
sky. 
Like arrows launched from some deft 
archer's bow! 

All latent forces of our being start 
To marshalled onler, ranged in battle 

line. 
While the roused life-blood with a thrill 
divine 
Runs tingling thro* the chambers of 
the heart. 

Summer is rich with dreams of languid 
tone; 
OctolK^r sunset.s ftHid the soul with 

light; 
But give uie winter's war wind in his 
might. 
O'er the scourged lands and turbulent 
oceans blown. 



THE VISIT OF MAHMOVD HEX SU- 
LE/M TO PARADISE. 

Bknkatii the shadow of a breezeless 

palm 
Mahmoud lk>n Suleim. in the evening 

calm, 
Sat, with his gravely ine<litative eyes 
Turned on the waning wonder of the 

skies; 
What time beside him paused a brother 

sage. 
Whose flowing locks, like his, were white 

with age: 
His pk7A\ a half-veiled fire, seemed sadly 

cast 
Inward, to scan the records of his past— 
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Perchance the past of man — and thence 

to draw 
From far experience, sanctified by awe 
Of (iod's mysterious ways, some hint to 

tell 
Who of the dead in heaven and who in 

hell 
Dwelt now in endless bliss or endless 

bale. 

Thus, while he mused, the old man's 

face grew pale 
With strinj^ent memories ; on his labor- 

in«; thought 
Vague speculations, dim and doubtful, 

wrouijht 
From out the fragments of the vanished 

years. 
At leni:th he said : ** Ben Suleim, lend 

thine ears 
To that I fain would ask thee. Thou 

art wise 
In sacred Ions in pure philosophies; 
So t^^Il me now thine inmost thought of 

heaven 
And heaven's fair habitants.'* 

'* Whoe'er hath striven," 
Ben Suleim answered, **to theextremest 

veige 
Of spiritual i)ower, across death's dreary 

sur«;e 
Hath passed to fui<l the fathomless peace 

of G(kH" 

** Yea," quoth the other, smiting on the 

soil 
His slalT impatiently. ** I know! I 

know I 
Hut who of all we have seen or loved 

helow 

Think'.sl iliou in Aidenn?" 

Slowly from his lips, 
WrapiK'd hy th«^ smoke-wn^aths in a 

half-eelipse, 
Ben Suleim's pipe was lowered: "My 

friend," said he, 
" Hark to this vision of eternity. 



VMiich in the long-gone time of youth 

did seem 
To rise before me in a twilight dream. 
Methought the life on earth had passed 

away. 
That near me spread the new, immortal 

day 
Of Paradise; but yet mine eyes looked 

back 
On this our clouded world, and marked 

the track 
My waning life-course still left glimmer- 
ing there. 
Behold! all dues of funeral dole and 

prayer 
Mine heirs had paid me; through the 

cyi)ress gloom 
I saw tiie glitter of my new-made 

tomb, 
Whereon so many a blazoned virtue 

shone, 
A blush seemed gathering o'er the har- 
dened stone. 
And I, all)eit a spirit, flushed with 

shame. 
Xathless, just then to Eden gates I 

came. 
And, at the outmost wicket thundering 

loud. 
Summoned full soon an angel from the 

cloud 
Which ginls those heavenly portals, blent 

with mist 
Of shifting rainbow arcs of amethyst. 
Who, somewhat harshly for an angel, 

said 
I knocked as if an hundred thousand 

dead, 
Xot one poor soul, besieged the heavenly 

door, 
lie raisiMl his luminous hands, which 

hovered o'er 
For a brief moment, like a flash of stars, 
The sa{)phire brilliance of the circling 

bars, 
Then one by one unclosed them. En- 
tered in 
Tlie realm celestial, safe from pain and 

sin. 
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I stretched at ease, with shadows cool 

and dim 
Floating about me, thus did question 

him: 

* Fair Serapli, speak. Is not this land 

divine, 
lUfc with pure souls, once faithful 

f riemls of mine ? * 
' Nay! be content if wandering here and 

there, 
Thou meet'st a few — none in tlic loftiest 

sphere.* 

* Where, then/ I cried, * is holy Ibn 

Beciir ? 
If not the higliest he, surely not far 
Beneath the highest that clear spirit 

beams ? ■ 
*Ah! thou art mufHed still in earthly 

dreams,' 
The ansel answered. * If on him thouMst 



"o 



call, 
PdHH doicmrnnh for he's not in Heaven 

at all!' 
* Oread Allah! can it be? So just a man 
Walked not, methought, the streets of 

Ispahan. 
Morn after morn, year after year his 

feet. 
Alike in summer's bloom and winter's 

sleet, 
Bore him to worship in the sacred place; 
What righteous zeal burned hotly in his 

face ! 
And wlit?n inspired his heavenly vows 

he made, 
Or'neath the innermost mosque devoutly 

prayi'd. 
Why, even the roaring Der\'ish, rol)ed 

and cowled, 
Shrank from those pious lungs, which 

almost IiowIimI 
('nation <leaf. A saint we deemed him — 

one 
Pure as the snow, yet anient as the 

sun. 
Who, not content with turning towanl 

the light 
His own blest feet, must set on paths of 

right 



All erring brethren!' *True/ the an- 
gel cried ; 

' But Ibn Becdr, down to the day he 
died, 

Kept on his neighbor's ways so keen an 
eye 

He lost at length his own straight course 
thereby ; 

And though the purblind world hath 
guessed it not, 

lie bides in Eblis' kingdom; fierce and 
hot 

The waves of Ilade^ roll above him 



now.* 



Amazed, I bowtnl uiy head, just whisper- 
ing low 
An ^ Allah Kfhur.^ Next: * How fares 

it, then,' 
I asked, ' with Hafiz, the wise scribe, 

whose pen 
Signed many a deed of gift, and scored 

his name 
High on the roll of charitable hearts?' 
Clear came the answer: * 'Mid thy 

public marts 
No soul more sordid strove with heaven 

to drive 
iLs wicked bargains. Largely would he 

give 
To gen<'ral charities; but, sooth to say, 
Whene'er he 'scaped the broad, bright 

gaze of «lay. 
He stamjXMl with cruel heel the writhing 

po<>r. 
Would turn the perishing b«»ggar from 

his door. 
And wring from friendless widows the 

last crust 
Saved for their half-starved children. 

(io«l is just; 
So Haiiz dwells not here.* 

In faltering tone. 
As dropped from one who deals with 

things unknown, 
I questioned nt^xt: ^Abdallah, ht Is 

saved '? ' 
^Nay; for, albeit with seeming truth he 

braved 



VISIT OF MAHMOUD BEN SULEIM TO PARADISE. 



218 



Temptation, and each wise and sacred 


But sang of that whereof he shall not 


saw 


taste.' 


Wrought from tlie precepts of our 


' Just Allah I ' sighed I, * see what barren 


prophet's law, 


waste 


Fell soft as Hybla's honey from his 


Drinks up my hopes. Since none of all 


mouth, 


I named 


Yet his whole nature withered in the 


Here for the sacred roll hath Allah 


drouth 


claimed, 


Of drear hypocrisy. By stealth he 


I pray thee tell me wham his will hath 


bou«;ht 


blessed.' 


Strong waters of the Giaour, and nightly 


' Dost thou remember Saadi ? ' ' What, 


sought 


that wretch 


Oblivion from sweet opiates of the 


Who shod the Bactrlan camels— who 


Soutli. 


would fetch 


Sickness he feigned, to gain in these his 


Strange oaths from far to sow our whole- 


cure; 


some air 


And onc(% that he might tipple more 


With moral poison ? * * True, the man 


and more. 


did swear,' 


Moved to a province rife with serpents 


Confessed the Bright One, sadly. * Yet 


dread. 


so strong 


Because, by such as luiew his wiles, 


His penitent sorrow o'er the hateful 


'twas said 


wrong 


He drank the poison of each treacher- 


Done his own soul and Allah, and so 


ous throat, 


rife 


To seek in fiery wine an antidote. 


• With tireless effort his whole earnest 


Nathless, a seri>ent slew him, and his 


life 


home 


To smite the giant tempters in his soul, 


Is far from ours.' 


To kill them outright, or with firm con- 


My thoughts began to roam 


trol 


\ aguely, in loose disorder. 1 et again : 


Hold them in native darkness chained 


* What of Kalkarri, he whose songs of 


and cowed — 


pain 


At last he conquered and our Lord al- 


And joy alike forever struck the key, 


lowed 


The under-uote of golden purity. 


His weary soul to quaff the founts of 


Virtue his theme and heavenly love his 

ttlllQO 9 ' 


balmr 


111U9C . 

*Thou fool and blind! Kalkarri could 


Amazement held me dumb. Within 


not choose 


the palm 


But sing mellifluous verses; yet in him 


Waving above, just then a whispering 


The light of truth was always blurred 


breeze 


and dim. 


Rose, and passed up the long-ranked, 


A tireless trick of tinkling rhymes he 


radiant trees 


had, 


Which lined the hills of heaven. It 


And naught he cared what spirit, good 


seemed a sigh 


or bad, 


Bom of soft Mercy's immortality 


Overruled his lay. The good, perchance, 


Wafted toward the throne! The Bright 


2)aid best; 


One then, 


There/ore he sang of heavenly joy and 


Lifting his voice harmonious, spake 


rest. 


again: 
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* Fonlusi, tlie small merchant by the 

(plays 
Too poor to give, but with a heart as 

broad 
As the ])n)a(l sky, reverent of faith and 

Goil; 
Islal-t^d-I)in, who, though he could not 

make 
The connnonest prayer, would yet ex- 

rlaiiii A men! 
To those who did, so warmly, for the 

saki> 
Of truth and fervent worship, all might 

His generous spirit's large sincerity — 

lioth tUvnr are with us,' 

' But Wiissaf,' said I, 

The blameless tea<'her, who methinks 
came nigh 

Virtue as pure as frail humanity 

On earth may eompass ?' *Yea; his 
soul is here, 

But his soul wanders in the humblest 
sphere. 

For, mark thee, though no danuiing sin 
did stain 

This Wassaf's record, still in blooil and 
brain 

So weak was he, his pale life-currents 
Ho wed 

So like dull streamlets through a wan 
alxMle 

Of windless deserts, that he lived and 
die<l 

Xe'er by a sharp temi>tation terrified: 

And if his eourse the Prophet's law ful- 
filled 

And near his ]>ath all passion.ite gusts 
were stilled. 

What rreilit to him ? Ills to coldly live. 

Act. fade — a creature tamely negative. 

Ihu lo! in flaming contrast the hot stir 

Of Agha's fate — Agha. the flute ])layer. 

<ilutton on earth, wine-bibber, and the 
rest . 

He still is held in heaven a nobler guest 

Than all your \Vas«<afs — proi>cr, crime- 
less, <'ool. 

Ami ^^oiilic^^. .'ilnK»t. as a stagnant pool, 



For Agha*s blood a furious terrent ran ; 
Half brutal he, half tiger and lialf 

man, 
In health and power, the body's lustful 

force, 
Whose strength to fetter in its turbuleut 

course 
Ilad taxed an anger s will. His nature 

sore 
; Tormented him; yet o'er and o'er and 

oVr 
From some vast fall he lifted prayerful 

eyes. 
And like a Titan strove to utorm the 

skies. 
Which, through imequalled strife and 

t nivalis passed, 
His hero-soul hath grandly won at last! 

No more! no more! the glorious pres- 
ence said. 
* In light to come thy knowleilge per- 

fectcil 
Shall bloom in flower and fruit; but, Sii- 

leim, say, 
Hast thou beheld the swift sky-rocket*ft 

ray 
Bum up the heavens ? How beautiful 

at first 
Its splendors gleamed, too soon, alas! to 

burst 
And die in outer darkness! Huis it is 
With many a soul, soaring, men dreaui^ 

to bliss. 
Awhile they mount, clear, dazzling, 

drunk with light. 
To sink in ruin and the desolate night. 
Would' St know the true believer? liv 

is one 
Whose faith in deeds shines perfect as 

the sun. 
IHh mndy <t sloi/t feathered by irorkf qf 

ijrtice, 
j Dntth, the t/riin archer, launchcif forth 
I in upare ; 

It rUares thr domhn overshoots the ta- 
! portnts trail 

That irares ^tirixt larth and heaten Us 

myotic pal!, 
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To Ihjht, at la»t, unerring^ strong and 

fleet. 
In the deep calm ichich lies at Allah's 

feet!''' 



MY DAUGHTER, 

Tiiou hast thy mothor's eyes, my child — 
Iler deep dark eyes: tlic iindefiled 
^■.weetness which hreatlics around her 

moutli, 
A perfect rosehud of the .south, 
And tlic broad brow, as smooth to-day 
As when on life's aiis])icioits May 
1 clasiHJil her to an anient breast 
With yearnings of divine luirest. 

'Hiou hast thy mother's voice, as low 
And soft as happy winds that blow 
At sprinp^time o'er the wild-bloom beds, 
When the blue harel)ells lift their heads 
To hearktni to those strains of jieace, 
And through the lustrous day's decease 
Drink in the sunset-lx^ams that float 
Downward from glittering airs remote. 

Thou hast thy mother's heart, no less 
Than all her IkkIv's loveliness — 
A heart as finnly brave and true, 
O'er-brimminLj now with moniing dew 
Of hoiM»ful light as doth a flower; 
Vet strong to !inH»t misfortune's hour, 
Ami for the sak«» of loving ruth 
Lie down and perish in its youth. 

<'hild! child! so fair, so good thou art, 
Sometimes an awful pang my heart 
Pierces i\» thus I gaze on thee. 
T(X) rare a thing thou seem'st to Im* 
Long in this barren world to smile; 
Methinks, with many a heavenly wile, 
I'nseen, but felt, the angels stray 
Near thee, to tempt thy soul away. 

Oh! heed them not. Whj 

cull 
My one sweet blossom ? 



Of just such spirits. Leave her here, 
Kind seraphs! our poor joys to share, 
Our griefs to brighten by her love; 
Pass on to your calm homes above. 
And thus in mercy spare to earth 
The angel of my heart and heartli. 

'Tis strange, but yet so fresh and whole, 

So radiant in my brain and soul 

Doth this enchanting image dwell. 

This pure, unrivalled miracle 

Of maidenhood and modest grace, 

1 vow that I behold her face. 

Hear her low tones, and mark her mien 

So gentle, virginal, serene, 

' Clearly, as if her voice and brow. 
In softest sooth, lM>guiled me now; 
As if, incarnate and l>enign. 
She placed her little hand in mine. 
And her long midnight tresses rare 
Were* mingling with my snow-touched 

hair. 
And yet she only lives for mo 
In golden realms of fantasie, 
A creature bom of air and beam. 
The delicate darling of a dream. 



OUR "JIUAfMIXG-BIRD." 

All, well I know the reason why 
They calle<l her by that graceful name: 
She seems a creature born witli wings, 
0*er which a rainbow spirit flings 
Fair hues of softly shifting flame; 
Ijight is she as the changeful air. 
Borne on gay humors everywhere, 

Bewitchingly. 

Iler soul hath seldom breathed a sigh; 
No hint of care hath ever stirred 
Her being; sunshine and the breeze 
Have been the fairy witnesses 
^^ all those joys our happy blnl 

from the golden fountains drawn 
I unsullied as the dawn, 

So lavishly. 
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Full many a flower, just hovering nigh, 
In lifers broad garden, rife With sweets, 
She deftly drains of nectar dew ; 
Then, sylph-like, sweeps o'er pathways 

new 
To taste some balmier bliss she meets; 
Now flashing fast through myrtle 

l)owers. 
Now clinging to red lips of flowers. 

Capriciously. 

Forbear, rash heart ! forl>ear to try 
Our binl to capture with your wiles. 
For, lo ! she glimmers like a lK*am 



Of fancy, on from dream to dream: 
Vain are a lover's tears or smiles 
To che(;k her flight bewildering, 
To tame her soul, or chain her wing 

Submissively. 

Nay ! let the dazzling fairy fly 
From flower to flower, so gladly whirled; 
Cruel it were her matchless light 
Hy one rude touch to dim or blight, 
To see her luminous pinions furled 
In grosser airs than those which stray 
Round the fresh rosebuds of the May, 

Deliciously. 



LATER POEMS. 



LATER POEMS 



OF IMAGINATION, SENTIMENT, AND DESCRIPTION. 



UNVEILED. 

I CANNOT tell when first I saw her face; 
Was it athwart a sunset on the sea, 
When the huge billows heaved tumul- 
tuously. 
Or in the quiet of some woodland place, 

Wrapped by the shadowy boon 
Of breezeless verdures from the summer 
noon? 
Or likelier still, in a rock-girdled dell 
Between vast mountains, while the 

midnight hour 
Blossomed above me like a shining 
flower, 
Whose star-wrought petals turned the 

fields of space 
To one great garden of mysterious light ? 

Vain ! vain I I cannot tell 
When first the beauty and majestic 

might 
Of her calm presence, bore my soul apart 
From all low issues of the grovelling 

world; — 
About me their own peace and gran- 
deur furled, — 
Filling the conscious heart 
With vague, sweet wisdom drawn from 
earth or sky, — 
Secrets that glance towards eternity. 
Visions divine, and thoughts Ineffable! 

But ever since that immemorial day, 
A steadfast fiame hath burned in brain 

and blood. 
Urging me onward in the perilous 

search 



For sacred haunts our queenly mother 
loves; 
By fit.id and flood. 
Thro' nei ^ iboring realms, and regions 

f;*i'away, 
Have I not followed, followed where she 
led. 
Tracking wild rivers to their fountain 
head. 
And wilder desert spaces, mournful, 

vast. 
Where Nature, fronting her Inscrutable 
past. 
Holds bleak communion only with the 

dead; 
Teaming meanwhile, for pinions like 
a dove'Sf 
To waft me further stiU, 
Beyond the compass of the nnwlnged 

wiU; 
Yea; waft me northward, eouthwaid, 
east, or west, 
By fabled isles, and nndisoovaed 

lands, 
To where enthroned upon his moon- 
tain-perch, 
The sovereign es^e stands, 
Guarding the unfledged esf^ets in their 
nest, 
Above the thunders of the sea and 
storm? 

Oh! sometimes by the fire 
Of holy passion, in me, all subdued. 
And melted to a mortal woman's mood, 

Tender and warm, — 
She, from her goddess hei^t, 
In gracious answer to my soul's desire. 
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Desceuding softly, lifts her Isis voil, 
To bend on mo the untranslated light 
Of fathomless eyes, and brow divinely 

pale: 
She lays on mine her Grni, inmiortal 

hand ; 
And I, enconii)assod by a magical mist, 
Feel that her lips liavc kissed 
Mine eyes and forehead; — how the in- 

iluence line 
Of her deep life runs like Arcadian 

wine 
Through all my being! How a moment 

pressed 
To the large fountains of her opulent 

breast, 
A rapture smites me. half akin to pain; 
A sim-liash (luivering through white 

chonls of ruin ! 

Thenceforth, I walked 
The earth all-seeing; — not her stateliest 

forms 
Alone ongn)s>ed me, nur her sounds of 

power; 
Mountains and oceans, and the rage of 

storms; 
Fierce cataracts hurled from awful steep 

to >teep. 
Or, the i:ray water-spoutr«, that whirling 

tower 
Along the darkened bosom of the deep; 
Hut all fair, fairy fonns; all vital things, 
That breathe or blossom *midst our 
bounteous springs; 
In sylvan nooks rejoicingly I met 
The wild rost^ and the violet; 
On dewy hill-slopes pausing, fondly 
talked 
With the coy wind-flower, and the 

grasses brown. 
That in a subtle language of their own 
(('aught fmm the spirits of the wan- 
dering breeze). 
Quaintly rrsponded ; while the heavens 
lookfMl down 
As g^l^iou^ly on these 
TitMiii growths, as on sublimcr 



Of ccntury-moidded continents, thmt 

bemock 
Alike the earth<piake*s and tin* 

billows* shock 
By Orient Inlands ami cold ocean 

caiK's! 

The giant constellations rose and set : 
I knew them all, and worshipped all I 

knew ; 
Yet, from their empire in the pregnant 
blue. 
Sweeping from planet-orbits to faint 

bars 
Of nebulous cloud, beyond the range 

of stars, 
1 tunuHl to worship with a heart as 
true. 
Long moss(>s droo]>ing from the cypress- 
tree ; 
The virginal vines that stretched re- 
motely dim, 
Fnmi forest limb to limb: 
Network of golden fenis, whose 

tracery weav<»s 
In lingering twilights of wann August 
eves. 
Ethereal frescoes, pictures fugitive. 
Drawn on the flickering and fair- 

foliagml wall 
Of the dense forest, ere the night 
shades fall: 
Rushes rcM'k-tangled. whose mixed colors 

live 
In the pun* moisture by a fountain* s 
brim ; 
The sylph-like reeds, wave-bom. that 

to ami fro 
Move ever to the waters' rhythmic* 
flow, 
Blent with the humming of the wihl- 

woo<l bee, 
And the winds^ under thrills of mysterj'; 
The twinkling ** ground-stars,'* full of 
moilest cheer, 
Each her cenilean cup 
In humble sui)plication lifting up, 
To catch whatever the kindly heavens 
may give 



Of flooded tmuhlne, or Mleatlal dew; 
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And inHnlle marvel* of the Inflnile air, 


From wMTlor^irinda whow TlewkH co- 


No life it trivial, no creMlon amall ! 
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lite banded mista through Cl( 
vaporous dearth, 
Pealing their battle boglea round the 

Of dreary fen and desolated mow; 
Don-n to tlie rip]>le of shy woodland rIDs 
Cbaiiiiiii: their delicate treUe 'mid the 

hilN. 
And anrii-nt liollowa of tbe eiuliBnted 

I pas.1 with n-vt>r»>nt thought, 
Attun^ 1» t'Vpry tiniest trill of soond, 
Whetbrr hy brook or bird 
Th(- perfumed air be stlmd. 
Bat most, because the immuled ■tnliu 



From Jocnml hearts npwelled to fl 
throats, 
In gush« of dear hannonj, 
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That e'er hath chanted, since our earth 

was young. 
And o'er her peace-enanioretl solitudes 
The stars of morning sudg! 



MUSCADINES, 

Sober September, robed in gray and 

dun, 
Smiled from the forest in half-pensive 

wise ; 
A misty sweetness shone in her mild 

eyes. 
And on her cht'ck a shy flush went and 

came, 
As flasliing warm between 
The autunmal leaves of slowly dying 

green, 
The sovereign sun 
Tenderly kissed her; then (in ruthful 

mood 
For the vagut? fears of modest maiden- 
hood) 
Behold liim gently, lovingly retire; 
Beneath tlie foliaged screen, 
Veiling his swift desire — 
Even as a king, wed to some virgin 

queen. 
Might doom his sight to blissful, brief 

eclipse. 
After his tender lips 
Had touched the maiden's trembling 

soul to flame. 

Tlin:mgh shine and shade. 

Thought fid I trod the tranquil forest 
glade, 
ITp-glancing oft 

To watch the rainless cloudlets, white 
and soft, 

Sail o'er the placid ocean of the sky. 

The breeze was like a sleeping infant's 
sigh, 

Measured and low, or, in quick, palpi- 
tant thrills 

An instant swept the sylvan depths 
apart 



To pass and die 
Far o% far off, within the shrouded 
heart 
Of immemorial hills, 

Through shade and shine 
I wandered, as one wanders in a dream. 
Till, near the borders of a beauteous 
stream 
O'erhung by AoAver and vine, 
I pushed the dense, perplexing boughs 
:iside. 
To mark the temperate tide 
Purpled by shadows of the Muscadine. 

Reclining there at langidd length I sank. 
One idle hand outstretched beyond the 

bank, 
With careless grasp 
The sumptuous globes of these rare 

grapes to clasp. 
Ah ! how the ripened Avild fruit of the 

South 
Melted upon my mouth! 
Its magic juices through each captured 

vein 
Rose to the yielding brain, 
Till, like the hero of an old romance, 
Caught by the fays, my spirit lapsed 

away. 
Lost to the sights and sounds of mortal 

day. 

Lost to all earthly sights and sounds 
was I, 
But blithe^omely, 
As stirred by some new being*s won- 
drous dawn, 
I heanl about me, swift though gentiy 

drawn, 
The footsteps of light creatures on the 

grass. 
Mine eyelids seemed to open, and I saw, 
AVith joyance checked by awe, 
A nmltitudinous company 
Of such strange forms and faces, quaint, 
or ])right 
With tnie Elysian light, 
As once in fairy fantasies of eld 
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High-hearted poets through the wilds 

beheld 
Of shadowy dales and lone sea beaches 

pass, 
At spring-tide mom or holy hush of 

night. 

Then to an airy measure. 
Low as the sea winds when the night at 

noon 
Clasps the frail beauty of an April 

moon, 
Through woven paces at soft-circling 

leisure, 
Tliey glided with elusive grace adown 
Tlie forest coverts — all live woodland 
things, 
Black-eyed or brown, 
Firm-footed or up-poised on changeful 

wings. 
Glinting about them 'mid the indolent 
motion 
Of billowy verdures rippling slow 
As the long, languid underflow 
Of some star-tranced, voluptuous South- 
em ocean. 

Tlie circle widened, and as flower- 
wroui;1it bands. 
Stretched by incautious hands. 
Break in tlie midst with noiseless wrench 

asumler. 
So t>rak<' the dancers now to form in 

line 
I>own the deep glade — above the shift- 

ini: lis^hts. 
Through massivt* tree-boles, on majestic 
heights ; 
The blossoming turf thereunder, 
Whence, fair and flue, 
Twinklin;; like stars that hasten to be 
drawn 
Clos4' to the breast of dawn. 
Shone, with their blue veins pulsing 
fleet, 
Innum(>nil)le f(*et. 
White as the 8i>lendors of the milky 

way. 
Yet rosy wanu as opening tropic day, 



With lithe, free limbs of cnrvatars dU 

vine. 
And daaaling bosoms of nnveilM g^ow. 
Save where the long, ethereal tresaes 

stray 
Across their unimaginable snow. 

One after one, 
By sun-rays kissed or fngitive shad«f 

o'errun, 
All vision-like they passed me. First 

there came 
A Dr3rad coy, her sweet head bowed in 

shame. 
And o*er her neck and half-averted face 

The faintest delicate trace 
Of the charmed life-blood pulsing softly 
pure. 
Next, with bold footsteps, sure, 
And proudly set, from her untrammelled 

hills. 
Fair-haired, blue-eyed, upon her lofty 

head 
A fragrant crown of leaves, purple and 

red, 
Chanting a lay dear as the mountain rills, 
A frank-faced Oread turned on me 
Her cloudless glances, laughter-lit and 

free 
As the large gestures and the libend afar 
With which I viewed her fare 
Down the lone valley land, — 
Pausing betimes to wave her happy 

hand 
As in farewell; but ere her presence dM 
Wholly away, 
Her voice of golden swdl 
Breathed also a farewell. 
Farewell, farewell, the sylvan ecboea 

sighed. 
From rock-bound summit to rich b1oa> 
somingbay— 
Farewell, farewelll 

Fauns, satyrs flitted past me* the whole 
race 
Of woodUmd births uncouth — 
Until I seemed. In sooth, 
Fsr from the garish tnck 
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Of these loud days to have wandered, 

joyful, haok 
Along the paths, beneath the crystal sky 

Of long, long-perished A ready. 
But last of all, tilling the haunted space 
With odors of the flower-<'nainored tide, 
Whose wavelets love through many a 

secret place 
Of the deep dell and hreezeless bosk to 

glide. 
Stole by, lightsome and slim 
As Dian's self in each swift, sinuous 

limb. 
Her arms outstretched, as if in act to 

swim 
The air, as erst the waters of her home, 
A naiad, sparkling as the fleckless foam 
Of the cool fountain-head whereby she 

dwells. 

O'er her sloped shoulders and the pure 
pink bud 

Of either virginal breast is richly rolled 
(O rare, miraculous llocxll) 

The torrent of her freed locks' shim- 
meriu'' i^old. 

Through which the gleams of rainbow- 
colored shells. 

And i)earls of moon-like radiance Hash 
and float 
liound her immacidate throat. 

Clothed in herlH-auly only wandered she, 
'^lid the moist herbage to the streamlet's 

etlLje, 
Where, girl by silvery nishes and brown 

Sfdge. 
She fadnl slowlv. slowly, as a star 
Fades in the gloaming, on the bosom 

bow«'d 
Of some half-luminous cloud, 
Above the wan. waste waters of the sea. 

Then, si'use and spirit fading inward too, 
I slept oblivious; through the dim, dumb 

hours, 
Safely encouehed on autumn leaves and 

flowers, 
I slept as sleep the uni)erturbed dead. 



At length the wind of evening, keenly 

chill, 
Swept round the darkening hill; 
Then throbbed the rush of harried wings 

overhead, 
Blent with aerial murmurs of the pine. 
Just Avhispering twilight. On my brow 

the dew 
Dropped softly, and I woke to all the low, 
Sti-ange sounds of twilight woods that 

come and go 
So fitfully ; and o'er the sun's decline, 
Through the green foliage flickering high, 

Beheld, with dreamy eye, 
Sweet Venus glittering in the stainless 

blue. 

• • • • • 

Thus the day closed whereon I drank the 

wine — 
The liciuid magic of the Muscadine. 



IX A SPRIXG GARDES, 

When Heaven was stormy, Earth 
coM, 
And sunlight shunned the wold and 
wave, — 
Thought burrowed in the churchyard 
mould. 
And f(Ml on dreams that haunt the 
grave : — 

But now that Heaven is freed from strife. 
And Kartirs full heart with rapture 
swells. 
Thought soars tlie realms of endless life 
■ Above the shining asphodels! 

What flower that drinks the south wind's 
: breath. 

What sparkling leaf, what Hebe-Mom, 
. But flouts the sidlen grayb«»ani, Death, 
i And laughs our A rctic doubts to scorn ? 

Pale scientist! scant of healthful blood. 
Your ghostly tomes, one moment, 
i close ; 

Pluck freshness with a spring-time bad. 
Find wisdom in the opening roae: 
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From toil which,blind]y delving, gropes 
When time but plays a juggler's i>arty 

Ah go! and breathe the dew4it hopes 
That cluster round a violet's heart: 

Mark the white lily whose sweet core 
Hath many a wild-bee swarm enticed, 

And draw therefrom a honeyed lore 
Pure as the tender creed of Christ: 

Yea! even the weed which upward holds 
Its tiny ear, past bower and lawn, 

A lovelier faith than yours enfolds. 
Caught from the whispering lips of 
dawn! 



IN DEGREE. 

Tht life is full of motion, perfume, 

grace; 
Mine, a low blossom in a shaded place, 
AVhereto the asephyrs whisper, only they, 
Tlirough the long lapses of the lone- 
some day. 

Thy lordly genius blooms for all to see 
On the clear heights of calm supremacy; 
My humbler dower they only find who 

pass 
With eyes that seek for violets mid the 

grass. 



THE SKELETOX U'lTXESS. 

Rooted in soil dull as a dead man's eye, 
Dank with decay, yon ghastly oak as- 
pires, 
As if in mockery, to the alien sky. 
Frowning afar through clouded sunset 
fires. 

No garb of summer greenery girds it now: 

Stripped as some naked soul at 

Judgment-morn, 

It rears its blasted arms, its sullen brow. 

Defiant still, though wasted, scarred, 

forlorn ! 



Not all its ruin came throng stonn or 
time; 
Ages ago, 'mid winter's dreariest 
blight, 
It saw and strove to shroud an awful 
crime. 
But slowly withered from that fateful 
night I 

An evil charm its many-centuried rings 
Robbed of their pith; no more with 
healthful start 
Its lusty life-sap, nursed by countless 
springs. 
Coursed through great veins, and 
warmed its giant heart. 

Now all men shun the gaunt accursM 
thing — 
Only the raven with monotonous 
croak. 
Tortures the silence, staining with black 
wing 
The leprous whiteness of the rotting 
oak! 



STORM'FRAQMEyTS. 

Thb Storm had raved its furious soul 

away; 
O'er its wild ruins Twilight, spectral, 

Stole like a nun, 'midst wounded men 

and slain. 
Walking the bounds of some fierce batHe- 

plain. 

The ghost of thunder muttered faintly 

by; 
While down the uttermost spaces of the 

sky, 

Just where the sunsef s glimmering verge 

grew pale, 
The baflled winds outbreathed tbeir dy* 

ing waill 
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Tlie sombre clouds that thronged a shad- 
owy west 

Writhed, as if tortured monsters of im- 
rest, 

Whose depths the keen sheet-lightnings 

rent apart, 
To show what fiery torment throbbed at 

heart! 

Where ragetl of late the war of elements 

dread, 
Broodetl a solemn silence overheatl, 

Through which, beyond the cloud-stre\>'n, 

lieavenly field. 
The moon shone gory as a warrior's 

shield, 

Dipi>ed in the veins of many a van- 
(]uished foe; 

Blood-red, 1 marked the wandering va- 
pors flow 

Vaguely about her, while her lurid 

light 
Scared th<i vague vanguard of the shades 

of night; 

Their bandeil hosts retreating, wild and 

(Urn, 
In shaUen-d cohorts o'er the horizon's 

rim : 

Yet, the broad empire of those baleful 

beams 
Heaved with strange shapes and hues of 

nightmare dreams! 

Here, as from cloud-born Himalayas 

rolled. 
1 saw what seemed a cataract's rush of 

gold. 

Hurled between shores of darkness, dense 

and dire, 
Down to a seething mountain-lake of fire ; 

Tliere, dismal catacombs, whose nether 

glooms 
Yawned, to reveal their loathsome ])lace 

of tombs: 



Caverns of mystic depth, -whence bub- 
bling came 

The blue-tinged horror of sulphureous 
flame ; 

Fragments of castles, with fresh blood 
besprent, 

(iaunt, ruined tower, and blasted battle- 
ment — 

On which, flame-clad, and tottering to 

their fall. 
Dark eyes of frenzy flashed o'er cope and 

wall! 

With awful ocean-spaces, limitless, grand. 
Where spectral billows lashed a viewless 
land; 

"llieir mountainous floods a frowning 

zenith kissed, 
But glimpsed, at times, 'twixt folds of 

phantom-mist, 

I viewed, as faintly touched by mulHed 

stars. 
The semblance of dead forms, on ship- 

wrecketl spars 

Wliirled upward, and dead faces, a white 

spume 
Smote to false life against that turbulent 

gloom. 

Where mournful binls, on pinions gray 
or dun. 

Circled, methought, o'er some half-per- 
ished sun, 

Whose fe<'ble lustre, ftdterlng upward, 

flings 
A sad-hucil radiance round their pallid 

wings ; 

Yea! all fantastic shapes of terror, 

wrought 
'Twixt eri-ant fancy and dreaoi-haunted 

thought, 

lentil I seemed Avith Dante's soul to fly. 
Through new Infenios. shifted to— the 
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ABOVE THE STORM, 

The winds of the winter have breathed 

their dirges 
Far over tlie wood and the leaf-strown 

plain ; 
They have passed, forlorn, by the moun- 
tain verges 
Down to the shores of the moaning 

main; 
And the breast of the smitten sea divides, 
Till the voice of winds and the voice of 

tides 
Seem blent with tlie roar of the central 

surges, 
Whose fruitless fiurows are sown with 

rain. 

The pines look down, and their branches 
shiver 
On the misty slopes of the mountain 
wall, 
And I hear the shout of a mountain river 
Through the gloom of the ghostly 
gorges call; 
While from drifting deptlis of the troub- 
led sky 
Outringeth the eagle's wild reply, 
80 shrill tliat the startled echoes quiver; 
And the veil of the tempest is over all. 

groaning forest! O wind that rushes 
Unf<»ttere<l and fierce as a doom malign ! 
How the pulses leap, how the heart-tide 
flushes 
The temples and brow like the flush 
of wine. 
As I paus<\ as I hearken the vast com- 
motion 
Of the air, of the earth, of the wakened 

ocean ; 
And my soul goes forth with the storm 
that grushes. 
With the battling foam and the blind- 
ing Itrine. 

Yea, my soul is rent by a tempest stronger 
Than ever was Nature's, with ruin 
rife. 



And the flame of its lightning! can bide 

no longer, 
Ensheathed at the core of a clouded 

life; 
And its pent-up thimders, unloofed at 

b»t, 
Keep time to the rhythmic rage of the 

blast. 
For my spirit, half-maddened by Fates 

that wrong her, 
Is shaken by passion, and hot with 

strife! 

Ah, GoJI for the wings of the ea^e 
above me, 
With their steadfast vigor and royal 
might; 
Ah, God! for an impulse like theirs to 
move me 
In endless courses of upward flight; 
The clouds may billow, the vapors 

heave, 
But still his pinions the darkness cleave; 
And proudly serene, in those realms 
above me 
He is soaring from conquered height to 
height: 

Till at length, his great, broad vans at 
even 
And stately poise on the airy stream, 
I mark, through the rifts of the tuiMd 
heaven 
His form ontflashed like a wingM 
beam; 
And I ask, *' Shall my spirit soar like hisf 
Shall it ever soar in the peace and bliss 
Of the shining heights and the glory 
given 
To the will nnvanqoished, the faith 
supreme?" 



UNDERGROUND'- A FANTASY. 

Majrmtic dreams of heavenly calms, 
Bright visions of unfading pa 
Wherewith the brows c' 
crowned, — 



LATER POKMS. 



An-liilt' my aoul rciiifpis tlii'iii all, 
Content lo rust dvalli's iln>n:ii1t;ss tliralt. 
Safe iinilrrgroiinill 

Ilpst! rcBl! oliliv 1(1113 rest I cmve, 
Tliough iinrruwcil lo .1 |>i]i<>-clad {:mvi>. 
Willi iylvRii h1i!«Iuws iiliiiiiiui>rliig 

The I'l-nri- <ir llillivil.it fxIrHiirl ilin-ii. 
Si'an'i- HOOPS 11 ii- liki; luirtli'ji el urn Hl(t>i>. 
Far luitlorgrnuiiil. 

By inliiiiic vrarlru'HEi opiin^sseil 
Of Huiil and h>hm-m. 1i1ih>iI ami bn-Bsl. 
n'hpn> can HiK-li V,\\,:ai\ Iralni be 

Ah tliat whifti )irt>iil1iM fruiti iiiit the aod 
I(a]>tizi-il liy mill ami ik'as of Cioil. 
Ih't'ii ill nil' r^n mud:' 

A century's si«iii' I yi'am to In? 
Vntnililileit, iiUmilieriiit; IraiitjiiLlly. 

1'lii'n-, liy llic liauiiled wouillands 

What KiiiiH sliall m-i, wlial |ilaneta rixe 
O'erptilselraalinihl am purtalnwleycn. 
Dark iinili'iTnviindl 

A cetilLiry'ssleepmifjIit brliig reilrpss 
To IlL's.' 1I11II wiimids of w-.'arim^9. 

Till Mil! KHolliLiI !<|iiHt, bait! and 



Yea! iiinsi'iiinK i;riiw of rustling wings, 
Ami kti'ii. DiysleriiiiLi wliisiH'rini;,*, 

Itliiwn llaint^-likc o'er lUi.' Imrinl- 

Jly Kotil niiiiM f<t'l tliy Oiient ki.ss, 
An^elor I>n1ini.tiii-si». 
Tlirilled iiiiiler'roinid; 



Sly sylvan darling! net 'twlzt ihade «nd 
fSofl as a maid, yet stately aa a queen! 
Thy loyal head, erowned by one lonely 

Fliekors Ihro* twilight, coldly line, and 

far; 
But thy ertrlli-yeuriiiiif; hmncbes bend 

t« greet 
The loiiDi'st wood-grus tangled round 

my feet. 

Leaning on thee. I feel the snbllest thrill 
Nttr tliy diwk Ihnbs, tlio' all the heavena 

an' Htill; 
And 'neath thy rlugx of nigged frctn'ork, 

Wliat soeiiiH a heart-throb muffled in tb« 
Here lingerini; lone, amid the ahadow; 

gleaillH. 
Faintly [ fateh {yet xcaree aa one tliat 

dn-aiiis) 
Low viinla of alii-n iniisie, softly sung. 
And rliythniic; sigliH In some sweet tin- 

kiiuwu tongue. 

Anil »i>ni<-l1iinK ran-, I cannot elasp or 

Flits vaguely out from tliia mysterioua 

A vii'wlewi glon', an ethereal grace, 
Whii-li muki- Elyhian all the haunted 
[.her! 

Ethereal! viewlesn! yet divinely dear! 
me! u'liat strange eiicbantwunt bor- 

Wbal bn'alhs of love llie old, old dreania 

n'liewl 
Wliiit kis-.<'s fall, like chanui.'d 



TiiF. imr.ui nt-- Till; pixe. 

An, fon>»C sweethean! over lanil and 



Mil Dn/'iil-Li/rf linik xtipped the imprU. 

Ili-e h-'irt -m wh,v, Hnmiifled by tke 
•l-irk: 



TO A BEE. 
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WELCOME TO FROST, 

O Spibit! at whose wafts of chilling 
breath 

Autumn unbinds her zone, to rest in 
death; 

Touched by whose blight the light of 
cordial days 

Is lost in sombre browns and suUen 
grays; 

Thou seemest of all sad things a mourn- 
ful part: 

Yet now we greet thee with exultant 
heart. 

Not as a thief, at night-time bearing 
doom, 

But a brave messenger of grace and 
bloom; 

Tliy flickering robe and footsteps soft we 
mark 

Down the dim borders of the tremulous 
Dark; 

And though before thee flowers and fo- 
liage wane, 

Tiiou layest a magic hand on human 
pain. 

Red Fever, soothed by thy cool finger-tips, 
Ebbs from hot cheek and wildly-mutter- 
ing lips ; 
Delirious dreams and frenzied fancies 

fade 
Into fine landscapes of enclianted shade, 
With low of kine and lapse of lyric 

rills 
Through the cleft channel of Arcadian 

hills; 
Till the worn patient feels his languid 

eyes 
Flushed with what seems an earthly 

Paradise, 
And life's old blissful tide, with lustier 

strain, 
Revels in music through each ransomed 

vein. 

Therefore, O monarch of all cold device. 
Wrought in strange temples of Siberian 
ice! 



Lord of fair realms and watery worlds 

grotesque! 
Majestic afreet of weird Arabesque I ^ 
We hail thee sovereign in these fevered 

lands. 
No more with alien hearts and folded 

hands, 
But as an angel from the fadeless 

palms, 
And the great River of God's central 

calms, 
Whose silent charm must work benign 

release. 
Whose touch is healing, and whose breath 

is— peace! 



THE PINE'S MYSTERY, •- 
I. 

Listen! the sombre foliage of the 
Pine, 
A swart Gitana of the woodland 
trees, 
Is answering what we may but half di- 
vine. 
To those soft whispers of the twilight 
breeze! 

II. 

Passion and mystery murmur through 
the leaves, 
Passion and mystery, touched by deatli- 
lesspain. 
Whose monotone of long, low anguish 
grieves 
For Munething lost that sbaU not live 
again! 



TO A BEE. 

Small epicurean, would to heaven that I 
Could borrow your lithe body and 
swift wii 
To speed, a 1 L. \1U xnigh the 

The) ' of 
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LATER POEMS. 



O blissful mito! native of light and air! 
In eager zeal you haste your si)oils to 
win; 
From half -blown bud to flower all ma- 
tron-fair, 
Sucking the nectared sweetness 
shrined within! 

The jonquil wooes you with her golden 
blush, 
And Uossoming quince (each flower a 
fairy Mars, 
That tints its hciiven of-green with crim- 
soned flush), 
While the pure "white-roil" blooms 
in silvery stars. 

Open to yield their delicate richness up. 
Hut most you love on vernal noons, to 
dart 
'Mid jasmine bowers, and drain each 
petalled cup 
With fervid lip and warm voluptuous 
heart. 

There, safely coucheil, you Inuu a low 
refrain , 
Of such supreme and rare contentment 
bom. 
Its happy monotone mocks our human 
puln. 
And subtly stings us with unconscious 
scorn. 

Thence, honey-freighted, you steal lazily 
out, 
Pausing a moment on some leafy brink. 
As if enmeshed by viewless webs of 
doubt 
From what n«'Xt fount of luscious life 
to drink — 

A moment only. Soon your matchless 
flight 
(leaves the far blue; vour elfln tlmn- 
der booms 
In elfln echoes from yon glimmering 
height. 
To fall and die amid these ravished 
blooms. 



Gone, like a vision ! Yet, be sure that lie 

Hath only flown through lovelier 

flowers to stray, 

Anacreon's soul, thus prisoned in a bee. 

Still sips and sings the springtide 

hours away! 



THE FinST AfOCKfXG - BIHD /If 
SPiUXG. 

WiNCJEi) poet of vernal ethers! 

Ah! where hast thou lingered long? 
I have missed thy i)assionate, skyward 

flights 
And the trills of thy changeful song. 
Hast thou been in the hearts of wood- 
lands old, 
Half dnmming, and, drowsed by the 

winter's cohl. 
Just crooning the ghost of thy springtide 

lay 
To the listless shadows, benumbed and 

gray ? 
Or hast thou strayed by a tropic shore. 
And lavished, O sylvan troubaflour! 
The t>oundless wealth of thy music free 
On the dimpling waves of the Southland 

sea? 
What matter ? Thou comest with magic 

strain. 
To the morning haunts of thy life again. 
And thy melodies fall in a rhythmic rain. 



The wren and the field-lark listen 
To the gush from their laureate's 

throat; 
And the blue-binl stops on the oak to 

catch 
Each roimde<l and perfect note. 
The spam>w, his iwrt head reared aloft^ 
Has ceased to chirp in the grassy croft. 
And is bending the curves of his tiny ear 
In the pose of a critic wise, to hear. 
A blackbird, perched on a glistening 

gum. 
Seems lost in a mpture, deep and dumb; 
And as eagerly still in his tranoM hush, 



TEE RED AND THE WHITE ROSE. 
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'Mid the copse beneath, is a dear-eyed 

thrush. 
No longer the dove by the thom-tree 

root 
Moans sad and soft as a f aroff flute. 
All Xature is hearkening, charmed and 

mute. 



We scarce can deem it a marvel, 
For the songs our nightingale sings 

Tlirob warm and sweet with the 
rliythmic beat 
Of the fervors of countless springs. 

All beautiful measures of sky and earth 

<>ut]>our in a second and rarer birth 

From tliat mellow throat. When the 
winds arc whist. 

And he follows his mate to their sunset 
trj-st. 

Where the wedded myrtles and jasmine 
twine. 

Oh! the swell of his music is half di- 
vine! 

And I vaguely wonder, O bird! can it be 

That a human spirit liath part in thee ? 

ik>me Lesbian singer's, who died per- 
chance 

Too soon in the summer of Greek ro- 
mance, 

Hut tlu; rich reserves of whose broken 
lay, 

[u some mystical, wild, undreamed-of 
way, 

Find voic(> in thy bountiful strains to- 
day! 



THE RED ASD THE WHITE R08B. 

TiiK iic<l Kose lK)we(l one golden sum- 

in(T*ii nii^ht. 
The ItcHl Kos4' bent, low whispering to 

tlie White, 

*^ Tliou pallid shadow of a beauteous 
flower, 

Unchanged from purpling dawn to sun- 
set hour; 



Whoae calm, cold heart beneath all llghu 

that beam, 
Seems centred idways in an Arctic 

dream; 

Prim, poritanie, passionless, austere. 
What would'st thou give my opulent 
life to share f 

To every breeie — the daintiest breeie 

UiatUows, 
Each petalled curve of mine more richly 

glows;— 

And all the countless tints of heaven- 
bom grace 

But touch to make more bright my Hebe 
face!" 

'< Ah! well, fulfil thy fate I'' the White 

Rose said; 
''List to the wooing winds! uplift thy 

head 

In sovereign pride through every radiant 

phase 
Of star-illumined ni^tt and ckradless 

days; 

Let wingM lovers thy warm leaves dis- 
part. 

To find voluptooos shelter next thy 
heart. 

Fulfil thy fate, O Queen ! bnt leave to me 
My stainless calm and cloistral sanctity; 

Those passionate airs that trembling 

round thee meet. 
Sink in soft worship at my vellM feet; 

The reverent son-rays shimmering gently 

down. 
Weave o*er my brows a halo for a crown; 

And while I muse in star, or moonahlne 

faint, 
The llowefB seem miinnarbif, 'Lot oar 

garden saint!'" 
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The Red Rose heard, but ere she spoke, 

her uiouth 
Thralled by the light, quick kisses of the 

South, 

Passed from arch wonder, blent with gay 

disdain, 
Back to its dimpled mirtlifulncss again; 

And she, — the garden's empress — proud 
yet fond, — 

Of summer flowers, the matchless Rosa- 
mond, — 

Looked at her pale-hued sister, dew- 

inipearled. 
As that fair marvel of the island world. 

Might, in her ruddier nature*s Tropic 

glow. 
Have viewed a calm St. Agnes' brow of 

snow, 

With some <Um sense of mystic space 

between 
The heaven-bound votaress and the 

earthly queen! 



BEFOUh: THE MIllHOIi. 

WiiEiiK in her <;liamber by the Southern 

scu, 
Tier taper's light shone soft and silvery. 
Fair as a planet mirrored in the main, 
Fre^h as a blossom bathed by April 

rain, 
A maiden robed for restful sleep aright, 
Stood in \wv musing sweetness, pure and 

white 
As some shy spirit in a haimted place: 
Her dew-bright eyes and faintly flushing 

face 
Viewed in the glass their delicate beauty 

beam. 
Strange as a shadowy "dream within a 

dream" 
With fingers hovering like a white dove's 

wings, 



*Mid little, tender sighs and munnur- 
ings 

(Joy's scarce articulate speech), her 
eager hands 

Loosed the light coif, the ringlet's golden 
bands. 

Till, by their luminous loveliness em- 
braced. 

From lily-head to lithe and lissome iK'alst, 

Poured the free tresses like a cascade's 
fall. 

Her image answered from the shimmer- 
ing wall, 

Answereil and deepened, while the 
gracious cluirms 

Of brow and cheek, bared breast and 
dimpling arms. 

To innocent worship stirred her happy 
heart: 

_Her lii)8 — twin rosebud jggtals _hlown 
apart — 

Quivered, lialf breathless; then, subdued 
but warm. 

Around her i)erfect face, her pliant 
form 

A subtler air seemed gathering, touched 
with fire 

By many a fervid thought and swift de- 
sire. 

With dreams of love, that, bee-like, came 
anil went. 

To feed the honeyed core of life's con- 
tent! 

Closer toward her mirrored self she 
pressed, 

AVith large child-eyes, and gently pant- 
ing breast. 

Bowed as a flower when May-time 
breezes pass. 

And kissed her own dear Image in the 
glass! 



TWO EPOCHS, 

Lovers by a dim sea strand 
Looking wave-ward, hand in hand; 
Silent, trembling with the bliss 
Of their first betrothal kiss: 



WISD FBOU THE EAST. 



Lovos atiU, tho' wedded long! 
(Time tnie love can never wrong! 
Gulng — fklthful hand In band. 
O'er a darker tea and strand : 



Ah! one lover'a face ia wan 
As a wave the moon ahlnea on; 
Bnt thoMatrange tldea stretched afar 
Know not snn, nor moon, nor atari 




H'/.Vfi FBOM THE EAST* 



The Sprinn. *ti fair In her yonng incotn- 

pleleness. 
Of late tlie vtry type of tender sweel- 

Now, tliri>iif;li fntll leaTe* and tnlaty 

liranrlieH brown. 
IxMiks fortli, Ihc ilrmiry shadow of a 



Chuain): tl 
What II 



' fnink smile from 1 

,t f:i(V: 

for the Baa 



tr Inno- 
Wlnd's 



liisjtraci- 
SiDJIcn. liki- a buffet, April's Ungllng 

<'li.-.-k. 
WhHiiv tho Hwiti. outraged blood doth 

obb to ^'.■k 
The affrlKliKil li.-art ! 

Tlif l':Arrh, herself so fcsf, 
Uuoyaiit. aiict linpiiy. at the dawn of day. 



^ »>l KliKl. which »< 



Thrills, shlvprlnf; Icm- with every Obw 

increaseit. 
And fraught with s«lt-sea coUneN froai 

the East! 

O masterful wind anil crtiel! at thy 

From the bold hllUop to tlie vaDej^ 

Smprlse and fear through all the woo^ 

lands run. 
Till the coy nestltng-places of the snn 
Are mlBed up; from shine to ahade, aa 

At the flrst not« of storm the moorland 

Rnflles her wluga ere yet their wannih 

be spread 
About each tremukms neatUng's dniky 

heuL 

On the tall treea the foramoat bads, half 

bare. 
Stared, as wiM-eyed, on the kean, ra^ 
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Tlien shook — hut not with softly-palpi- 
tant thrills. 
As wluMi, o'orlooking the froi'd moim- 

tain-rills. 
They ft'lt their life hy loving arms ca- 

rossetl — 
Warm, viewless arms of zephyrs of the 

West — 
But with the s<*iise, the cold ami shiver\' 

stress 
Of utter antl forlornest nakeilness. 
The twigs that lM)re them flattenetl ui)- 

wanl, lost 
To all hut rigi<l conseiousness of frost : 
Antl their full-foliaged hranehes which 

so hlinilly 
B4)we(l in meek lu»niai;e when the winds 

were kindly 
Straine*! upward. t«»o, in stiff, rehellious 

fashion. 
With throes of anguish an<l tl<M'p moans 

of i>a*«««i«)n. 
Wrung from iliem hy wild l>eatings of 

the galel 

Then many a tiny leaf, though waxing 

l»ah'. 
Cloud-shadowed: all nnfra>ed, yet (piiv- 

eriui;. shrunk 
Bidiind the mosses of >ome giant 

trunk. 
To wait till the shrew*! tempest hurtling 

l»y 
Left Spring <»net» more empress of earth 

and sky — 
While many a large leaf, almost riven 

apart. 
Piped a sad tlirm* from out il> (luted 

heart. 
And knowing what sond>re selvaL'i' must 

he seen — 
Alas, to»i soon! — to film its yjow of 

irreen. 
IJewaileil ihe hour who<e tl'eaehiTous 

hriiihlni'ss came 
To warm its liff-hlood into genial tlame 
()nl> to send the hli>sfiil-ih)\vim: lide 
lijK'k through the hatlleij \4'in> unsatis- 

ii«Ml. 



Its nascent joy nippitl by the arctic 

breath 
^Viid mert'iless waftage of this Wind of 

Death: 



PEACH n LOOMS. 

()! tenderly beautiful. l>eyond oomparp. 
Flushed from iKile pink to de«*iM*st 
msehutl hue — 

Nurslings of tranquil sunshine and mild 
air. 
Of shadowh'ss dawn, and silverv twi- 
light dew — 

Ye blush and hum, as if your flickering 
graet» 

Were love's own tint on Spring's en- 
amored face! 

And dav bv dav — vea, i;olden hour by 

hour 

Your subtle fiagraneeand rich ImmuIv 

t.'ll 

(Each fairy blossom munded into flower). 

How matchh'ss once that lost An'adian 

SlH'll, 

Which dwelt in leafy luiwers and vernal 
dyes 

Whence coyly ]>eep(Ml the l)r\*ad's fawn- 
like eyes I 

And yet. whih* all so fair and t>oiniteoi» 
seems. 
While the birds carol — each his dain- 
ti«'st part, 

Veiletl in soft brigbtnt'ss. and like mu- 
sical dreams 
In some blithe soul — the lH»e-suanii» 
haunt your heart. 

Ijo! severtMl slowly from yon roseate 
crown, 

A scarlet snowdrift, silent, falters down. 

The reign of thes4> rich bhionis is almost 

tlone: 
S(M>n to the languid Zephyr R feeblest 

breath. 
Their looseniMl i^i'tals, yieldinc; one by 

one. 



LOVE'8 AUTUMN. 
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Must find the Lethe of unwakenhig 


Till in a sunset hour, whose light 


death. 


Pale hints of radiance pulsed o'erhead. 


Ah me! of all the bourgeoned buds that 


Afar the moaning East wind died. 


shoot 


And the mild West wind breathed in- 


Even to full flower, how few shall bear 


stead. 


us fruit! 






Then the clouds broke, and ceased the 


Their little day is closing fast in gloom; 


rain; 


Nor will they reck — poor wilted waifs. 


The sunset many a kindling shaft 


and blind! 


Shot to the wood's heart; nature rose. 


What germs of richness wax from faded 


And through her soft-lipped verdures 


bloom. 


laughed. 


To charm tli«» pampered taste of hu- 




man kind; 


Low to the breeze; as some fair maid. 


Forever dropped from off their parent 


Love wakes from troublous dreams, 


stem, 


might rise. 


What lia\e man* s thoughts or tastes to 


Half dazed, yet happy — mists of sleep 


do with them ? 


Still hovering in her haunted eyes. 


So let them rest, I pray you, let them rest, 




Small, i>orishing sweethearts of the 


LOVERS AUTUMN. 


sun and rain: 




O! mother- earth, thou hast a ruthful 


[To My Wife.] 


breast, 


I WOULD not lose a single silyery ray 


Which yearns to fold thy humblest 


Of those white locks which like a milky 


child from pain. 


way 


Men fall like flowers; both claim the 


Streak the dusk midnight of thy raven 


self-same balm. 


hair; 


The equal peace of thy majestic calm! 






I would not lose, sweet I the misty 




shine 


THE AWAKEXIXG. 


Of those half-saddened, thoughtful eyes 




of thine, 


From day to day the dreary heaven 


Whence Love looks forth, touched by 


Outpoured its hopeless heart in rain; 


the shadow of care; 


The conscious pines, half shuddering, 




heard 


I would not miss the droop of thy dear 


The secret of the East wind's pain. 


month. 




The lips less dewy-red than when (he 


Mist veilwl the sun — the sombre land, 


Souths— 


In floating cloud-wracks densely furled, 


The young South wind of passion siglied 


Seemed shut forever from the bloom 


o'er them; 


And gladness of the living world. 






I would not miss each ddlcate flower that 


From week to week the changeless 


blows 


heaven 


On thy wan cheeks, soft as Septembeif s 


Wept on — and still Its secret pain 


rose 


To the bent pine-trees sobbed the wind. 


Blushing but faintly on its filtering 


In hollow truces of the rain. 


stem; 
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I would not miss the air of chastened 

I grace 
Which hreatlied divinely from thy patient 

face, 
Tells of love's watchful anguish, merged 

in rest; 

Naught would I miss of all thou hast, or 

art, 
O! friend supreme, whose constant, 

stainless heart. 
Doth house unknowing, many an angel 

guest ; 

Their presence keeps thy spiritual 

clianibers pure; 
While the flesh fails, strong love grows 

more and more 
Divinely beautiful with perished yeai*s; 

Thus, at each slow, but siu'ely deepening 
sign 

Of life's decay, we will not, Sweet! re- 
pine, 

Xor greet its niellowing close with thank- 
less tears; 

Love's sprinij was fair, love's summer 

bnive antl bland, 
But tlirou.ij;h lovr's autumn mist I view 

the land. 
The land of deathless sunimei*s yet to Ix*; 

Tliere, I brhcdd thee, young again and 

bright. 
In a great II004I of rare transfiguring 

light, 
Ihit then' as here, thou sndlest. Love! on 

me ! 



THE SPinEA. 

[TliiB cxquisitf plant Mimhiis in the Southern 
StatfM as rarly as tin.* niiiidlo of February.) 

Of all tlu» subtle fin»s of t'arth 
Which rise in form of spring-time 
floNVJ'rs, 
Oh, siiy if aiiubt of punT birth 
Ls nursed bv suns and showers 



Than this fair plant, whose 
bowed 
In such lithe curves of maldeD gnoe^- 
Veileil in white blossoms like % doad 
Of daintiest bridal lace? 

So rare, so soft, its blossoms seem 

Half woven of moonshine's misty Xmn^ 
And trenuilous as tlie tender gleam 
Of the far Southland stan. 

Perchance — who knows ? — some Tligfat 

bright. 
Some loveliest of the Dryad raoe, 
Poiu? through these flowers the HwHifaij 
light 
Of her Arcadian face. 

Xor woidd I marvel overmuch 

If from yon pines a wood-god camiBy 
And with a bridegroom*s lips shoiild 
touch 
Her conscious heart to flame; 

While she, reveahnl at that strange trjrt» 

In all her mystic beauty glows. 
Lifting the choek her Love liad kiaaed. 
Paled like a bridal rose. 



COQUETTE. 

[Among the family portraits.] 

I. 
Y?:s! there from out the gallery g 
Ketaining still a flush of bloom, 
I mark our bright ancestress glow— 
The maiden Hose of long ago. 
She lived in times of sumptuous dms. 
And rich colonial slateliness; 
Ihit through the strong restraints of ut 
I seem to vi«nv her heaving heart. 
As if a protest wann it made 
'(Gainst that stiff IkmUcc of brocade* 
Whil(> in her fair cheeks' deepening djM, 
Jler lifted brows and roguish eyea» 
Hor swan-lik«> neck and dimpled cfain^- 
Cleft for small Loves to ambush in— 



THE WORLD WITHIN US. 
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I can nut fail (who could ?) to see 

All potent charms of coquetry — 

The wiles whose glamour, swift and 

suni, 
Smote hapless victims hy the score; 
And even now (although they be 
Discerned in pictured phantasy) 
Xot all innocuous, but possessed 
Of power to pierce the manly breast, 
If frosted to its shivering core 
By forty arctic years or more. 

II. 

Ah! many a ,i!cillant loved her well 
In those old davs! ' llcr features tell 
The world-wide story o'er again, 
Of others' passion, her difdain; 
Of liearts that spent their best to make 
Her own more tender for love's sake, 
Only in time to find, perchance. 
Dull ending to a life's romance. 
Since trivial natures are not stirred 
Save by the lightly trivial word; 
And much I fear, despite the fine 
liare beauty of each faultless line — 
Ilcr face, of gay lusoucUincey shows 
No golden gulfs of pure reiK)se 
Deep in her inmost being shrined — 
But shallow thoughts and purpose blind. 
And yet who knows ? My erring sight 
May not have read it« meanings right, 
And something of ethereal grace 
May lurk beneath that careless face, 
Which masks with inconsiderate mirth 
A soul not wholly wed to earth! 

III. 

Therefore, sweet flesh and blood, I trust 
That, ere ye passed to senseless dust, 
Your beauty played a worthier part — 
The love-r6/(' of the loyal lieart. 



Xo answer comes : for time doth mar 
Our records. Only, like a star 
Scarce touched by vapors vague and chill, 
Your gracious image haunts us still. 
But none, alas I may tnily guess 
What fate befell your loveliness. 



SKATING. 

I CHAHED the maid with rapid feet, 
Wliere ice and sunbeam quiver; 

But still beyond me, shyly fleet. 
She flashed far down the river. 

Sometimes, blown backward in the cliase, 

With balmy, soft caresses, 
I felt across my glowing face 

The waft of perfumed tresses. 

Sometimes a glance she shot behind, 
O'er graceful shoulders turning 

A cheek whose tints the eager wind 
Ilad set like sunrise burning. 

Then, in a sudden onward glide. 
She rushed with even motion, 

As a long wave the restless tide 
Drives shoreward fast from ocean; 

And swift as some winged creature sped 

Far down the crystal river, 
Until the shining form that fled 

I dreamed might fly forever. 



THE WOULD WITttiN U8, 
A FANTASY. 

Perchance our inward world may 

partly be 
But outward Nature's fine epitome; 

Now, o'er it floats some cloud of tender 

pain 
Too f raU to hold the sad reserves of rain ; 

And now behold some breezy impulse 

run 
O'er Thought's bright surface, glittering 

in the sun; 

Whereon, like bhxis, the flocks of fancy 

throng. 
And all is peace and sweetness, light and 

song: 
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Aiion, dim moods like sliadowy wood- 


Bom of the brain, and -gainst some 


lands rise 


thorns of woe, 


As • twerc lK»tweeu the spirit's eartli and 


Setting their breasts — but sing more 


skies : 


sweetly so: 


All fair su^gostitms, hints of twilight 


Fountains it owns of shyest fantasie; 


grace. 


Glad stn^ams of inspiration, swift and 


Safe harhorage seek within the spell- 


free. 


lK)iind space ; 






Rolling toward T1iought*8 central ocean 


Music is there, low laughter, and the 


vast 


sound 


AVherein all lesser fonns of thought, at 


Of fairy voices, echoing gently round 


hist 


The cool rcc<'ss«'s of the veiled mind: 


Sink, as the rivulets ])erish in a sea ; — 


While on tlu* sur^je of memory's phan- 


Thus, roiuided, whole, our spirit-land- 


tom wind. 


scaiKJs be. 



Ghosts of dead loves, swathed in a 

silviMv mist 
Pass by us: and tlie lips our lips had 

kissed. 

In youth's glail prime, unutterable thini^ 
WhisiKT, thruui^h wafts of visionary 
wings. 

Ah, yes I our hucanl world but mirrors 

tnu\ 
This outward world of sense; — it hath 

itsdt'w. 

Its sunshine, and fresh roses, white and 

red; 
It holds a lender moonlight ov«'r head: 

The dows of yeanling, mihl, or fiery- 

brii^ht. 
The llowrrs of ]M'ac»», or passion; the 

calm light 

Of reasoninii thought, and retrosix'ction 

fUK'. 

All nieri:4'd in subtlest l>eauty — half 
divin(>! 

It hath its mounts of vision, and its vah's 
Of contomphuion, wlu*re fon<l nightin- 
galrs. 



; Our spirit-world thus jwrfect; over all, 
No clouds of doubt liang, stifling as a 
pall; 

But if the soul be healthful, noble, 

high. 
God's promise lights it, like a sleepU 



eye 



.f 



FOIiEST QUIET. 
[In tbc South.] 

So deep this sylvan silence, strange and 

swet't. 
Its <lr>ad-guardian, virginal Peace, can 

lu-ar 
The pulses of her own pure bosom beat; 

And her low voice echoed by elfin rills. 
And far-off forest fountains, sparkling 

clear 
'Mi<l haunted hollows of the hoaiy 

hills; 

I No bro(>7.e. nor wraith of any breeze that 
I blows. 

Stirs till* ('banned calm; not even yon 

gossanuT-chain, 
Dew-born, and swung 'twlxt violet and 
wihl rose. 



A STORM IN THE DISTANCE. 
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Thrills to the airy elements' subtlest 

breath ; 
Such marvellous stilhiess almost broods 

like pain 
O'er the hushed sense, holding dim hints 

of death ! 

What shadows of sound survive, the 

waves' far sigh, 
DrowstMl cricket's chirp, or mock-bird's 

croon in sleep. 
Hut toucli this sacred, soft tranquillity 

To yet diviner quiet: the fair land 
Breathes like an infant lulled from deep 

to deep 
Of dreamless rest, on some wave-whis- 
pering strand * 



THE MOCKING-BIRD. 

[At night.] 

A GOLDEN pallor of voluptuous light 

Filled the warm southern night: 

Tlie moon, clear orbed, above the sylvan 

scene 
Moved like a stately queen, 
80 rife with conscious beauty all the 

while, 
^Vl)at could she do but smile 
At her own i)erfect loveliness below, 
Glassed in the tranquil flow 
Of crystal fountains and unruffled 

streams ? 
Half lost in waking dreams, 
As down the loneliest forest dell I 

strayed, 
Ijo! from a ncigboring glade, 
Flashetl through the drifts of moonshine, 

swiftly came 
A fairy shape of flame. 
It rose in dazzling spirals overhead, 
Whence to wild sweetness wed, 
Poure<l marvellous melodies, silvery trill 

on trill ; 
The very leaves grew still 
On the charmed trees to hearken; while 

for me, 
Heart-trilled to ecstasy, 



I followed — followed the bright shape 

that flew. 
Still circling up the blue, 
Till as a fountain that has reached its 

height, 
Falls back in sprays of light 
Slowly dissolved, so that enrapturing 

lay, 
Divinely melts away 
Through tremulous spaces to a mnsio- 

mist. 
Soon by the fitful breeze 

How gently kissed 
Into remote and tender silences. 



A STOIIM IX THE DISTANCE, 
[Among the GeorgUn Hills.] 

I SEE the cloud-bom squadrons of the 
gale, 
Their lines of rain like glittering 
spears deprest 
(While all the affrighted land grows 
darkly pale), 
In flashing charge on eartli's half- 
shielded breast; 

Sounds like the rush of trampling 
columns float 
From that fierce conflict; volleyed 
thunders peal. 
Blent with the maddened wind's wild 
bugle-note; 
The lightnings flash, the solid woodr 
lands reel! 

Hal many a foliaged guardian of the 
height, 
Majestic pine or cliestnut, riyen and 
bare, 
Falls in the rage of that aerial fight, 
Led by the Prince of all the powers of 
airl 

Vast boughs, like sliattered bttbnen 
hurtling fly 
Down the tliick tumult : whlle^ like 
emerald snow. 
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Millions of or])hanod leaves make wild 
the sky. 
Or drift in shuddering helplessness 
hclow. 

Still, still, the levelled lances of the rain 
At eartlfs half-shielded breast take 
glittering aim; 
All space is rife with fury, racked with 
pain. 
Earth bathed in vapor, and heaven 
rent bv flame ! 

At last the cloud-battalions through long 
rifts 
Of luminous mists retire; . . . the 
strife is done; 
And earth once more her wotuided 
beauty lifts, 
To meet the healing kisses of the smi. 



THE VfSIOX liY THE SEA. 
•• A thing f>f iM^auty is n joy forever.'* 

I. 

A iiAUNTixc; face! with strange, ethereal 

eves. 
Deep as unfathome<l gulfs of tninquil 

skies 
When o'er their brightness a vague mist 

is drawn,' 
Iheathed from the half-veiled lips of 

mellin.2; dawn; 
A mouth whose passionate love and 

sweetness seem 
JUit just released from kisses in a ilveam; 
A brow like l*sy<-he's, pensive, broad, 

and low 
And white as winter's whitest wreath of 

snow ; 
While round that gnicious forehead, 

calmly fair. 
Ripples an April rain of golden hair. 

II. 
For some rapt moments, on the ocean 

stmnd, 
I'nconscious, beautiful, I saw her stand. 



As tremulous wave on wave, with 

freightage sweet 
Of murmured music, fawned about her 

feet, 
Then died in one divine, harmonious 

sigh; 
The breeze bewitched, could only falter 

nigh, 
And in shy delicate wafts of homage 

play 
With her rare tresses; like incarnate 

May, 
She seemcil the earth, the tides, the 

heaven, t^ bless: 
For once i gazed on Beauty's perfectneaa. 

ni. 

I gazed for some rapt moments, hut no 

more ; 
Then lowere<1 mine eyes and slowly left 

the shore 
Made marvellous by that vbion of de- 
light; 
Yet evennore its beauty, day and night. 
Standing between the blue sky and the 

sea, 
Shines like a star of immortality 
Through all my being; it becomes a part 
Of the det'p life that quickens soul and 

lu'art 
To sense of things ideal and supreme — 
A palpable bliss, yet wedded to a dream. 



I 



THE VISIOXARY FACE, 

I AM happy with her I love. 

In a circle of charmed repose; 
My soul leaps up to follow her feet 

Wherever my darling goes; 
'NMiether to roam through the garden 
walks, 

Or pare the sands by the sea; — 
There's nev«»r a shadow of doubt or fear 

Brooding 'twixt her and me: — 
But through memory's twilight mists, 

Sometimes, I own, in sooth, 
Falters the face of one I loved 

In the fervent ycai"s of youth;— 



THE RED LILT. 
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The soft pathetic brow is there, 


Though bright her eyes' bewildering 


With its glimmer and glance of golden 


gleams, 


hair, 


Fair tremulous lips and shining hair, 


And scarcely shadowed by death's eclipse 


A something bom of mournful dreams, 


The delicate curve of the faultless lips, 


Breathes round her sad enchanted 


^'i'hc tremulous, tender lips I kissed, 


air; 


So coyly raised at the sunset tryst. 


No blithesome thoughts at hide and seek 


As we stood from the restless world 


From out her dimples smiling start; 


apart, 


If still the rose be on her cheek, 


'Mid the whispering foliage, heart to 


A thorn is in her heart. 


heart, 




In the fair, far years of youth. 


Young lover, tossed 'twixt hope and fear, 


Yet, the vision is pure as heaven, 


Your whispered vow and yearning 


Untouched by a hint of strife 


eyes 


From the passion that moved itself to 


Yon marble Clytie pillared near 


sleep, 


Could move as soon to soft replies; 


On the morning strand of life; 


Or, if she thrill at words you speak, 


And 1 know that my living Love would 


Love's memory prompts the sudden 


feel 


start; 


The tremor of ruthf ul tears. 


The rose has paled upon her cheek, 


If I told of the sweetness and hope that 


The thorn has pierced her heart 


drooped. 




So soon in the vanished years: 




She would not banish the phantom 
sad 


THE RED LILY. , 


Of a beauty discrowned and low; — 


I CALL her the Red Lily. Lo ! she stands 


(^an jealousy rest in tlie rose's breast 


From all her milder sister flowers 


Of a lily under the snow ? 


apart; 


Can the passion so warm and strong 


A conscious grace in those fkir-folded 


to-day 


hands. 


Envy a ghost from the cypress shades 


Pressed on the guileful throbblngs of 


For an hour astray ? 


her heart! 


Or, the love that waned like a blighted 




May, 


I call her the Red Lily. As all airs 


Un the dead days, long ago, 
\ Ah ! long, how long ago I 


Of North or South, the Lily's leaves 


that stir. 




Seem lost in languorous sweetness that 




despairs 


THE ROSE AXD THORX. 


Of blissful life or hope, except through 
her; 


She's loveliest of the festal throng 




In delicate form and Grecian face; 


So this Red Lily of maids, this human 


A beautiful, incarnate song: 


flower. 


A marvel of harmonious grace ; 


Yielding no love, all sweets of loye 


And yet I know the truth I speak: 


doth take. 


From those gay groups she stands 


Twinhig such spells of passion's secrSt 


apart, 


power 


A rose upon her tender cheek, 


As, woven once, what lordliest will 


A thorn within her heart. 


can break? 
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LAKE Jf'IA'^y/r/SKOGEI':. 

()NK (lay the Kivor of Life flowed oVr 
Tlie verge of lieaveirs enclianttHl shore, 
And fulliii<; without lapse or l)reak. 
Its waters forintul this wondrous lake. 

ITenee the far sheen of Eden palms 
Is mirrored in its silvery ealmS) 
Ami all its rieh cerulean dyes 
Are deep as KaphaeFs splendid eyes. 

And hence the un imagined grace 
Which sanctifies this lonely place, — 
A subtle, soft, ethereal spell 
Ot light ami sound ineffable. 

Siu'ely such temi)ered glory paints 
The mystic City of the Saints; 
ISuch umsic breathes its dying falls 
Above the heavenly palace walls. 

O lake of peace! whose still (>xpanse 
(ileams through a gohlen-misied tnince, 
Karth holds thee sacred and apart, 
The cloistered darling of her heart. 



LAKE MISTS. 
[Coinjxisotl lutiiT Luke Winiiipiseopee.] 

As 1 gazed on the j)rospert enchanted, 
On waves the sun-glory had kissed. 

There slowly swept tlown from the dis- 
tance. 
The phantom-like bands of the mist. 

On their feet that were spectrally soimd- 
less, 

Th(*y glided fant^istic and chill. 
While a prescient ])allor crept over 

The beaut V of lake-side and hill! 

All nature grew cold at their advent! 

Tjike Thugs of the air, demon-born, 
AVitli their coils of blue vapor they 
stnmgled 

The .virgin effulgence of morn. 

By that ambush of darkness was girdled 
Each bright beam iii drear>' embrace, 



Till the fairest young dawn of September 
Lay wan on her death-shadowed face. 

When wildly and weirdly from sea-waid, 
A low wind how mournfully stolel 

Like an anthem ontbreathed for the 
morning. 
Thus sternly divorced from her aonll 



TflE INEVITABLE CALM. 

The sombre wings of the tempest, 

In fetterless force unfurled, 
Buffet the face of beauty. 

And scar the grace of the world; 

I But they fade at length with the darlc- 
ness, 
And softly from sky to sod 
Peace falls like the dew of Eden, 
From the opened palm of God! 

Earthquake, the angered Titan, 

A continent cleaves aimrt; 
Yet soon the glamour of quiet heals 

Earth* s smitten and tortured heart. 

And soon o'er the ndn of cities 
The sun-bright virginal grass 

Court(>sies and curves into dimples, 
At t he kiss of the winds that pass. 

One lesson all nature teaches, / 
As balm to the troubhKi breast,! 

That after the tunnoil of passion! 
There cometh a time of rest. I 

For the anguish of life wanes downward 
Like fire unfanntHl by a breath; 

And deep is the ashen stillness 
On the hearthstone cold of death! 



THE DEAD LOOK. 

Lo! in its still, soft-shrouded place. 
The pathos of a death-pale face I 

1 view the marks of mortal care 
Time's hopeless sorrows branded there. 



Thougli liiii sealed sight tlie death-iiiiits 
He lialliu atranye look, Rxedafar: — 







iiin HTOiiulit. 
lillowy roar; 
ut brujglit 



ii; 


.1 -'iiiil're iuoo<l 
s ah.n.-. 


1 9looi»-'l, and wondi^riiis, grasped 
A fairj' riiiK of gold. 




I'll Im.sm lav. 




"" 


1 -tliiittcnHl ttaiU and 


Of BTfM and small, of rioh and rare, 
Of all von straiidf.1 vi-i».| Ikjit, 


nn 


lli'-imxmlil l>ay 


ftnly Miis fr..m tin- uavi-s w.iidd spare 


].<il 


•;l.-ani.-.l from far. 


To pa^t iiiihanuol ashore. 



With wlial a deep and tender thrill 
1 ]>ut ihe nioilent item away, , ■ 

.And while t)ie silvery vajiuni elilll 
( 'r«|>t ghoflt-like up the btty, 
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I (InMiiifMl of sliitvring liiiiiian liv(^s 
Wivoked on Fiito's cohl and cruel 

Tnistiii<>; tliat soiih* small \\o\^q survives, 
^Si>ared to them from the sea! 



FAME LESS QUA VES. 

I WALKEi> the ancient graveyard's am- 
ple round. 
Yet fountl therein not one illustrious 
name 
Wedded l>v Death to Fame. 

The sea-winda moaned hy each dtnjerted 
mound, 
AVliere mouldering marbles shed their 
pungent nnist 
O'er that worn human dust. 

Thin (rloiidlets pass«Hl, with purpled 
skirts of niin 
<tnizing the stMitinel pine-trCes, gaunt 
and tall; 
Some tremlding to their fall. 

• 

From out the mistv marsh-lands next 
tlie main. 
Long lines of curlews in the sunset 
tiame. 
With dissonant noises camt>; 

0\*rsw<'i)t the tomhs in slow, high- 
wheeling flight. 
And while the sunsi't verged on eve- • 
ning's gray, 
Fa<h*d, ghostlike, away. 

Yet down tin' dusky, shimmering, weird 
twilight 
(Tht)ugh lost their forms lM>y(md the 
outmost hill). 
Their strange cries sounded still: — 

IVolongiMl hy elfin echoes, 'mid the 
roeks, 
< U' lap>ini: in sad, plaintive wails to 
die 
'Twixt darkling wave and skv. 



The garrulous si>arrow8, In Uome-wenil- 
iug flocks, 
Sought their rude nests among those 
shattered toinUs, 
Veiled now in vesper glooms; 

Till o*er the scene a mystic influence 
stole ; 
The wave-enamored winds their pin- 
ions f urletl ; 
Pale Silence clasped the world. 

Ik'sidt! a grave, the lowliest of tlie whole 
Ohscun* rei>ul)lic of the fameless dead. 
Pausing, I nuised, and said : — 

All graves are espial ! His, the laurelledy 
great. 
Miraculous Shaksi^eare's, some far day 
shall rest 
As level on Earth's breast, — 

And all unknown —through stem be- 
hests of Fate — 
As this, n)und which tlie nisUing 
dock-leaves meet 
Here, tangU'd at my feet. 

All graves art; e<iual to all-conquering 
Time; 
Scornful. Ik* laughs at monumental 
stones, — 
Wasting a great nian*s bones, 

A great man*s si*pulchn\ tliough reared 
sid)lime 
Toward heaven, until l>otli stone and 
n»conl pass, 
Motrked liy the flipimnt grass; 

The feeblest wee<ls in Nature flaunting 
higjj 
AlK>ve a Shakespeare's or a Dante's 
dust : — 
.lust then a gentle gust 

Kreatheil from lH>yond tlie gloaming: 

Night's first sigh 
Of conseious life touched the a^ 
tn'es. 
And blendtHl with the sea*] 



A 
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Monotonous murmur, seemed to whis- 
per low: 
** 1 rise, and sink, am born, and lose 
my breath, 
Yet am not held by Death. 

** For since the world began — when sun- 
set's glow 
Melts in the western tides — my air of 
halm 
Rises, if earth be ealm.* 

** My siM'll is sacred, wheresoe'er it falls; 
The dreariest gnives grow brighter at 
my voice. 
And human hearts rejoice, 

** HccaiUM* that I, wingwl from these twi- 
light halls. 
In this, my life renewed, would subtly 
seem 
A sweet, half-uttered dream 

*• Of immortality, made bright by love: 
That love which binds the himiblest 
hinnan cUmI 
Fast to the throne of (»od/* 

I left the graves; but now my gaze 
al>ove 
Ranged thnnigh the heavenly spaces, 
clear and far: 
I marked the vesper star 

Silver the e<lgcs of the wavering mist. 
And centHMl in an air-wrought, lumi- 
nous isle 
Of lanilMMit glory, smile; — 

Smile like an angel whom the Lord hath 
kissed, 
Ami fn>(><l from arms divine, in soft 
release. 
To bless our earth with peace. 

• What dweller by the ooean eaa hai ^ IkllAd 
to remark the almost inYmrteli*' -*-" 
after sunset on quiet or* 
air, a very sigh of tnmq 
were, from Qod? 



WINTEH ROSE, 

Gk>D*8 benison upon each happy day 

Dead now and gone! — its gentle ghost 
oiu* feet 

Doth follow, singing faintly; and how- 
sweet — 

Tenderly sweet, as through a liuuinous 
mist — 

Its shailowy lips draw near us, to be 
kissed ! 

And though they melt ui>on the yearning 
mouth 

Like fairy balm from some phantasmal 
south. 

Their touch is magic; and we ftn;! the 
start 

As of an unsealed fountain, dosi* at 
heart — 

Till, wanned, restorecl, breathing a ttne 
repose. 

Our innermost nature, wakening, glows 
anew; 

^Vhile, gemmed by sunset memory* s ra- 
diant dew, 

Lo! the heart blossoms, lik^ a Winter 
Rose! 



TRISTRAM OF THE WOOD. 



u^ ' 



Once, when the autumn fields were dim 

and wet, 
The tnmipets rang; the tide of battle set 
Toward gray Broceliande, by Uie 

western sea. 

In the fore-front of conflict grimly 

stood. 
Clothed in dark armor, Tristram of the 

Wood, 
And round him ranged his knights of 

Brittany. 

Of lordlier frame than even the lordlii*st 

there, 
'nrm as a tower, upon his vast detfrtre^ 
He looked as one whose soul was 

steeped in trance. 
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Xe*er siiako nor stirred lie, though the ■ Nor knew whose ami had smitten hiin 
tniniiH't's sound ■ deep and sore — 



Echoed abroad, and all the glitti^ring 
ground 
Shook to the stoel-i'lad warriors' swift 
advaiu'e; 

Xc'er spake nor stirretl he, for the mys- 
tic hour 

Closed o*er him then; the glamour of its 
power 
Dream-wrought, and sadly iM'autiful 
with love — 



So deep that Tristraui never, never 
more 
Shone in the van of conflict; but the 
siimrt 

Of his lierce wound tortured him niglit 

antl day. 
Till. tlirou«!h (iod's grace, his life-biood 

ehbe<l away. 
And death's sweet quiet healed Ills 

l>roken heart. 



Love of the lost Iseult. In marvellous 

stead 
Of thronging faces, with looks stem and 

dread. 
Through the dense dust, the hostile 

l»lunics above, 

Jle saw his fair, lost Iseult's passionate 

eyc«i. 
And o'er the crash of lances heard her 

cries. 
Shrill w«lh tles]>air, when last they 

twain did ]>art. 

While others thrilled to strife, he, thrilled 

with woe. 
Kelt his lifeH'nrriMUs shuddering eold and 

low 
Kouud the worn basti(»ns of his bn)ken 

heart. 

Then rolled his way tin* battle's furioas 

flood: 
Siimdrons charged on him blindly: 

blows and bUxMl 
Showered ilowM like hail and water; 

vainlv ilrew 

• 

The whole war round him: still his 

broads wortl's gleam 
Fla>hed in death's front, and still, as 

wrai»iMMl in <lream. 
llefomrbl ami sb-w. witling not whom 

he >l»'w, 



I n/\Ts OF sriiiya, 

I [roMPo>FI» IN SICKNESS.] 

•*\\nieii the hill-side broakK into );rci*n, every 

- hollow ot blue Hhade. every ciirvo of tuft, and 

I Illume aiitl tendril, every broken Hunlteaiii on 

Kpray of youn^ h-avei* N iittrf .V#> spring 

I in ti nprvin nUtt ion of any Junnt-r spring:**—' 

lioKTIIK. 

A SOI 'rKNix<; of the misty heav«'n, 

A subtle murnuir in the air: 

The eb*<'tri<' Hash through coverts old 
, Of many a shy wing, ttmelnsl witli goM; 

Th(> stream's unmullled voi<*<>, tliat ealls. 

Now shrill ami clear, now silver>' low. 

As if a fairy flute did blow 
. AlM)ve the sylvan waterfalls; 

Each mellowed sound, each (|Uivering 
! wing 

, Ilenilds the ha])py-hearte«1 Spring: 

Earth's Im'sI U'lovwl is dniwiug near. 

Amid the deeiH^st w<NNllaiid dells. 

So late f«>rlondy t*ohl antl dn^ar. 

Wafts of mild fervor, pnM'reant breaths 

Of gentle heat, unclose the sheaths 

Of fre«»h-fonned buds on Umerand tree; 

A sjiirit of soft n-vival hH»ks 

Coyly fnnn out the young-U*ave«i noolcs. 

Just dimiding into grt»ener>'; 

Thr<»ui:h flashes of faint primrose bloom. 

Through delicate gleam and golden 

gl«K)m. 
The wonder «>f the world draws near. 



> 
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On some dew-sprinkleiU cloudless morn, 

She, in her full-blown joyance rai-e, 

Will pass l)eyon(l her Orient gate, 

Sniilinj?, serene, calmly elate, 

All garin«»nted in light and grace: 

Her footsteps on the hills shall shine 

In iH'autv, and her matchless face 

Make the fair vales of earth divine. 

() goddess of the azure eyes, 

The deep, deep chann that never dies, 

Delay not long, delay not long! 

( 'ome clad in perfume, glail with song, 

Hreathe on nie from thy jierfect lips. 

Lest mine he <"losetl, and death's eclipse 

Uise dark Iwtween 

Me an«l thine advent, tender <iueen. 

Albeit thou ait so near, so near! 



THE HAIFK. 

AMniHiiEi) in yonder cloud of white. 
Far-glittering from its azure height, 
He shrouds his swiftness and his might! 

But oft across the echoing sky, 
Long-<lrawn, though uttered suddenly. 
We hear his strange, shrill, bodeful cry. 

Winged robber! in his vaporous tower 
Secure in craft, as strong in iwwer. 
Coolly he bides the fated hour. 

When thro' cloud-rifts of shadowy rise. 
Earthward are Ix-nt his ruthless eyes. 
Where, blind to doom, the quarry lies! 

And from dense cloud to noontide glow, 
(His fiery gaze still fixed below). 
He sails on pinions proud and slow ! 

Till, like a fierce, embodied ray. 

He hurtles <lown the dazzling day, — 

A death-flash on his startled prey: 

And where but now a nest was found, 

Voiceful, beside its grassy mound, 

A few brown feathers strew the ground ! 



OVEIi THE WATEHS. ^ 
I. 

Over the crystal waters 
She leans in careless gnice. 

Smiling to view within them 
Uer own fair happy face. 

II. 

The waves that glass her beauty 
Xo tiniest ripple stirs: 

What human heart thus coldly 
Could mirror grace like hers ? 



THE TltUE HE A VEX, 

The bliss for which our spirits pine, 
That bliss we feel shall yet be given. 

Somehow, in some far realm divine, 
Some marvellous state we call a 
heaven. 

Is not the bliss of languorous hours 
A glory of calm, measured range, 

But life which feeds our noblest powers 
On wonders of eternal change ? 

A heaven of action, freed from strife. 
With ampler ether for the scope 

Of an immeasurable life 
And an luibaffled, boundless hope. 

A heaven wherein all discords cease, 
Self-torment, doubt, distreM, turmoil, 

The core of whose miJesUc peace 
/« fjodlikc potcvr oftireltM ML 

Toil, without tumult, strain or jar, 
With grandest reach of range endued. 

Unchecke<l by even the farthest star 
That trembles thro' infinitude; 

In which to soar to higher heights 
Through widening ethers stretched 
abroad. 

Till in our onward, upward flights 
W^e touch at last the feet of God. 
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Time swallowed in eternity I 
No future evermore ; no past, 

But on« unending now, to be 
A boundless circle round us cast! 



Tin: liltEEZKS OF JUNE, 

On! sweet and soft, 
Keturning oft, 
As oft I hey pass benignly. 
The wanu .>une breezes come and go. 
Through golden rounds of murmnrous 
How, 
At length to sigh, 
Wax faint and die, 
Far down the i^tnting primrose sky, 
Divinely! 

Though soft and low 
These breezes blow. 
Their voice is ])assipn\s wlioUy ; 
And ah ! our hearts go forth to meet 
The burden of their music sweet. 
Ere yet it sighs. 
Faints, faltei-s, dies, 
Down the rich path of sunset skies — 
Half glad, half melanclioly! 

Bend. lH»nd thine ear! 
Oh ! hark and hear 
What vows each blithe new-comer. 
Each warm June breeze that comes and 

goes. 
Is whis|>«*ring to the royal rose. 

And star-pale lily, trembling nigh. 
En* yet in subtlest hannony 
.Its nninnurs <lie, 
'Wax faint and die, 
On thy tUishe<l l)osom, iwissionate sky. 
Of youthful summer! 



A MorxT.ifx F.tyrr. 

[K«*KIK.'ct fully liisrrilMMl to Mrs. li. S. Storri*.] 

f 'i.osK to carh mountain's towering peak 
A white eloud leans its teai-ful I'heek, 
Till all its soul of mystic ])ain 
Dissolves in slow, soft, vajjorous rain. 



Tlius, when our heart-griefs seek aright 
Some heavenly Thoughts majestic 

height. 
Their passion, touched by loftier air. 
Dissolve's in tender mists of prayer! 

Jeffcrauu 1 1 til HouMe, White Mountaiiw, N.H., 
^k^ptculber, 18T9. 



AJiSEXCE AM) LOVE. 

We need the clasp of hand in haiid. 
The light flashed wann f n>m neiglilior- 
Ing eves: 
Or else as wear>' seasons pass — 
Alas! alas! 
Our tenderest love grows wan and 
dies. 

Tlie fatal yeai*s like seas ex])and 
'Twixt souls that long have dwelt 
ai>art. 
Till, broailening o'er oiu* l>eing's verge. 
The nithle.ss surge 
Love's memory sweeps from out the 
heart. 

O Absence! thou unreverenced Death! 

Thy tlense. unctmsecrated clay 
Inurns affecaion ]>ast regret; 
No hint is set 

Thereon of Besurrection Day. 



THE FALLEN PIXE-COXE, 

I LIFT thee, thus, thou brown and rug- 
g<Hl cone. 
Well iM)ised and high, 
, Between the llowering grasses and the 
I sky; 

And, as sea- voices dwell 
In the fine chandlers of the ocean-«hell, 

Ni fan<'v's ear 
Within thy nmnherless, dimcomplexitiei 

llath seemeil ofttimt*s to hear 
The imprisone<l spirits of all windis that 
I blow; 

Winds of late autumn that lamenting 
moan 
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Across the wild sea-surges' ebb and flow; 
Storm-winds of winter mellowed to a 

sigh, 
Long-drawn and plaintive; or — how 

lingeringly ! — 
Soft echoes of the spring-tide's jocmid 

breeze, 
Blent with the summer south wind, mur- 

nmring low I 

What wonder, fairy cone, that thou 

shouUrst hold 
The semblance of these voices ? day and 

night, 
Proudly etithron(Hl upon the wavering 

height 
Of yon monarclial pine, thou did'st 

absorb 
The elemental virtues of all airs, 

Timid or bold. 
Measures of gentle joys and wild despairs, 
lireathed from all quarters of our change- 
ful orb; 
Whether with mildness freighted or with 

might. 
Into thy form they entered, to remain 
Each the strange phantom of a perished 

tone. 
An eerie, mar\*ellou8 strain 
Pent in this tiny Hades made to fold 
(rhosts of the heavenly couriers long ago, 
Sunk as men dreamed by ocean and by 

shore, 
Into the void of silence evermore! 



STERy TRUTHS TRANSFIGURED, 

TiK)SK mountain fonns of giant girth 
Are roote<l dee]) in moveless earth; 
But lol their yearning heights with- 

<lrawn, 
Are melting in soft seas of dawn. 

What golden lights and shadows kiss 
Brown ledge and Titan precipice ! 
Till all the rock-lM)und, siUlen space 
Glows like a visionary face: 



Thus frowning truths whose roots are 

fhrled 
Round bases of some granite worid. 
May lift their mellowed light afar. 
Transfigured by love's moming-star. 



DISTANCE, 

Why is it tliat yon far-off, mellowed 
horn 

Souifds like an antique story, half-for- 
lorn, 

Half-sweet, with iterance of rare echoes 
sent 

Up the serenely listening firmament ? 

I thrill, soul-smitten by each melting 

tone 
About the golden distant spaces blown, 
As if soft pathos came on rhythmic sighs 
From out the heart of vanished centu- 
ries. 

Distance is magic I in its fairy hold 
Are alchemies that change even dross to 

gold,— 
While beauty's nymph, too closely seen 

or pressed, 
Melts to mere shadow from the enamored 

quest! 



HORIZONS. 

I Lovx to gase along the horixcm't 
verge — 
To strain my sight where steeped in 
golden-gray 
The sun-illumined vapors gently surge. 
To melt in measureless distances away. 

I gaze and gasse, till tears bedim my eyes* 
And tongueless fancies haunt me, 
vague and fond ; 
Ethereal boundary! blending earth and 
skies, 
Ah! dost thou veil some nuurrellont 
realm beyond ? 
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Deep spirit of mine! tlioii, too, art 
strangely bound 
By far horizons, vaporous, dim, and 
vast; 
Beyond the range of wliose enclianted 
round, 
Not even the genii of weinl dreams 
have passwl ! 



AV THE OR A Y OF THE EVENING. 
AITUMX. 

WiiKN o'er yon forest solitudes 
The sky of autumn evening broods — 
A heaven whose warp, but palely bright, 
{Shot throuj^h with woofs of crimson 

light, 
So slowly wanes with waning day — 
Whatever thoughts, pathetic, sweet 
Are wont to fawn round Memorj's feet, 
Pleading with soft and sacred stress 
To Ih» upoaught in tenderness; 
Whatever thoughts like these there are. 
Choose the weird hour *twixt sun and 

star. 
Of failing l>reeze, and whisperous sea. 
And that still heaven o'er leaf and lea. 
To come — ea<'h thought a temperate 

bliss — 
Embracing the calmed soul, to kiss 
The pallor of oM cares away. 

O twilight sky of mellow gray, 
Flushe<l with faint hues! O voiceful 

tn*es. 
Lilting low Itallads to the breeze! 
O all ve mild amenities 
When? with the solemn eve is rife, 
At this stran-ije hour 'twixt death and 

life; 
The tleath of In^auteous day, whose last 
Dim tints are almost overpast. 
Who lives alone in inlors blent 
Of every subt]e«*t element. 
Boni»* oil a fiiiry rain-like dew, 
Kxhale<i, not droi))»eil from out the blue; 
The life of star* that one by one 
Are mustering o'er tlie sunken sun, 



And wafts of vague earth-perfume Mown 
Up to the pine-tree's quivering cone. 
From lieatli-flowers hidden in cool 

grass, — 
Like spells of delicate balm, ye pass 
Into my wearied heart and brain. 

What room for any sordid pain 
Within me now? All! Nature seems 
Tlirough something sweeter than all 

dreams. 
To woo me ; yea, she seems to speak 
How closely, kindly, lier fond cheek 
liested on mine, lier mystic blood 
Pulsing in tender neighlK>rhootl, 
And soft as any mortal maid, 
Half veiled in the twilight shade. 
Who leans al)ove lier love to tell 
Secrets almost ineffable! 



THE VIStON AT TWILIGHT. 

LTo E. R., October, 1879.] 

Without the squares of niisteti pane, 

I saw the wan autumnal rain. 

And heanl, o'er tufts of churchyaid 

grass. 
The wind's low minerere pass. 

Within, more bright for outward gloom, 
I saw her wild-n>se cheeks abloom. 
And, deep lus sUirs in upiN'nnost skies, 
The lustre of dark Syrian eyes! 

Without, still drearier grew the sigh 
Of the v\\\\\ east wind shuddering by. 
Wilder the sad, .stnuigt> moaning made 
Beneath the elm-tn'cs' rayless shade. 

Within, as if the emlMNl{e<] south 
TIad openiHl her enebant<Hl mouth, 
I caught. thnMigli twilight's gray eclipse, 
The music fnini her gnicious lips. 

It bn»ath«Ml such sweetness, purely deep. 
On mv dull nain it dropped like sleep. 
'* How vain." I tbought, *' this gathwinf 

Some heavenly pre^ence fills the roomt** 
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And when lier warm luuid, pulsing 

youth, 
On mine she pressed in guileless ruth, 
One moment, charmed through blood 

and brain, 
1 felt my own lost youth again ! 

With quickened heart and lifted head 
I viewed the vision near my bed, 
Hut lovelier for that envious gloom, 
Her heavenly presence blessed the room! 



Ay noun too late. 

i HAVE loved you, oh, how madly! 
I liave wooi'd you softly, sadly. 
As the chanj^cful years went by; 
Yet you kept your haughty distance. 
Yet you scorned my brave i)erslstence, 
Wliile the long, long years went by. 

Now that colder lovers leave you. 
Now that Fate and Time lie reave you 
< For the cruel years will tiy). 
In your Iwauty's pale declension 
You would grace witli condescension 
The love that touched you never 
When your bloom and hoix>s were high. 

Ah! but what if 1 discover 

That too long in antique fashion 

1 have nursed a fruitless i)assion. 

Whose rage and reign (thank Ileaven!) 

Are ])assed at length and over — 

That fate hath locked forever love's 

golden E<len gate ? 
There's a wrong l)eyond redressing. 
There's a prize not worth possessing, 
And a lady's condescension 
May come an hour too late ! 



'*TOO LOW AXD YET TOO HIOH!^* 

11k came in velvet and in gold; 

lie wooed her with a careless grace; 
A confi«lence too rashly lH)ld 

Hrcathed in his language and his face. 



While she — a simple maid — replied : 

" No more of love 'twixt thee and me I 
These tricks of passion I deride, 

Nor trust thy boasted verity. 

Thy suit, with artful smile and sigh, 
Resign, resign: 
No mate am I for thee or thine. 

Being too low, and yet too high! " 

Ilis spirit clianged ; his heart grew warm 

With genuine passion; mom by mom 
More perfect seemed the viigin cliarai 

Tliat crowned her 'mid the ripening 
corn. 
And now he wooed with fervent mien, 

With soul intense, and words of fire, 
But reverence-fraught, as if a queen 

Were hearkening to his heart's desire. 
She brightly blushed, she gently sighed, 
Yet still the village maid replie<l 

(Though in sad accents, wearily): 
" Thy suit resign, 
Resign, resign! 
Lord Uughy I never can be thine. 

Too low am J, and yet too high!** 



THE LORDSHIP OF CORFU. 

A LEGEND OF 1016. 

What time o'er gory lands and threat- 
ening seas 
Fair fortune, wearied, fled the Genoese — 
Wliat time from many a realm the 

waters woo 
lu the warm south. '* Who now shall 

rule Corfu?'' 
Rose with the eager passion and fierce 

greed 
Of those who preyed on every empire's 

need, — 
There fell upon that isle's disheartened 

brave 
A wild despair, such as in one dark 

grave 
Might well have whelmed the prostrate 

nation's pride. 
Her honor, strength, traditions^- all 

beside 
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Whicli crowns a race with sovereignty. 

iSublime 
Above the reckless purpose of his time 
Their Patriarch stood, and such wise 

words he siuike 
The basest souls are thrilled, the feeblest 

wake 
To some high aim, some passion grand 

and free, 
Some cordial grace of magnanimity : 
By such unwonted power they yield their 

all 
To him that came, as if at Godhead's 

call. 
To siive the state, whose stricken pillars 

reel. 

IIow works the I*atriarch for his peoi)le's 

weal '.* 
Calmly he bids them launch their stanch- 

est keel — 
A gorgeous galley: on her decks they 

raise 
Great gold<'n altars, girt by lights that 

blaze 
Divinely, and by nuisic*s mystic rain. 
Blent of soft s]x»lls, half sweetness ami 

half pain. 
Fallen from out the highest heaven of 



song. 



And there, to purify all souls of wrong 
And latent sin, he calls from far and 

near 
Xobles anil priests and peoi)le. Ever}' 

where 
The paths are full, which, sloping 

steeply down 
Fn)m the itn-eu jKisturo and the walled 

tnwu. 
Lead oceauwanl, where, anchored near 

the (|uav. 
That saen'il galley heaved along the 

sea — 
Tier cai>tain no nide mariner, with soul 
Tough as the eonlage his brown hands 

control. 
But the irniy I'atriarch, lifting eyes of 

praviM", 



While o'er the reverent thousanda, calm 

in air. 
The sacred host shone like an awfnl 

star. 

"Children! " the Patriarch cried, "If 

strong ye are 
To trust hi heaven — albeit heayen*a 

message sent 
'lliis day through me, seem strange, and 

strangely blent 
With chance-fed issues — swear, what- 

e'er bet ide. 
When once our unmoon'd bark doth 

fleetly glide 
O'er the blue spaces of the midland 

sea — 
What flag soe'er first greets our eager 

view. 
Our own to veil, and Immbly yield there- 
to 
The faith and sovereign claims of fair 

Corfu.'' 

They vowed a vow methinks ne'er vowed 

l)efore. 
The while their galley, strangely laden, 

Ixjre 
Down the south wind, which freshly 

blew from shore. 

Past Vido and San Salvador they 

si>ed. 
Past stormy heights and cai)e8 whose 

rock-strewn head 
Ballletl the surges; still no ship they 

met. 
Till, sailing far Ix^yontl the nisli and 

fret 
Of shifting santl-lwketl Imrs, at last they 

gain 
The open and illimitable main. 

Th(>re in one line two gallant vesaeU 

ro<h» : 
From this the lurid Crescent banner 

glowed. 
From that the rampant Lion of St. 

Mark's! 



/ 
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Much, much they wondered when 

athwart them drew, 
With guttering deoks, the galley from 

Corfu, 
Lighted by tapers tall of myriad dyes, 
And echoing chants of holy litanies. 

Soon unto both the self-same message 

came ; 
For loud oVr antique hymn and altar 

flame 
Thrilled the chiefs voice, " Hearken, ye 

rival powers! 
Whichever lirst may touch our anned 

towel's* 
Thence for: li shall be the lonls of fair 

Corful" 

f'hanstod was the winvl, and landward 
now it blew: 

Smitinj; the waves to foam-flakes wild 
and white. 

All sails wen* braeeJ, the rowers rowed 
with nn^ht. 

But soon the island men turne<l pale to 
see 

The Turk's prow surging van ward steatl- 
ily. 

Till five full lengths ahead, careering 
fast , 

With flaunting flag and backward-swoop- 
ing mast. 

And scores of laboring rowers bent as one 

TowaRl oars which made cool lightnings 
in the sun. 

The Paynim craft — unless some mar- 
vellous thing 

Should hap to crush her crew or clip her 
wing — 

Seemed sure as that black Fate which 
urged her on 

Victor to prove, and that proud island 
race 

To load with sickening burdens of dis- 
grace! 

• Tliese •' TowerH," we imi»t remember, were 
built in with the pubtttanco of the city walls, 
which rose abruptly uut of the waters of the 
•ea. 



And now on crowded decks and crowd- 
ed shore 

Naught but the freshenhig sea wind's 
hollow roar 

Was heard, with flap of rope and dang 
of sail, 

Veering a point to catch the clianging 
gale, 

Or furious lashes of the buffeting oar! 

Just then the tall Venetian strangely 
changed 

Her steadfast coiu*se, with open port>- 
holes ranged 

'(iainst the far town. Across the sea- 
waste came. 

First, a sharp flash and lurid cloud of 
flame. 

Then the dull l>oom of the on-speeding 
ball, 

Followed by sounds which to the isles- 
men seem 

Sweet as the wakening from some night- 
mare dream — 

The sounds of splintered tower and 
crashing wall ! 

Then rose a shrill cry to the shivering 
heaven — 

'* ThuH, thus to us your island reuUm is 
(firen ! " 

Burst as one voice from out the conquer- 
ing crew : 

'' Thus Venice claims the lordship tf 
Corfu ! " 



TALL UL AH FALLS, 

Alone with nature, where her passion- 
ate mood 

Deepens and deepens, till from shadowy 
wood, 

And sombre shore the blended voices 
sound 

Of five infuriate torrents, wanly crowned 

With such pale-misted foam as that 
which starts 

To whitening: lips from fiensled homaii 
hearts! 
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Echo repeats the thunderous roll and 

l)ooin 
Of these vexed waters tlirough the foli- 

aged gloom 
So wildly, in their grand reverherant 

swell 
Borne from dim hillside to nx"k-bounde<l 

delK 
That oft the tumult seems 
riit' vast fantastie dissonance of dreams; 
A roar of advei*se elements, torn and 

riv«'n 
In dark recesses of some billowy hell. 
Ihit seniling ever through the trennilous 

air, 
Detianc(» laden with august despair 
Up to the calm an<l pitiful face of 

heaven ! 

From ledge lo ledge the im]>etuous cui*- 
rcnt sw<?eps 

ForevtM- tortured, tameless, unsuhdue-.l. 

Amid the darkly humid solitude. 

Through waste and tnrhulfnt det-ps 

It cleaves a l«'rril)le pathway, over- 
run 

Oidy by doubtful tliekeiiuixs of the 
sun. 

T(» meet with swift eros>-eddie*i, whirl- 

JMM>ls set 

C)n verges of some ni«'asureh*ss abyss. 
Above the stir and frei. 
The liou's hollow roar, or ser|>ent 
hiss 
Of whose uueeasinii conlliet waged 1k> 
low 
The i:ori:»'s of tlu' giant ]>reei])ice, 
Shiues the uiild splendor of a heavenly 
bow. 

IJut blinded to the rainlH>w*s glory 

shed 
Fair as the aure(»le 'round an angel's 

head 
Still with dark va])ors all alMiut it furled 
Tbedi'iuou spirit of this water>' world, 
Throuub many a maddened rurve. and 

stormy tlirtje, 
Speirils to its last tumultuous overllt)W, 



When downward hiirletl, from 'wilder- 

ing sliock to shock, 
' Its wild heart breaks upon the outmost 

rock 
I That guanls the empire of this rule of 

wrath! 
Henceforth, Ix'vond tlie sliatterecl caU- 

raet's i»ath, 
The tempenMl spirit of a gentler guide 
Enters, methinks the uni)erturbed 

tide; 
Its current sparkling in the bleat re- 
lease 
From wasting passion, glides through 

shores of peace, — 
O'er brighteneil spaces and dear con- 
fluent <*alms. 
Float the hale breathings of ni*ar nieail- 

ow balms. 
And still by silent cove and silvery 

reach. 
The munnurous wavelets i>ass; 
Lip the green tendrils of the delicate 

grass. 
And trantpiil hour by hour, 
Tplift a crystal glass, 
Wheivin each lithe Xarcissus-flower, 
May mark its slender frame and beau- 

teous face 
Mirrored in <»oftly visionary grace. 
And still, by fairy-bight and shelving 
I li«»ach, 

; The fair waves whisiK?r low as leaves in 
! .Tune 

(Small gossips lisping in their woodland 

lM>wer). 
And still, the ever-lessening tide 
Lapse**, as glides some onc«» imi^erious 

life^ 
Fnmi hauirhtv sumndts of demoniac 

pride. 
Ilatreil and venixcful strife, 
Down through time's twilight-valleya 

I)uritied: 
Yearning, alone, to keep 
A long-priHlestiniHl tryst with night and 

sleep. 
Beneath tli(> dew-soft kisses of the 

moon! 



DIVIDED. — TEE MEADOW BROOK. 



As I 



DIVIDED. 

i a biul tliat burgeoDS 'mid the 



Ufe; 



* nothli brother's Innennost 



n any tree that grows, 
But to its neighbur some unlikeoess 

Mode clearer still through all the blos- 
soming hours. 

Tlius Imth it chanced that, since the 

world bt^n, 
Xo soul hatb found it« fellow; fates 

may liicnd 
In till- close ties of lover, husband, 

Vet tlirouiih some subtle difference, man 



The lover his sweet mistress knows 

And each to other half revealed in 

Pass deatliwanl, tlie true husband and 
true wife. 

Shall heaven nutke all things plain f 
Nay, who can tell? 

Only, sick heart! like the sore- 
wounded dove 

Seeking her distant nest, hold fast to 

Tin death's deep curfew tolls Its vesper 
bell. 




THE MEADOW SHOOK. '-'■' 



Gi'iwi.E, gurgle, gurgle, 

Over ledge and stone; 
Ifow I'm going, flowing, 

\Vt>HtwHrd, all alone: 
.Ml Liliinc. but happy. 

Happy and hale am I, 
Clasped by the emerald meadows. 

Flushed by the golden sky ! 

No kindred brook is calling. 
To woo these tides in glee; 

I hear no neighboring voices 
Of inland lUI, or aeft; 



But the sedges thrill kbove tne, 
An<l where I blithdy pus. 

Coy winds, like nymphs In ambush. 
Seem whispering through the graaa. 

Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle; 

Hark! the tiny swell 
Of wavelets softly, sUverly 

Toned like a falrv bell, 
Whose every w «weetl]r 

In melloi 
Echo hath 



:>oG 



LATER POEMS. 



TIIK VALLEY OF ASOSTAX. 

[Ill /Elian'ft "Various Jlistory," )K»ok iii., 
chupter xviii., the following legend, or parable, 
will bo found. How vividly it recallH to us the 
words of the -Master: " Unless ye be eonverte*!, 
and become as litttf children ^ ye oanuot enter 
into the kingdom of heaven! "] 

An Orient legend, which hath all the 

light 
And fragrance of the asphodels of 

heaven, 
Smiles on ns from old /Elian's mellowed 

page ; 
And thus it runs, smooth as the stream 

of joy 
AVhereof it ti-lls, yet w ith some discord 

bh'nl, 
AVhich, hi-arki'ued rightly, makes the 

music true 
To man's mysterious instincts und his 

fate: 

In the Strang** valley of Anostan dwolt 
The far Meroi»es, through whose; mur- 

nnirous realm 
Two mighty rivei-s — one a stnram of 

Divine and i)erfect; one a stream of 

hair — 
Flowed sidi" by siile, 'twixt forest shades 

and llowers 
(IJright shades and sombre, poison 

flo\\ers and j»ure), 
Down to a distant and an unknown sea. 

On either bank were fruit-trees and rii»o 

fruit. 
Whereof men plucked and ate; but 

whoso att» 
Of the wan fruitage of the stream of 

bale 
Wt-nt ever after wee])ing gall for t(»ai*s. 
Till deatli should find him; but wlKM**er 

partook 
Of the rare fruitage of the stream of 

joy 

Straightway was lapped in such cstatie 

iwace. 
Such fond oblivion of all base desires, 



His soul grew fresh, dew-like, and sweet 
again. 

And through his past, his golden yester- 
days, 

lie wandered back and back, till youth, 
regained. 

Shone in the candid radiance of bis eyes. 

That still waxed larger, holier, crystal- 
clear, 

With resuirectiou of life's tendeiest 
dawn 

Of childlike faith; by which illumed and 
warnuHl, 

He walks, himself a dream within a 
dream. 

Yearning for infancy. This found at 
hist, 

(iently he passes upward mito God, 

Not through death's i>ortal, wrai>iHrd in 
storms and wrath. 

But the fair archway of the gates of 
birth! 

■ -V- 



Two soyas. 

KIB8T 80N(}. 

Lkt me die by the seal 
When his t>ilIows arc haughty and high. 

And the storm-wind's abroad, — 
WIk'ii his dark passion grasps at the sky 

With the power of a go<i, — 
When all his fierce forces are free — 

Let me die by the sea. 

Let me die by the seal 
To his rhythms of temi»est and rain, 

1 would iKiss from the earth. 
Through death that is travail and pain^ . 

Through death that is birth; y 

'Mid the thunders of waves and of leftf 

Let me die by the sea. 

Let me die by the sea! 
When the great deeps are sundered and 
stirred. 

And the night c*ometh fast. 
Let my spirit mount up like a bird. 

On the wings of the blast. 
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0\t the tumults of wave and of le»( 
O'er thfir ravage and roar. 
She would soar, she would soar, 
Where peaee waits her at last: 
Oh I Fate, let me die by the sea. 

SECOND SONO. 

Ah, no! Ah, no! 1 would not go 
While earth and heaven are black: — 

When all is wildly drear and dark, 
(Juard, piard, O God! this vital 
spark ! 

15ut I would go when winds are low. 

And distant, dreamy rills 
Are lH*ard to lajise with lincjering flow, 

Hetwt^en the twilif^ht hills: 
With earth, and wave, and heaven at 
j)eaee. 

Thru let these outworn pulses cease. 



o.v VAHiors thkmp:s. 
I. 

FIlE^illXE'iS OF rOFITir PEIU.'EPTION. 

Day followed day; years |)erish; still 

mine eyes 
An* opened on the self-same round of 

space'; 
Yon fadeless forests in their Titan grace, 
And the large splendors of those opulent 

skies. 
I watch, unwearied, the miraculous dyes 
of tluwn or sunset; the soft boughs 

whirli lace 
Round some coy dr\'ad in a lonely place, 
Thrilletl with low whispering and strange 

sylvan >ii;hs: 
Weary '? the ])oet's mind is fresh as dew, 
Antl oft rt'-fiiled as fountains of the 

li-ht. 
His clear ehiM's soul finds something 

sweet and new 
Even in a weed's heart, the canred 

leaves of corn. 



The spear-like grass, the silvery rim of 

morn, 
A cloud rose-edged, and fleeting stars at 

night! 

II. 

LAOCOON. 

A ON AISLED and massive oak log, shape- 
less, old. 

Hewed down of late from yonder hill- 
side gray, 

(Jrotesquely curved, across our hearth- 
stone lay ; 

About it, serpent-wise, the red flames 
roUetl 

In writhing convolutions; fold on fold 

They crept and clung with slow portent^ 
ous sway 

Of deadly coils; or in malignant play. 

Keen tongues outflashed, 'twixt vapor- 
ous gloom and gold. 

Lo! as 1 gazed, from out that flaming 
g>Te 

There loomed a wild, weird image, all 
astrain 

With 8trangle<l limbs, hot brow, and 
eyeballs dire, 

Big with the anguish of the bursting 
brain: 

I^ocoon's form, Laocoon*s fateful pain. 

A fresco<Hl dream on flickering walls of 
fire! 

III. 

AT LAST. 

In youth, when blood was warm and 

fancy high, 
1 mocked at deatli. How many a quaint 

conceit 
I wove al)out liis veilM head and feet. 
Vaunting aloud. Why need we dread 

to die f 
But now, enthralled by deep solemnity. 
Death* 8 pale phantasmal shade I darkly 

greet: 
Ghostlike it haunts the hearth, it haunts 

the street. 
Or drearier makes drear mldnlght^s 

mystery. 
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Ah, 8oul-peri)lexing vision! oft I deem 

Tliat antique mytli is true which pic- 
tured death 

A masked and hideous form all shrank 
to see ; 

But at the lust slow ebb of mortal 
breath, 

Death, his mask melting like a night- 
mare dream, 

Smiled, — licaven's high-priest of Im- 
mortality I 

IV. 
A PHANTOM IX TUE CLOUDS. 

All day the blast, with furious ramp 

and roar, 
Sweeps the gaunt hill-tops, i)iles the 

vapors high, 
Thro* infinite distance, up the tortured 

sky — 
Till to one nurtured on the ocean- 
shore. 
It seems — with eyes half-shut to hill 

and moor — 
The anguisliod scii waves' multitudinous 

cry — 
It changes! deepening . . Christ! what 

agony 
Doth some doomed spirit on these 

wild winds outpour! 
At last a lull! stirred by slow wafts of 

air! 
When lo! o'or dismal wastes of stormy 

wreck, 
Cloud-wrought, an awful form and face 

abhorred ! 
Thine, thine, Iscariot! smitten by mad 

despair. 
With lurid eyelmlls strained, and writh- 
ing neck, 
Ilouud whicli is coiled a blood-red 

phantom cord! 

V. 
JAPONIC AS. 

Beneath the sullen slope of shadowy 
skies. 

Midmost this flowerless, wind-bewil- 
dered space 



(Once a fair garden, now a desert- 
place) 

Ah! wliat voluptuous hues are these 
that rise 

In sudden lustre, on my startled eyes f 

They glow like roses on an orient face. 

Glimpsed in swift flashes of enchant- 
ing grace, 

'Twixt the shy harem's gold-wrought 
tax)cstriesl 

Ye bright JaponicasI your glorious 
gleam 

Tints with strange light the enamored 
waves of air, 

And wafts of such coy fragrance round 
you float 

Fancy transcends these boundaries 
blanched and bare, 

For beauty lures her in a ravishing 
dream 

Of roseate lips, dark locks, and swan- 
white throat! 

VI. 
THE rSL'RPEn. 

Fob weeks the languid southern wind 

had blown. 
Fraught with Floridian balm; thro* 

winter skies 
We seemed to catch the smile of April's 

eyes; 
A queenly waif, from her far temperate 

zone 
AVay faring — half bewildered and alone. 
Yet, by the delicate fervor of her grace. 
And the arch beauty of her cliangeful 

face. 
Making an alien empire all her own. 
So day by day that sweet usurper^ s reign 
Gladdened the world. One eve the 

south wind sighed 
Her soft soul out ; the north wind raved 

instead; 
All night he raved; when morning 

dawned again. 
Winter, rethroned, looked down with 

scornful pride 
Wliere April, dying, bowed her golden 

head ! 



SONNETS. 



269 



VII. 
DKCKMIIKR SOXXET. 

Koi'XD the December heights the clouds 

are gray — 
Gray, and wind-driven toward the 

stormy west, 
They fly, like phantoms of malign mi- 

rest. 
To fade in sombre tlistances away. 
A flickering brightness o'er the wreck 

of dav. 
Twilight, like some sad maiden, grief- 

opprosse*!. 
Broods wanly on the farthest mountain 

crest * 
All nature breathes of darkness and j From out Antiquity's hoary-headed 



Bom of deep passion or malign desire: 
They rave 'mid thimder-peals and clouds 

of fire. 
Wild, reckle.Hs all, save that some power 

miknown 
Guides each blind force till life be 

overblown, 
Lost in vague hollows of the fathomless 

night. 

IX. 
FATE, OR GOD ? 

Beyond the record of all eldest tilings. 
Beyond the nile and regions of past 
time. 



decay 



rime. 



Now from low meadow land and drowsy I-ooms the dread phantom of a King of 
stream. I kings: 



From deep recesses of the silent vale, 
Xighi-wanch'rin^ vajiors rise formless 

and chill. 
When, lol o'er shrouded wood and 

shadowy hill, 
I mark the eve's victorious planet 

l)eam. 
Fair as an angel clad In silver mail ! 

VIII. 
A rOMPARISOX. 

I TniXK, ofttimes, that lives of men may 

1m; 
Likened to wandering winds that come 

and go. 
Not knowinu whence they rise, whither 

they blow 
O'er the vast globe, voiceful of grief or 

glee. 
Some lives are buoyant zephyrs sporting 

free 
In tropic sunshine; some long winds 

of woe 
That shun the day, walling with mur- 
murs low. 
Through haunted twillghtty hv • 

resting sea; 
Others are ruthless, tl 

with might. 



Hound Ills vast brows the glittering 

circlet clings 
Of a thrice royal crown ; behind Him 

climb, 
0*er Atlantean limbs and breast sublime 
The sombre splendors of mysterious 

wings; 
Deep calms of measureless power, in 

awful state, 
Gird and uphold Him; a miraculous rod, 
To heal or smite, arms His infallible 

hands: 
Known in all ages, worshipped in all 

lands, 
Doubt names this half-embodied mys- 
tery — Fate, 
Willie F^lth, with lowliest reverence, 

whispers — Godt 

X. 

SONNET. 

Written on a fly-leaf of "The Rabatyat** 
of Oniar KhAyyim, the aitronomer-poel 
of Persia. 

Who deems the soul to endless death is 
thrall, 
' 1 t no life breathes beyond that mo- 
ment dire, 
a every sense seems lost as out- 
blown fire; — 
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Must wulk, clothed round with darkness 

like a pall, 
Or on false gotU of sensual rapture call; 
Pluck the rich I'OHe-lvatvn! lij't the wine 

cup hitjher! 
Wvdilelicnte Inntinrt to m a Uyn Desire ^ 
{Like, some (invk tjirl vlaaped by a bar- 

baroim Gaul!) 
Thus Omar pivuched, thus practised, 

<'iMituru's since ; 
Wine, iM'uuiy, idlosse, orgies crowned 

by lust ; 
All these lieehanted in voluptuous song; 
Yet who shall vow, deep Thinker! 

ptK.*t Prince I 
Thy rhythmic <Teed the luinatural voice 

of wronc:. 
If man, ilutit-honif nhall still return to 

(lu:<t f 
KAItTil ODOKS — AFTKU RAIX. 

LiFK-YiKi.i)iN«i fragrance of our mother 

earth ! 
Henignant breath exhaled from summer 

showers! — 
All Nature <limples into smiles of flowers, 
From unclr)S4Ml w(MHlland, to trim gar- 
den girth; — 
These perfumes softening the harsh 

soul of dearth. 
Are obler than old Shinar's arrogant tow- 
ers, — 
And touched with visions of rain-fresh- 

en«Ml hours. 
On Syrian hill-slopes 'ere the iMitriarch's 

birth! 
Nav! the charmed fancy plavs a subtler 

part ! — 
Lol banishe<l Adam, his large, wonder- 

\\\M eves 
Fi.\»Ml 4m the trouble of the lirst dark 

cloud! 
Lo! tremidous Kve, — a pace behind, 

how bowe*!, — 
Not dreamini;. 'mitlst her i>ainful pants 

of heart, 
Wbal balm shall fall from yonder omi- 

iKiiis eloud! 



SONKET. 

I LAY in dusky solitude reclined, 

The shadow of sleep just hovering 
o*er mine eyes. 

When from the cloudland in the west- 
ern skies 

Rose the strange breathings of a tremu- 
lous wind. 

As sound upborne o*er water, tlirou^ 
some blind, 

>[ysterious forest, so this wind did riae. 

Laden, methought, with half-articu- 
late sighs. 

Wafted like spirit-memories o*er the 
nnnd. 

Then the night deepened; through my 
window-bars 

I saw the gray clouds billowing fast and 
free, 

8mit by the splendor of the solemn 
stars. 

Then the night deei>ened; wind and 
cloud iHK'ame 

A blendeil tunmlt, crossed by spears of 
tlame. 

While the great pines moaned like a 
moaning sea. 

XIII. 
POVKKTY. 

Once I lieheld thee, a lithe mountain 

maid, 
£mbrownc<l by wholesome toils in lusty 

air; 
' Whose cl(>ar blood, nurtured by strong, 

primitive cheer. 
Through Amazonian veins, flowed unap 

fraid. 
Broad-breast4Hl. i>early-tcethed, thy pure 

breath strayed, 
Sweet as deep-uddered kine's curled hi 

the ran^ 
llright Rimces of thy lofty atmoepheiv, 
0*er some nide cottage in a flrf^rowft 

glade. 
Now, of each bnive ideal virtue strlppedf 
O I'overly ! I Udiold tliec as thou avt. 
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A ruthless hag, the image of woeful 

dearth 
Or brute despair, gnawing its own 

starved heart. 
Thou ravening wretch! fierce-eyed and 

monster-lipped. 
Why scouige forevermore God's beaote- 

teous earth? 

XIV. 
WASTE. 

How many a budding plant is bom to 

fade! 
How many a May bloom wilt with quick 

decay ! 
Ofttinics tlie ruddiest rose holds briefest 

sway, 
Wliile heart and sense are evermore be- 
trayed 
Alike in nature*s shine and nature's 

shade. 
Vainly earth-tendered seeds have sought 

the day. 
And countless threads of rivulets wind 

astray. 
For one that joins the vast main unem- 

bayed. 
O prodijral nature, why this spendthrift 

waste 
Of light, stn^ngth, beauty given to earth 

or man ? 
Thy richest realm may lie in trackless 

seas, 
Tliy tenderest loves, perchance, die mi- 

embraccd ; 
While faith and reason watch thy 'wU- 

dering plan, 
The baffltMl soul*s cloud-compassed Hy- 

ades! 

XV. 
A MORNING AFTER STORM. 

All night the north wind blew; the 

harsh north rain 
Lashed like a spiteful whip at roof and 

sill. 
Now the pale morning lowers, bewil- 

dennl, chill. 



Leaning her cheek agahist the misted 

pane, 
like some worn oatcasty sick in heart 

and brain. 
The wind that raved all nighty thoufi^ 

muttering still, 
Moans fitfully, with faint, irresolute 

will. 
Through dreary Interiudes, its low re- 
frain. 
In desolate mood I torn to rest once 

more, 
Closing my senses to this hopeless 

mom. 
This dismal wind. Still must the 

morning gloom, 
Still the low sighing pass sleep's muffled 

door. 
Till her veiled life is filled with dieams 

forlorn. 
With hollow sounds and bodeful shapes 

of doom. 

XVI. 
DEAD LOVES. 

Wheke'er I think of old loves wan and 

dead. 
Of passion's wine ootpoored bn senselesa | 

dost, ' 

Of doomed affection's and kmg-lniried 

trust. 
Through all my soul an arctic ^oom It 

shed; 
And ah! I walk the world diaquieted. 
Thou, my own love! white Illy of April I 

most 
Thy beauty, perfume, radiance, all be 

thrust 
Earthward, to cramble In a grass-grown 

bed? 
Tea, sweet, *tls even so! How kmg, bow 

tong 
The dost of her who onoe was tender 

Ruth, 
Hath mooMered dumbly! And bow oft 

the clod, 
Whldi Unda, like hen, all perished love 

and troth. 



tiOli 



LATER POEMS. 



Strives witli palo vvtM'ds to veil death's 

hopeless wronjj;, 
Or tlirough eliill Ups of flowers api)eals 

toc;oa: 

XVII. 
XAXrUK AT EASE. 

I FEEL the kisses of tliis lingering 
breew', 

Warm, close, and ard i j as tlie lips of 
love, 

I qiiafif the sunshine streaming from 
al)ove. 

Like nieUow wine of antique vintages; 

Now, serene nature, at luxurious ease, 

Her drep toils i)erfected, and richly 
rif«» 

Willi subtlest uu-aninLjs — all lier opu- 
lent llff 

Keveals in tn-mulous brakes and whis- 
piTiiii; >ea"<. 

If. tlirn, tlie revep'Ul soul doth lean 
ari^bt, 

('U»se to tlioM' voirrs of Wood, wind, and 
wave, 

Wbal wondrous M'erets blesjj the spir- 
itual ear, 

Horn, as it were, of nuisir uinix^d with 
ii^bt, 

Swei-ter than tboM* >irange soni:s which 
()r])b«'us ;:ave 

To I'artb ami ln*avi'u, whib? both grew 
duiub to bi'ar! 

XVIII. 

THE < XYDIAN OKA<'LE. 
*' Wfmt. thii'Kjh tfi*', hthnum (tirk-M tin 

in-i n 11-4 fit i(\ 
Ihlrr not the sttil ! If »htrv Inid withd 

It sn^ 
His iratrftjnl pinrrr hn'l nftrni'tl liniff ".7'> 
T/i* rhtinnttti il fnitftiftn/s of a tnttinrtj 

nut. 
Thus si»ake the Cnydian Orarb'but too 

late: 
For men art> blinder than blind winds 

that blow 
IJound midMi;;bt waves, yet idly dream 

thev know 



Some Ilennes* trick to steal the gooOs uf 

fate. 
Fools ! trench your Isthmus, delving; fast 

and de«*p; 
And as ye toil uplift your boastful 

breath 
0*er swift innisbings of the tiuliulcni 

.st»a — 
Too swift, by heaven! for, lo! its 

tn^acheroiis sweep 
(Verwhelius the graded dykes, the oppos- 
ing lea, 
W^hile ye that mocked at fate, fate 

whirls to death! 

XIX. 

THE IIYACIXTII. 

Here in this wrecked stonu-wasted gar- 

den-4*lose 

The grave of in Unite generations Hetl 

Of flowers that now lay lustreless and 
(h'ad. 

As the gniy dust of Edeu'S earliest rose. 

What bloom is this, whose classical 
iM'auty glows 

Radiantly chaste, with the mild splen- 
dor sIhhI 

Kound a (irtM'k virgin*s poisetl and per- 
fect head, 

Iiy Phidias wmudit 'twixt rapture and 
n*pos4* *.* 

Mark the swtM>t lines whose matchleM 
ovals curl 

AlM>ve the fragile Ntem's half shrink- 
in li grace. 

And say if this pure hyacinth doth not 

seem 

(Toucheil by enchantments uf an an- 
tique tlream) 

A tlower no more, but the low droo|>- 
ing faee 

Of some love-laden, fair Athenian giri ? 

XX. 

THE W(MiIi KAU IXLA29D. 

I (LOSE mine eyes in this lone inland 

placi*. 
This w<nn1. far inland, thronged with 

s4»mbrous trees — 




... all b*r apalviit Ufa 
Rvveftlsln trcmnlDiu brakes uid wbltperinc M 
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owgrttM, 


head! 


Its gr.iiing hurdfl, anii sweet liay-scented 


Alrae she lifts above yon dewiUte l>ed 


Kir; 


A beauty past all term* of mptnnd 


An ancient hall near a slow rivulet's 


praUe. 


mouth; 


The Btaleller that ihe ralei In «iUnimi 


A ciiiirch vinc-rlad ; a graTeyani gloom- 


days, 


ing soutii ; 


^Vlion every rival floirer la dimmed or 


These aiv the scenes througli wliieli i 


dead! 


fain would pass; 


A haughty fleopatra! there shesmllea. 


'Hic-re lived my sirea, whose sacred dust 


Unwitting that her sovereign love la 


is there. 


lost — 








bloom! 




Ah! vain henceforth tier beaut; and 


All! t>h»iii<>iu imle, why bast thou i-ome 


sweet wiles! 


wilh iHioe 


Queen ! art thou blind ? Thy lord lialh 


TLhs slow, iinU amh mmI deprecating 


met his doom; 


.■yes? 


Uis A>-ttuTii eanie with winter's van. 


Wliat! (lost tlnm tlreuni /Ay presence 


guard — Frost! 


could surprise 




One the bom vassal of Uiy realm anit 


XXVI. 


nii-i' ? 


TIIK AXK AXR PIXE. 


I looked in l(oylioo.l on thy cloiMle.1 face; 


Am. day.oiiboleand limb the ajte* ring. 


In yuulli dissevered from all cordial 


And every stroke upon my startlwl 


ties. 


brain 


Uean) the ili'ep eehoi's of tliy nuirniiired 


Falls with the power of aympatUetic 


si«h« 


pain; 


lu lUHuy n slinilowy, f^lef-eiislirouded 




I'lace; 


king 


Tlien'fon'. () sombre Genius, be not 


Descend to earth, a wan, discrownM 


my! 


thing. 


Wlieii liave we ilwelt so alien and apart 


All, Heaven ! I>eside Uiese foliaged slants 


I couhl not fainlly feel thy mulHeil 


slain. 


licart? 


llow small the human dwarfs, vlioae 


Till even should tio[>e's fruition softly 


lust fur !!ain 


shiiu-. 


Hath cd)!<'>I their bmuUU-el to smite and 


1 w<-ll niitrtit <reem iK-nealh the mask 


St Ins! 


of joy 


Hark! lotliose long-drawn munnuringB, 


Lurkt^d tlinl sail i>n>w, those twiliglit 


strange anil drear! 


.■ysot tliine! 


The wail of I>r^-a<ls in their last dtetrrM: 




O'er niiii«l hannls an<l favlahed loveU- 


sx\. 


ness 



A iioY.ii.nisi'! Arose how darkly red! 
A |in)u.l. vnluptiiiniH. fiUI bluuii liuuer. 

Ihat swiiVM 
Hit •u'cplri' u'er the ivhid--<«i'|>t gar- 



yund the greenery** 
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XXVII. 
BETKOTUAL NIGHT. .' 

TuKOUOii golden languors of low glim- 
mering light, 
Deep eyes, overbrimmed with passion's 

sacred wine, 
Heart-perfumed tears — yearning towards 

me, shine 
Like stars made lovelier by faint mists 

at night; 
Her cheeks, sweet lilies change to roses 

bricjht, 
Hlownin love's realm, fed by his breath 

divine; 
And even those virginal tremors seem 

the sign 
Of perfect joy through love's unchal- 

lengtHl right: 
() happy breast, that heavest soft and 

fair 
Through silvery clouds of luminous silk 

and lace! 
(), gracious hauiis, O flower-en woven 

head. 
O'er which hope's charm its delicate 

waimth has she4l ! 
While smiles and blushes wreathe her 

dimpling face, 
Set in the splendor of dark Orient hair! 

XXVIII. 
**TIIE OLD MAX OF THE SEA." 

GuiKVors, in sooth, w^as luckless Sind- 

bad*s plight, 
Saddled with that foul monster of the 

sea; 
lint who of some soul-harrowing weight 

is free ? 
And though we veil our woe from public 

sight, 
Full many a weary day and dismal 

night. 
It cliafcs our spirits sorely I Yet, for 

thee, 
WTiate'er, O friend, thy special grief 

may be, 
Hange tliou against it all thy manhood's 

might. 



Thus, though thoa may'st not smite on 

brow or breast 
That irksome incubus, be sure some 

day 
The load that blights shall droop and fall 

away, 
And thou, because of torture borne so 

well, 
Shall pass from ont thy long, malign 

unrest 
And walk thy future paths invincible! 

XXDL 

TWO PICTUBES. 

She stood beneath the vine-leaves flushed 

and fair; 
The dimpling smiles around her tender 

mouth. 
Seemed bom of mellow sunshine of 

the South; 
A light breeze trembled in her unbound 

hair; 
No young Greek goddess, in the violefc 

air 
Of vales immortal, shone with purer 

grace; 
A delicate glory touched her form and 

face. 
Whence the sweet soul looked on lU, 

nobly bare, — 
As Heaven itself, nnclonded : — thus she 

stood. 
But when I saw her next (O God I the 

woe!) 
Love, mirth, and life had fled forever 

more; 
Prostrate she lay, about heradark wood. 
And many a helpless mourner, wailing 

low; 
The cruel waves which drowned ber 

lapped the shore. 



THE MIGHT HAVE BBBIT. 

Once in the twilight hour there stole on 

me 
A strange, sweet spirit! In her tender 

eyes 



2GG 



LATER POEMS. 



8hoiie a far boauty, like the inomiug 

skios. 
And tmnqiiil was she as a summer sea; 
All air of large, divine benignity 
Breathed, like a living garb of spiritual 

dyes 
About her — with the gentle fall and 

rise 
Of her heart pulses tunetl to mystery — 
But, as I gazed, a sadness deep as death 
Crept o'er the lu'auty of her brow serene 
And u fuliii tremor stirred her shailowy 

lips; 
**Thou know'st in«' not, *'she sighed, 

with mournful breath: 
** How raifst thou kiio .' mt' ? Lo, 

through Fate's iM'lips«», 
Thou M'osi. too lat<'. too late, thy Might 

IIavi: Hkkn! " 

XXXI. 

NKiHT-WINDS IX WIXTKH. 

WiXDs! itn tlu-y winds? — or myriad 

gliosis, that shrit'k? 
(Ihosts of ])o^^r mariners, drowned in 

NortluTii si'as, 
Ik'sidt? tin* surt'-tornienl«Ml Hrbrides, 
^Vh^^M? v<»it«'s now of tide-born ti*rror 

siH>ak 
In tones to blanch the boldest listener*s 

elieek ? 

Hark ! In iw t liev thunder down the far-oflf 
leas. 

.Sweep the s<'onrj;ed hills, and snute the 
wootllautl trees. 

To die where towers yon glittering moun- 
taiu-])eak! 

A moment's stilhieNs! Then with lus- 
tier mi;:ht 

Of win:: and voii-e, these marvellous j 
wraiths of air j 

Fill witli dread sound the onunous I 
heights of ni^ht. 

Athwart their stormfid breath the star- 
throngs fade: 

How dimmtMl is ('a.ssiop:eia*s radiant 
ehair. 

While Perseus droo])s. touehe<l by tnuis- ! 
jiguring Nhade! 



XXXII. 
TO TUE QUEBUL0U8 POETS. 

Throw by the trappings of your 

rhyme ! 
Hush the crude voice, whose 

ending iivall 
Blights the sweet song of throshp a 

nightingale, — 
Set to the treble of our quernlous tinis; 
Is earth grown dim? Hath 

her grace sublime. 
Her pomp of clouds, and winda, 

sunset showers 
Merged in the twilight of funereal 
And Timers death-signal struck Ua 

ehime *.* 
O! false, fniil dreamer! not one 

note 
From yonder green-girt copse, hot 

IM'rs ** shame!'* — 
Love. iN'auty, rapture, swell the 

bier 8 throat. — 
The stdf-same joy, the passion bUihi 

and young. 
Thrilled by the force of whose imi 

late tlame. 
The tirst glad stars, the stars of 

ing, sung! 

XXXIII. 
IX THE I»ORCH. 

In this (dd porch, fast mouldering to d» 

eay. 
But wreatlunl in vines and girt by shad* 

owv trees. 
All day I hear the dreamful hum of 

lM»es, 
Soft -rust ling ftdiage, and the fngrant 

sway 
Of breez4'H home from some far ooeoa 

bay; 
And oft with half-closed eyellda, 

stretched at ease — 
The pines above me voiced like ""Ttint 

was — 
I seem to mark a coy young Dryad atnj 
Out fniui the tangled greenery ofec^ 

head. 
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Her brow leaf-crowned, her eyes of twi- 
light fire 

Deep with Arcadian mysteries softly 
shed; 

And near her, wafted from the ambro- 
sial South, 

A white-limbed Nereid, round whose 
balmy mouth 

Breathe the wavers freshness and the 
wind's desire. 

XXXIV. 

THE PIIAXTOM — SONO. 

In museful hours, when thoughts of 

grace divine 
Koll wave-like up the stormless strand 

of dreams; — 
AVhcn that which is grows vague as that 

which ttecfitHy — 
I mark, far-off, a radiant shade incline 
From heaven to earth, — whose face of 

marvellous shine, 
(Half veiled in mystic beauty), softly 

beams 
With delicate lustres, and elusive 

gleams. 
Caught from some viewless Eden — hy- 
aline: — 
Ktliereiil, as the wavering hues that start 
From chorded i-aluhows; — lingering 

scarce so l«)ng 
As the last sun-niy flashed in twilight's 

eye, 
I hail this phantom of a perfect song; — 
And i. some day, shall pass the phantom 

by.- 
7V> feel thf rmhoilied music next my 

fU'di't ! 

XXXV. 

SMAM. (JIIIKFS AXD GREAT. 

How oft by trivial griefs our spirits 
tossed 

Drift vague and restless roimd this 
changeful world ! 

Yet when great sorrows on our lives are 
hurknl. 

And fate on us has wreaked liis utter- 
most. 



O'er wounded breasts our steadfast arms 
are crossed; 

We front the blast, silent, with un- 
bowed head 

And stoic mien; for fear with hope is 
dead; 

And calm the voice which whispers: 

**All is lost ! " 
Thence to the end, our being, stripped 

and bare 

Of love, and peace, and gracious joys of 
of earth, 

Like some storm-shattered tree, its with- 
ered might 

May lift defiant, dauntless in its dearth. 

Seeming Death's bolt, that final stroke, 
to dare, 

A dreary watcher on a blasted height! 

XXXVI. 

THE SHALLOW HBABTI 

" Pity her," say'st thou, ** pity her! " 

nay, not I! 
Her heart is shallow as yon garrulous 

rill 
That froths o'er pebbles: grief, true 

grief is still, 
Deathf uUy solemn as eternity 
Thro' whose dread realm its silent fim- 

cies fly 
Seeking the lost and loved; sorrows that 

kill 
Life's hope, are like those poisons which 

distil 
Tlieir noiseless dews beneath the mid- 
night sky: — 
Their venom works in secret! gnaws the 

heart, 
And withers the worn spirit, albeit no 

sign 
Shows the sad inward havoc, till some 

day, 
(Pledging our calm friend o'er the pur- 
pling wine). 
Sudden, he falls amongst ns, and we 

start 
At a low whisper, ''He has passed 

away!" 
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XXXVII. 



THE STORM V XIlillT. 
[Written on a Ktorniy Cbridtnuu) night (1873).] 

How roars this wintry tempest, iierce 
and luud, 

Borne from far passes of the ice-locked 
hills! 

How raves this desolate rain, whose tu- 
mult tills 

Tht^ whole dark heaven ui)-piled with 
cloud on cloud ; 

While yonder (piivering pine-trees, 
drenched and bowed, 

lilend their strange moaning with the 
lUiisi'. of rills. 

And one swift stream, who^e angry 
clarion shrills, 

Piercinji the mists wUiclu/or it cling and 
crowd I 

Roar, mijihiy wind! rave on, thou mer- 
ciless rain! 

Uproot, and madly ravage— whilst ye 
may ; 

Y^mr furious voices snute mine ears in 
vain. 

For, hou^eil and warmed by this bright 
liresiile cheer. — 

Safe as on some calm springtide's calm- 
est day. 

I mock your ire, nor heed your wild dti- 
spair. 



Such, such art thou, O master! worthier 

grown 
In tlie fair sunset of thy full renown, -^ 
Poising, perchance, thy spiritual wiugi 

for flight ! 
Ah, heaven ! why shouldst thou from thy 

place depart ? 
God's court is thronged with minstrels, 

rich with song; 
Even now, a new note bwells tht* hniuac- 

ulate choir, — 
But thou, whose strains have filled our 

lives so long. 
Still from the altar of thy reverent 

heart 
Lot golden dreams ascend, and thoughts 

of fire! 



r/-:i:s(>\. i l sos xe ts. 
I. 

TO IIKNUY W. I.O\<iFi:LI.OW. 

1 THINK earth's noblest, most pathetic 

sight 
Is some old \hu'{, rounsl who><' laurel- 

erown 
The jouv: i^ray loeks are streaminu softly 

down: — 
WhoM- even in*:, louehed by pn"»cient 

Miailes of night, 
(;ro\\?» trani|uilli/ed, in <'alm. ethereal 

h-h:: — 



II. 

TO (jEOROK II. IIOKKi:. 

Addre»k;d to (:(>orge H. Dokor, of Phlladcl- 
pliia — after tho |>eruMtl of SouiietK eftutAJneil 
III hl^ *• riuyt* ami Pot;ni».'* 

It hath been thine to prove what use 

and i)ower. 
What swe(>tness, and what glorious 

strength belong 
To the brief compass of that slandered 

song 
AVe tenn the Sonnet. Thine hath been 

the dower 
Whereby its richly fruitful, fairy shower 
Of poesy hath floodetl o'er our hearts; 
I And thine the dominant uiagic which 

imparts 
Life to its thrilling music. Hour by 

hour. 
My suid from this small fountain, in 

wlu>se <l(»ep 
The simshine of thy passionate genius 

]>lays. 
Doth drink (lelight, till fancy melts in 

sleep, 

(MiarnuHl by the witchery of thy perfect 

lavs, — 
Not dreamless, but flusheii through with 

joys that keep 
Some fervent gleam of youth's Tolnp- 

tuoas days. 
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III. 

TO ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. 

Not since proud Marlowe poured his 
))utent song 

Through fadeless meadows to a marvel- 
lous main, 

Has England hearkened to so sweet a 
strain — 

So sweet as thine, and ah! so subtly 
strong! 

Wlu'ther sad love it mounis, or wreaks 
on wrong 

Thi» rhythm ie rage of measiu'eless dis- 
dain. 

Dallies with joy, or swells in fiery pain. 

What ravished souls the entrancing 
notes prolong! 

At thy chanued breath pale liistories 
blush once more : 

Sec! Rosamond's smile! drink love from 
Mary's eyes; 

Quail at the foul Medici's midnight 
frown. 

Or hark to black Bartholomew's an- 
guished cries! 

Blent with far horns of Calydon widely 
blown 

O'er the grim death-growl of the ensan- 
guined boar! 

But crowned by hope, winged with 

august desire, 
Thy muse soars loftiest, when her breath 

is drawn 
In stainless liberty's ethereal dawn, 
And "songs of sunrise" her warm lips 

saspiro : 
High in auroral radiance, high and 

higher, 
She buoys thee up, till, earth's gross 

vapors gone, 
Thy proud, flame-ginlled spirit gazes on 
The unveiled fount of freedom's crystal 

fire. 
\Vhen thou hast drained deep draughts 

divinely nurst 
'Mid lucid lustres, and hale haunts of 

morn, 



On lightning thoughts thy choral thun- 
ders burst 

Of rapturous song! Apollo's self, new- 
bom, 

Might thus have sung from his Olsrmpian 
sphere; 

AH hearts are thrilled; all nations 
hushed to hear! 

IV. . 
TO EDOAB FAWCETT. 

Art thou some reckless poet, fiercely 

free. 
Singing vague songs an errant brain 

inspires ? 
Mad with the ravening force of inward 

fires, 
Whose floods o'erwhelm him like a 

masterless sea ? 
No! art and nature wisely blend in 

thee! 
Thy soul has learned from lays of loftiest 

lyres • 

What laws should bind wefard fancy's 

wild desires, 
Rounded to rhythmic immortality I 
Thus golden thoughts hi golden har- 
monies meet: 
Thy fairy conceptions reel not with lidse 

glow, 
Through frenzied realms by metrical 

motley swayed; 
But passion-curbed, with voices stiong 

and sweet, 
Bom of regret or rapture, love or woe. 
Pass from rich sunshine to dew-haunted 

shade! 

▼. 

CABLTLB. 

O ORAinTB nature; like a momiftaiii 
height 

Which pierces heaven! yet with found- 
ations deep, 

Rooted where earth's majestic fbroes 
sleep. 

In quiet breathing on the breast of 
night : — 
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Proud thoughU were his that scalt?(l the 

infhiile 
Of loftiest gnisp, and cahii Elysiaii 

sweep ; 
Fierce thoughts were liis that burnt the 

donjon keep 
Of ancient wrong, to flood its crypts 

with light: 
Yet o'er his genius, firm as Ailsa's 

rock, 
Large, Atlantcan, with grim grandeur 

dowered, — 
Love bloomed, and buds of tender 

beauty flowereil: — 
Yet down his rugged massiveness of 

will 
Unscarred by alien passion's fiery shock, 
Mercy flowed melting like an Alpine 

rill! 

VI. 
TO .IKAN IX(iELOW. 

15i!AVE lyrist I like the sky-lark, heaven- 

possi'ssed. 
Thy glance is sunward; and thy soul 

grown wise, 
Fronts the full splendor of AiK)llo's 

eyes, 
While following still thy muse's high 

behest: 
.Strength, sweetness, subtlety, are all 

expressed 
In thy dear lays, — whether they dare 

the skies, 
O'ertojjping radiant dawns, or rill-like 

rise. 
To thread with rhythmic pulse earth's 

pastoral breast I 
Proud inspiration, hand in hand with 

act 



Hath madt! thy winged feet beftutlful 

along 
The haloed heights of thine eternal song: 
So near our human love, tliough bcun 

afar, 
Its mellow conconl on the listener's 

lieart 
Melts with the softness of a falling star! 

VII. 
TO li. I. p. 

Yoi'R gracious words steal oVr like tlie 

breeze 
That l)lows from far-off southland isles 

benign, — 
All steeiMMl in i)erfunie, sweet as fairy 

wine. 
Yet touched with salt keen breathings 

of the seas! 
What smiling thoughts of tender min- 
istries 
Passionless service, and strong faith 

divine. 
Rest with this pictured sister^s face of 

thine, 
And sister's love: — (blent fire and 

balms of ease!) 
O love! a two-faced shield of li^ht tlioa 

art, 
Whose golden-sided glamour long liath 

shone. 
In wcilded bliss and atfluencc on my 

life; 
A sister's love — the fair shield's silvery 

zone, 
Tunis on me now! — thy deathless 

fervor, wife, 
Blends with the sweetness of this new 

fomid heart! 
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MACDONALD*S ItAlD, — A.D, 1780. U- -^ 
AS NARRATED MANY YEARS AFTER BY A VETERAN OF "MARION'S BBIOAOB.** 

[The hero of the following ballad, tboiigh a Scotchman by birth, was a determined, enthusi- 
asitic Wliig. Marion's men, among whom he served during the whole of the war for Indepen- 
dence, reganleti him with an admiration bordering sometimes upon awe. His gigantic size and 
strength, aiul u species of ''Berserker rage " which came over him in battle, were the means by 
which he performed many a ^feat of '^ derring-do,*' characteristic rather of the Middle Ages 
than the tiineR of practical ** Farmer George.*' Of all his desperate escapades, the raid through 
licorKctown, Soutli I'aroliiia, with a force of only four troopers (Georgetown being a fortified 
)M>((t, defended by a garri:»on of three hundred English regulars), proved, naturally enough, the 
most notoriouM. Authorities dilTer as to the origin and details of this remarkable affair. Some 
inform us that Sergeant Macdonald had been commanded by Marion to take a small party of his 
men and merely reconnoitre the enemy's lines, and that he chose to exceed his orders ; while 
otherK aflirni that Macdonald himself, acting indei)endently, as hu often did, proposed the nuul 
scheme of " l>earding the British lion iu his den," as a charming relief to the ennui of camp life. 
The latter authorities huve furuishetl the grouudwork of our ballad. ** Nothing," observes Horry, 
in his Life of tieneral Marion, " ever so mortifietl the British as did this mad frolic. ' That half 

a dozen d d young rebels,* they exclaimed, ' should thus dash iu among us, in open daylight, 

and fall to cutting and slashing the king^M /roops at this rate! And after all, to gallop away 
without the least harm in hair and hide ! 'Tis high time to turn our bayonets into pitchforks, 
and go to foddering the cows.' "] 

I KEMEMBKK it well; 'twas amorn dull and gray, 

And the legion lay idle and listless that day, 

A thin drizzle of rain piercing chill to the soul. 

And with not a spare bumper to brighten the bowl, 

When Macdonald arose, and unsheathing his blade, 

Cried, ** Who'll back me, brave comrades ? Pm hot for a raid. 

Let the carbines be loaded, the war harness ring. 

Then swift death to the Redcoats, and down with the King!" 

We leaped up at his summons, all eager and bright, 

To our finger-tips thrilling to join him In fight; 

Yet he chose from our numbers four men and no more. 

** Stalwart brothers," quoth he, " you'll be strong as fourscore^ 

If you follow me fast wheresoever I lead, 

With keen sword and true pistol, stanch heart and bold steed. 

Lot the weapons be loaded, the brldle-blts ring. 

Then swift death to the Redcoats, and down with the KingI" 

In a trice we were mounted; Macdonald's tall form 

Seated firm in the saddle, his face like a storm 

When the clouds on Ben Lomond hang heavy and stark, 

And the red veins of lightning pulse hot through the dark; 

His left hand on his sword-belt, his right lifted free, 

With a prick from the spurred heel, a touch from the knee, 

His lithe Arab * was off like an eagle on wing — 

Ila! death, death to the Redcoats, and down with the King! 



• Macdonald owned a magnificent hone, named Selim, of pare ArabUm blood, whldi be 
obtained |>o«sesslon of through a cunning trick played at the expense oi a oertala wealthy Car- 
olina Tory. 
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'Twas three leagues to the town, where, in insolent pride. 

Of tlieir disciplined numbers, their works strong and wide, 

The big Britons, oblivious of warfare and amis, 

A soft dolce were wrap]HHl in, not dreaming of harms, 

When tierce yells, as if borne on some (iend-ridden rout, 

With strange cheer after cheer, are heard e<'hoing without, 

Over wliich, like the blast of ten trumpeters, ring, 

** Death, death to the Uedcoats, and down with tlie King!*' 

Such a tumult we niised with steel, hoof-stroke, and shout. 

That the foemen made straight for their inmost redoubt, 

And therein, with pale lips and cowed spirits, quoth they, 

** Lord, the whole rebel army assaults us to-ilay. 

Are the works, think you, strong '? (iod of lieaven, wliata din! 

'Tis the front wall besieged — have the rebels rushed in ? 

It must be; for. hark! hark to that jubilant ring 

Of * death to the lUnleoats, and down with the King! ' " 

Me^anwhile, through the town like a whirlwind we sped, 

And ere long Ihj assm'ed that our broadswonls were red: 

And the ground here and there by an ominous stabi 

8howed how the stark soldier beside it was slain: 

A fat sergeant-major, who yawed like a soose. 

With liis waddling bow-legs, and liis trappings all loose, 

By one baek-liand(>d blow the Macdonald cuts down. 

To the shoulder-bludt* cleaving him sheer through the crown. 

And the last words that greet his dim consciousness ring 

With ** Death, death to the Uedcoats, and down with the King!'* 

Having cleared all the streets, not an enemy left 
Whose lu-art was unpienMnl, or whose heailpi^'ce undeft. 
What shoidd we do next, but — as careless and calm 
As if we were scenting a sunnner morn's balm 
'Mid a lantl of pure i»eaoe — just serenely dropdown 
On the few constant friends who still stopi)ed in thetowT^ 
Wfiattk welcome th«'y gave us! One dear little thing, 
As I kissed her sweet lips, did I dream of the King ? — 

Of the King or his minions ? No; war and its scars 

S<»emed as distant just then as the fiertv front of Mara 

From a love-girdled earth; but, alack! on our bliss, 

On the close clasp of arms and kiss showering on kiss, 

Bn>ke the ru(l(> bruit of battle, the rash thick and fast 

Of the Britons made 'wan^ of our nish ruw' at last; 

So we haste to our ('«)ursers, yet Hying, we fling 

The old wateh-wonls ai)road, *' Down with Uedcoats and King!** 
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we scamiH'reJ pcll-uull u'tir the lianl-bvateu track 

hiid iraviTstil lliat mom, we glano^ti motiii.'ntly back, 
I Ih'Iii-IiI (lutlr lung carth-Horks all coiii|)as!iMi ill tialue; 
1i a vile |>ltmgi'ii]ii] Iii94 Ihe luige iiiusket-balU t-ame, 
I till! soil was iiloiiglieil up, aiiU tliu space 'twixt the trees 
iiii'il lu limu with the war-soiij; of Urubdlugiutg buun; 

ubuvL- tlieiii, bcyuuU tLeiii, victoriously riug 
' nhiiiiia. " IX-aib to the Itt-dcoats, and down with the KiUj{I 



Ahl (/iiif wasafoat, laJs, tolioast ofl Wliatmeo 
i.ikL' yuu weaklings to-day hod ilurst coihj uiili us llien ? 
Tiiuiigh 1 uy it wlio should uut, i am ready to vow 
I'd u'crmatch a lialf aeore of your fops eveu now — 




Til.' piHir luuiy iiri.ys, iiiincinB up, miiKlriK down, 
ThrciLii;li rh.' n liiili' wiisicil day Ihe ihronRe^i atrepts of Ihe towi 
W)iy, tlu'ir .i:iiiUy whiro necks 'twere but pastime to wring — 
Ayf »iy imwicsarelirmaiill; /fought 'gainst tlie King! 

Dare you doubt it 'f well, give me Ibe weiglitiost of all 

The ahi'athed sabiTs iliat liaiig lliere, imioopeil on the wall; 

Hurl th.: fic:ibb:iid :i.Idc; yield the blade to my clasp; 

Do you scr, v, \ih imc liaud liow I jioi.ic it and grasp 

Tim rou-li lriui-l;..:iid hilt ? Willi tliU Iod.l; hissing switep 

I li:ivi- -luiilcii full many a fociuan with sleep — 

Tlial forlorn, liiial sU'c[>! tJod! what memories cling 

To I hose giillaiit old times when we lought 'gainst the King. 
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THK BATTLE OF KING'S MOVSTAIX. 

Supposed to have been narrated by an agetl volunteer, who hftd taken part la th* 
fight, to certjiiu of his frleudd and neighbors, upon the fiftieth anniversAry of tha eonfllet. 
viz. Oct. 7. 1«W. 

L Written for tlie Centennial Celebration of the battle on Oct. 7, 1980.] 

d-TTiMEs an old man's y<»sienlays o'er his frail vision pass. 

Dim as the twilight tints that touch a diisk-enslnouded glass; 

But, ah! youth's time and manhood's prinn- hut i;row more brave, more bright, 

As still the lengthening shadows steal lowanl the ray less night. 

So deem it not a mar\Ll, friends, if, gathering fair and fast, 
1 now hehold the gallant forms that graced our glorious past, 
And down the winds of memory hear those battle bugles blow. 
Of btrifeful breath, or wails of death, just fifty years ago. 

Yes, fifty years this self-same morn, and yet to me it seems 
As if time's interval were spanned by a vague bridge of dreams, 
Whose cloud-like arches fonu antl fade, then fonn and fade again. 
Until a beartlless youth once more, 'mid stem, thick-bearded men, 

I ride on Rhoderic's hounding back, all thrilUnl at heart to feel 

My trusty ** smooth-bore's'' deadly round, and touch of stainless st^el—- 

And quivering with hen.)ic rage — that rush of patriot ire 

Which makes our lives from head to heel, one seething llootl of fire. 

There are some wronirs so blackly base, the tiger strain that runs. 
And sometiuK's maddens thro' the veins, of Adam's fallen sons. 
Must mount and mount to furious height, which only blood can quell. 
Who smite with hellish hate must look for hate as hot from hell! 

And hide it as we may with words, its awfid nee<l confesse<l. 

War is a death's-head thinly veiled, even warfare at its best: 

IJut ?/T— heaven help us!— strove with those by lust and greed accurst. 

And learned what untold horrors wait on warfare at its worst. 

You well may deem my soul in youth dwelt not on thoughts like these: 
TiuH'd to strong Khoderlc's tnini]) my j>ulse grew tuneful as tlie breeze. 
The hale OctolMT breeze, whose voice, home from far ocean's marge. 
Pealed with the trumpet's resonance, wbich sounds **To ho:se, and charge!" 

A mist from recent rains was spread about the glimmering hills; 
Far off, far off, we heard the lapse of streams and swollen rills. 
While mingling with them, or beyond, from de])ths of cliangeful sky, 
Kos<> savage, sullen, dissonant, the eagle's famishetl cr>'. 

We marched in ftmr firm <'olumns, nine hundn'd men and more, 
Men uf the mountain fortresses, men of the sea-girt sbore; 
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Rough as their centuried oaks were these, those fierce as ocean's shocks, 
When mad September breaks her heart across tlie Hatteras rocks. 

We marched in four firm columns, till now the evening light 
Otinted tlirough rifting cloud and fog athwart the embattled height, 
Whereon, deep-lined, in dense array of scarlet, buff or dun. 
The haughtiest British '" regulars*' outflashed the doubtful sun. 

Horsemen and footmen centred there,, unflinching rank on rank. 
And the base Tories circled near, to guard each threatened flank; 
But, ])ale, determined, sternly calm, our men, dismounting, stood. 
And at their leader* s cautious sign, crouched in the sheltering wood. 

What scenes come back of ruin and i^Tack, before those ranks abhorred! 
The cottage floor all fouled with gore, the axe, the brand, the cord; 
A hundred craven deeds revived, of insult, injury, shame — 
Deeds earth nor wave nor fire could hide, and crimes without a name. 

Such thoughts but hardened soul and hand. Ila! *'dour as death" were we, 
Waiting to catch the voice which set our unleashed passion free. 
At last it came deep, ominous, when all the mountain ways 
Burst from awed silence into sound, and every bush ablaze, 

Sent forth long jets of wavering blue, wheref rom, with fatal dart. 
The red-hot Deckhard bullets flew, each hungering for a heart; 
And swift as if our fingers held strange magic at their tips, 
Our jjriins, reloaded, spake again from their death-dealing lips, 

Again. a<i:ain, and yet again, till in a moment's hush, 
We hoard the onier, '^ Bayonets charge!" when, with o'ermastering nitli» 
Their *' regulars'* against us stormed, so strong, so swift of pace. 
They hurled us backward bodily for full three furlongs' space. 

But, bless you, lads, we scattered, dodged, and when the charge was o'er, , 
Felt fiercer, pluckier, madder far, than e'er we had felt before; 
From guardian tree to tree we crept, while upward, with proud tramp. 
The British lines had slowly wheeled to gain thehr 'leagoered camp. 

Too late ; for ere they topped the height, Hambright and Williams strode 
With all their ami^d foresters, across the foeman's road, 
What time from right to left there rang the Indian war-whoop wild. 
Where Sevier* s tall Waturga boys through the dim dells defiled. 

'^Xow, by God's grace," cried Oleaveland (my noble colonel he), 
Resting (to pick a Tory off) quite coolly on his knee— 
'^ Now, by God's grace, we have them! the snare is subtly set; 
The game is bagged ; we hold them safe as pheasants in a net." 
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And thiLs it proveil ; for galled and pros.so<1 niorc closely hour by hour. 
Their army shrank and M'ithcrtHl fast, like a storm-smitten flower; 
Blank-eye<l, wan-browed, their bravest lay along the ensanguined land, 
While of the living, few had 'seaped the bite of ball or brand. 

Yet sturditT knave than Ferguson ne'er nde<l a desperate fray: 
By heaven ! you shoiUd have seen him ride, rally, and rave that day« 
His lleet hois<' scoured the stormy groimd from roek-lwuntl wall to wall. 
And o'er the rout shrillcMl wildly out his silvery signal call. 

** That man nnist die In'fore they fly, or yield to us the field." 
Thus spake 1 to three comnnlos true beneath our oak-tree shield; 
And when in furioas haste again the scarlet soldiers eame 
lifside our fastness like a fiend, hurtling through dust and flame, 

Their sharp demurrers on the wind our steadfast riflfs hurled, 

Antl one bold lift^ was striekrn then from out the living world. 

But, ahnost sjhmI, \w. reaml his h«*ad, grasjiing his silver call, 

And one long blast, the fainti'st, last, wailed round the mountain wall. 

Ah, thru the white flag-* tliittered high; then shrieks and curses poured 
From ilu' hot throats of Tory hounds InMu^ath the avt^nger's sword — 
Those lawU'ss brutes who long had lost all elaims of Christian men, 
When'ol' by suns»*t we ha<l hangetl the worst and vilest ten. 
. • • • • 

We slt'pt upon the field that night, 'midmost our eapturetl store. 
That sn-iiH'd in gloating ryrs to spn'ad and heighten more and more. 
Truly tlu' viands ravislnMl us; our rlamorous stomarhs turneil 
Kagrr toward tin* piovt-ndtT for which they sondy y«*arneil. 

ApiciusI what a ft-ast was there blended of strong and sweet, 
C'nnd v««niM)n hams, Falstatlian pics, and fat pigs' pifkletl feet: 
Whil«* hen* and there, with running leer, and sly Silenus wink, 
A stoinish demij(»hn peered out, ami seemed to gurgle, •* Drink!" 

Be sure we revelled meirily. till eyes and fai'es shone; 

Our lowliest felt more liftetl up than any king <m throne; 

Our sinirers trolled; our jesters' tongues were neither stiff nor dumb; 

And, by L»)rd Baeebus! how we ipiatTed that old .lamaiea rum! 

Terelianee (nh, still, through !:o<hI and ill, his honest name 1 bicas!)— > 
rerelianei' my brother marked in me some syinptom> of excess; 
For u'entlv on niv lieail he laid bis stalwart band and true. 
Ami tieiitly led me forth below the eternal tent of blue; 

He b'd iiie to a dew y uook. a soft, sweet, tnin(|Uil ])lace, 

And then- I «.aw. upturned :in«l j'ale. how manv a pnlseles* face! 
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Our comrades dead — they scarce seemed fled, despite their ghastly scars. 
But wrapped in deep, pure folds of sleep beneath the undying stars. 

My blood was calmed; all being grew exalted as the night. 

Whence solemn thoughts sailed weirdly down, like heavenly swans of white. 

With herald strains ineffable, whose billowy organ-roll — 

Thrilled to the loftiest mountain peaks and summits of my soul. 

'i'hen voices rose (or seemed to rise) close to the raptured ear. 
Yet fraught with music marvellous of some transcendent sphere, 
While fancy whisi)ered : These are tones of heroes, saved and shriven, 
Who long have swept the harps of Grod by stormless seas in heaven ! 

Heroes who fought for right and law, but, purged from selfish dross. 
Above whose conquering banners waved a shadowy Christian cross: 
AVliose mightiest deed no ruthless greed had smirched with sad mistrust. 
And whose majestic honors scorn all taint of earthly dust. 

Doubt, doubt who may! but, as I live, on the calm mountain height 
Those voices soared, and sank, and soared up to the mystic night. 
A dream ! perhaps ; but, ah ! such dreams in ardent years of youth 
Transcend, as heaven transcends the earth, your sordid daylight truth. 

The voices soared, and sank, and soared, till, past the cloud-built bars. 
They fainted on the utmost strand and silvery siu^ of stars. 
Then Momethbuj spoke: Your friends who strove the battle tide to stem. 
Who died in striving, have passed up beyond the stars with them. 

• • . « . 

What, lads! you think the old man crazed to talk in this high strain, 
Or deem the punch of years gone by still buzzes in his brain ? 
Down with such carnal fantasy ! nor let your folly send 
Its blimtcd shafts to smite the truth you may not comprehend. 

Would ye be worthy of your sires who on King's Mountain side 
W(>l(!onied dark death for freedom's sake as bridegrooms clasp a bride f 
Th(>n must your faith be winged above the world, the worm, the dod, 
To own the veiled infinitudes and plumbless depths of Grod! 

The roughest rider of my day shrank from the atheist's sneer. 
As if liic'ariot' s self were crouched and whispering at his ear; 
T)ie stormiest souls that ever led our mountain forays wild 
Would ofttimes show the simple trust, the credence, of a child. 

True faith goes hand in hand with power — faith in a holier charm 
Than fires the subtlest mortal brain, the mightiest mortal arm; 
And though His right in stress of fight '* to keep one's powder dry," 
What strength to feel, beyond our steel, boms the great Captain's eyet 
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THE lUXGiyO OF BLACK Cl'DJO. 

illtfO.) 

A DIALECT IIALLAI). 

Tlic incidents of tliis Bnllntl are liternlly true. Our reuUent will And them circnmf tantially 
roconleil in ] lorry's " Life of Marion." Captain Snii»eM (IMi«K'bus! wktit u name) waB a notable 
{Mil riot during the Revolutionary war, but i» likely to be known tu the future, rather aa the nia^ 
ter of Cudjo, than an an active member of u l^urtisan liand. 

lie res^ided in the low country of South Carolina: and Cudjo'n quaint patcU is an exftcf rep- 
resentation of the broken English spoken by the slaves of that section In the antv helium timei: 

'* Wkll, MaiLssa! if you wants to hecr, Til toll you 'bout um 'true. 
Dull dc berry tuut ob dat bad lime is fit to tun mo blue; 
A sort ob brimstone blue on black, wid jist a stare o' wite, 
As when dom eussed Tory come fur wuck deir hate dat nite! 

** Mass Tom and me was boni, I tink. MioiU do same year and day. 
And wo was boys to«^o<ldor,BossI in oblx^ry sport and play — 
Olo missis j;ib me to Mass Tom wid her las* failin l)rt?t: 
And so 1 boiui' — in conscience lx>im\ fur stick to him till det. 

** At las' ole Maussa, hr. tock sick wid chill and fol)or bij?h, 
An<l de goo<l Doktor shako 'e head, and sjiy he surfur die, 
An<l so true 'nuflfde sickness bun' and freeze out all he life. 
And soon ole Maussa sleep in peace long side e' fatfful wife. 

** Dt-n «'blKMy ting do Ian' coidd show, do crap, do boss, do »h)ws. 
Wid all dem nij:g«'r in de \W\\ and all dom in de hous«'. 
Dry b'long to my Mass Tom fur true, an<l so dat l»erry year, 
He pick inv out from all de folks to mock me Obfi-shoer! 

*' I douf my bi»s\ but niggars, sir — di»y si'oms a lazy pack, 
Oiu- burkra man will do mo' wuck dan five and twenty black. 
1 jet-rrd <lem and I wolloprd dem. ami cusM'd dom too — but law! 
De Debbie .x'lf could nobber keep dem rascal up to tau! 

** Hut still we done as gocnl as mose, wid cotton, ric«» and com, 
Till in d«' year dat ^Xtittin" (all ' * (my oldest chile) was bom, 
D<' Tor>' war, de blcMxly war, 'bout which you'vt* lu'^^nl dem tell, 
C^iiui' (h)wn on all dc country y«'h, as blark and hot as boll! 

•' Mas'? Tom ho jino th' Whii:, you know; in oourso I follow him. 
AikI (lor' a mighty! how he sla^iji dem Tor\' limb fnmi limb, 
WIu'U fust 1 luMT thi" war-crv shout and sin' ih' How ob Idood* — 
1 lonu fur hid«> this woolly brad like r(H>tah in di* nnid! 



" 'riii> ni^gro is a 1iunior<iuo i-r«-:iiun'. W«' liavf fmlibly h«*ard of a neipro father whose 
iN-iii;^ iif.iti.nii'iHi/ Hmitll, :it liirtli. riN>lly li.-ul tlit* i'Imihv ynunKrtter chriiitened, '* Aii/f in* TnU 
i\iit/iiiii/ II f tilh. Wi- h.-ivi- iMirioui'il ■«<• rhanictorii^tic* a nami*, and bestowed it Upon Cu^Jo'si 

pusititiiiii" " -till Mini lii'ir." 

'Y\\\* i« tlic oiiiiflf t<>ii<-1i of f:ii:(*\ in tin* wlitilr ballail. 
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*' But I^iwd! I soon git n'used to blood, de broadswed and de strife^ 
And nebber care a pig tail cend fur 'todder folks^s life; 
Only, I heerd my Maiissa yell thro' all dem battlen^ll, 
And sneaked dis big fat karklss up betwixt him and de ball! 

*' Well, sir! one day Mass Tom come home, 'e close and boss blood red, 
And say sense all dem Tory kill, he gwine dat once to bed; 

* I needs a long fine snooze,' sex he, * so don't you wake me soon, 

* But Cud jo I let me snore oncalled till late to-morrow noon!'; 

** Somehow, my mine misgib me dem; so by de kitchin light, 

I sot and sinokod, with open ears, a listenen' truede nite: 

And wlu'n de f us cock crow, I heer a fur soun, domi de road. 

And knowed *um fur de bosses' trot, and de clash ob spur and sword: 

'' Quick 1 nui outside in de yad, and quick outside de gate — , 
And thert^ I soo do Tory come as fas' and sho' as fate; 
i run back to my Maussa room, and den wid pull and push 
I shub 'um by dc side way out, and hide 'um in de bush! 

** He only hab he nite shut on, and how he rabe and cuss! 

* But Maussa! hush/ s<*z I, * before you meek dis matter wuss;' 
I tun to fin' some hidin' too, but de moon shine bright as sun, 
And de d — d Tory ride so swif ', dey ketch me on de run. 

*' Den, d<»y all screech togedder, loud, * Boy, Is yoiu* Boss widin ? 

* Say where he hide, or by de Lawd! your life not wut a pin! * 
I trembled at desi> horrid tret, but sweer my Boss was fled, 
Yet wlien, or where, poor Cudjoknowed no better dan de dead. 



«( 



One Tor>' dobble teck my heiid, another teck my foot 
To <lra^ me like a Chrismass hog to de ole oak tree root; 
Dey fling a tick rope roun' my neck, dey drawed me quick and hi^ 
I setid a tousan' million star a-flashin' from de sky. 

*' And d(>n I choke, and all de blood keep rushin' to my head 
I tne<I to yell, but only groaned, and guggled low enstead; 
Till ebl)ery ting growed bku;k as nite, and my last taut was, sho, 
Dis ni.<;ger is a gone coon now, he*ll see de wuld no mo' ! 

*' But, Ik>s8! I was a hale man den, and tough as tough could be; 

Dey loose de rope and let me down quite safely fromde tree; 

But when I seed and heered agen, come de same furious cry, 

' Say where your Maussa hide, you dog, quick, quick, or else you diet ' 

^' I gib dem de same answer still, and so, dey hang me higher; 
I feel de same hot chokin' sob; see de same stany fire; 
Dey heng me twice, tree time dey heng; but de good Lawd was dere. 
And Jesus self, he bring me safe from all de pain and fear. 




LATER POEMS. 

" yLmn dead A«j lef me, stiff and cole, itreUlied on de amthy grcniD* 
n'liilf! nil de liouse, big house and small, was blaiin', fallln' roan'. 
When pore Mass Tom from out de briar creep Id he haU-tom abat. 
To bless and riDg Die by bote Lui' dere lu de damp and dull 

" And when de war was ober, Boss, Mass Tom, he come to me, 
Aod say, 1 sabe be life dat liiuc. and so he lucck me tree; 
' I'll gib you house nnd Ian' (sczhc.} 'andwiddem plough utd mnle, 
I teiik him kind, 'but Boss,' (says I,) 'nha' uicck you link me fool?' 

" ' If you. Mass Tom, voa like," (sez I,) Home buckiu dat I know, 
Cudjobiu mil and hug de swamp — Lawd bless you! — long ago. 
But ItMt all ting dat I waul, will not one tax to pay; 
Sow go long, Muussa! why you wish for dribeole Cuj away? 

'■ ' 1 neblH^r see free nigger yi-t, but what lie He and steal, 
Lie to "c boss, "e wife, 'e chile. In de cnbin, ami de fiel' — 
And ns for llctllii', dein free euss is all like * lighttoot Jack,' 
Wliu carry de lass blanket off from hcsiek mudder l>ack! 

'■'1 slays ividyou, (scil ajtain,) I meek de nigger wuck, 
I w ink myself, and maybe. Boss, we'll bring back deole luck; 
lint dun't youpliteu me no more wld talk ob*' freedom sweet,*' 
Bui sabv dut gab to stuff do years of de next fool you meet!' " 



CHAItLESTOX 



As Nome half-raiiqntslied tioii. 

Who long lialh kept at bay 
A iNind of sliuily forcslers 

Jbirring his blowl-sliilncil way — 
Son~Kinltteii, weak and wounded — 

(iliin-s forib iin either hand : 
Tlien, eow>-<l wiMi fenr. his eavemoiis \: 

Si'L'ks in ilic mountain land: 

So nhen Ihi-ir stem ( 'omuiillls, 
< 111 Yiirklown lieiiilits ri'slgiuii, 

Ills swonl lo rinr griMt leadiT. 
(If tlixsialu'iirl arm and uilnd — 

■So wlii'U both Ilfi't mid army 
At one grand stroke weiil diiwn 

And Fivi-dom's liearl Ix'iit hi^'h on 



In Iiandct. camp a 






Throi^h wasted CaroUtia, 
"Vliere'erfrom plain to hill 

The Briton's guarded fortreasea 
rprose deliant still, 

I'assed a keen shock of Vnat, 

Liiil the breasts of war-atceled mm 

Qunllei] In the sudden blast of dooin 
That smote their spirits then. 

"Our cause is lost!" they muttered, 

I'ale browed, with trembling llpa; 
'' Our stn'Dgtli is sapped, our hope o' 
whelmed. 

In final, fierce eclipse; 
And whar to us lemalneth 

But lo blow oureartbworks hl^i. 
And liurl our useless tMlt«r1ea 

In wild lln-iolliesky?" 
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'T«BS done! each dciwlly fastness 

In flaniing (ragments drivea 
Fanber tliao e'er their souJs could 

Along tlic path to lieaven — 
CoastWArd Ihe Britons Iiiuried, 

In rcckleas throngs that flee 
Wild OS December's scattered clouds 

Stonu- whirled toward tlic sea. 



In Clutrleitonatreeta they gathered, 
Each daxed wiseacre's head 

Wagging, perciiance in prophecy. 
Or more perciiance in dread. 

Horsemen and footmen mingled. 
They Ulked with bated breath 

Of the sliaineful fate that stoimed t! 




"Thm hundrad uoblt tmhI* 
KuH on the rising Hood, 
Whsnln with inllan apUhj 
- > msD of blood." 



Meanwhile our squadrons hastened, 

Kci'n as a slfuth-lionnd park 
Tliat niiar llieir di'silneil qiiarr; 

Ity some drear wilil-wood track. 
Ah. Christ! what desolation 

Itcfore us grimly frownedl 
Tlie roadwayn trenfheil and furrowed, 

llie g»rp-ciisani;uiiip<1 ground. 
With ntany ainark (olil deep and dark!) 

Made Klia^'tllcr by the star-white frost, 
'Twixt broken close and thom-hedge- 



Proud manors once die centre 
Of jubilant life and nilrCh, 

Now silent as the sepulclire, 
B^rt by ruin and dearth; 



Their Ivoad domains all blackened 

With lalnt of Ore and smoke. 
And corpses vile with ■ demtli'»JMi 

Swung high on the gnaiUd atk. 

No sportive flocb in the paattm, 

No aftermath on tlte lea; 
No laugh of the slaves at labon 

No chant of birds on the tree; 
But all things bodeful, Anuj, 

A* ft realm by the Stygian Hood, 
With odors of death on the npluidi, 

And « tMte In the air of bloodi 

On, on onr (qnadrons hastened, 
Sick with the noisome tnmea 

From man and beast nnbnrled, 
Through the dnll fniMtal gtooiD 



•><^<> 
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Till ill unsullied sunshine 
One glorious morn we ninn* 

Where lar aloof, o'er tower and roof. 
We viewed our brave St. Mithael's 
spire 

FliLshed in the noontide flame I 

Without their I'ulned nimiKUts, 

Beyond their shattertsl lines, 
.lust where the hoil, bent seaward, 

In one long sloi>e deelines, 
The foe had sent their messeugei-s. 

Who vowed the vanquisheil host 
Would leave unseathed our city, 

Would leave iniscathoil our coast I 

Only due time they prayed for 

(Mt'ck, meek our lonls had grown) 
To range their broken legions. 

And rear ranks overthro^ii — 
»S<) that, though smirched and tainted 

Tlu'ir njarlial fame might be, 
In ord«M* meet their stately fleet 

Should bear them safe to sea. 

Who win, may well be gracious; 

We did not stint their boon, 
Though the white 'kerchiefs of our 
wives 

W<'re fluttered in the noon, 
On housr-top an<l on parapet 

Ka«'h token fair and far 
Shone through the golden atniosi)here 

Like .som«' enchanted star I 

Xt>xt morn their signal-cannon 

IJoared from the vanward wall, 
And to the ranks right gleefully 

W«- irat Inured, one and all. 
Our banners scarred in many a flght, 

('•)iild still flash back the winter liuht. 
And ]>roud as knights of ohl renown. 

With sunburnt hands and faces 
brown, 

IJorne through the joyous, deepening 

hum. 
'Mid ring of fife and l)eat of drum, 
'Mid purpling silk and flowery arch, 
OiU" long, unwavering columns march; 



And yet (good sooth !) we almost seem 
Like weird battalions of a dream; 

I Our souls bewildexed scarce can deem 

! We tread once luore, 

lleleased, secure, 

1 With fetterless footsteps as of yore, 

I The pathways of the ancient town! 

And still, as borne through dreamland. 
We glanced from side to side, 
i While mothers, wives and daughte: 
rushed 
To gieet us, tender-eyed : 
£a(*h hoary iiatriot proudly 

Lifted his brave, gitiy head. 
And the forms of careworn captives 
rose 
Like s|>ectres from the dead — 

Like 8]Xictres whom the tnimpeta 
' Of freedom's cohorts call 

To burst their grave-like dungeon, 
I And spurn their despot* s thrall ; 
; To take once more the image 
! Of inanhocxrs loftier grace, 
I And, chainless now, the miiverse 
! Look boldly in the face! 
I 

I And the young girls scattered flowets, 
! And the lovely dames were bright 
With something more than beauty. 

In their faithful hearts' delight; 
Tlu» very babes were crowing 

Shrill welcome to our bands. 
And, i)erched on matron shoulden, 
clapped 
Blithely their dimpled hands: 

And naught but benedictions 

Lightened that sacred air, 
I Freed from the awfid burden 

( )f two long years' • despair — 
Two y(>ars so thronged with anguish. 

So fraught with bitter wrong. 
They seemed in mournful retrospect 

\\v\\ nigh a century long. 



* The precine period of the British 
ti(»ii of CliarU>8ton was two 
months niid two days. 
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But if years of mortal being 

Trebled threescore and ten, 
At the last, our souls exultant, 

Wouhl recall that scene again, 
With its soft "God bless you, gentle- 
men? " 

Its greetings warm and true. 
And the tears of bliss our lips did 
kiss 

From <lear eyes black or blue. 

Nathless, despite our rapture, 

Down to the harlior-mouth 
We dogged the Britons doomed to 
fly 

Fon»v«T from our South! 
Tlu'v l«*ft as some foul vulture 

Mi};ht leave his mangliHl ])rey. 
And ))ii.ss with clotted beak and wing 

Helui'taiitly away. 

Three htmdn'd noble vessels 

Uosi* oil the rising flood, 
Wheroin with sullen apathy 

Kniltarked thos4> men of bloo<]; 
Then stH'amed their admiral's pen- 
nant — 

The northwest breeze blew free; 
With sloping mast, and current fast. 

Out swept their fleet to sea. 

We 8traine<l our vision waveward, 

Watfhinir the white-wingp<l ships. 
Till tlif vaixue clouds of distance 

WrappiMl th«*ni in half eclipse: 
Ami still we straini'd our vision 

Till, diuiHKT and more dim, 
The n*annoHt siiil, a phantom pale, 

Died down tlie horizon*s rim. 

Thus, o'or the soul's horizon. 

Did thoughts of blood and i»'Ar, 
Thn)ni:ii time's enchanted distances 

l{«HM'dinir, fad«» afar. 
Thus o'er the soul's horizon, 

Our strife's last ghastly fear, 
IJke all the rest, <lown memory's west 

Did slowly disapi)ear. 



TO THB AUTHOR OF *'THB VICTO- 
iUAN POETS,** 

So keen, so clear thy genius, that no mist 
Of subtlest phrase can bafile or delay 
The lanc&like, swift illuminating ray, 
Wherewith, O artpenamored annalist. 
Thy lightning logic cleaves the elusive 
gist 
Of thoughts Protean; or, in lowlier 

play. 
Smites tinselled weakness to a red dis- 
may- 
As swordsmen smite by one deft turn of 

wrist. 
Yet oft that glittering and remorseless 
blade 
Thy logic wields is dropped that thou 
may'st take 
Some gracious lyre, and sing with liquid 
breath 
By many a haunted dell and shadowy 
lake, 
^Vhere faun and naiad wander undis- 
mayed* 
Lays of Arcadian love, or painless 
death. 

HERA. 
(IX THE HKBAECM.) ^ 

Onck between Aigos and Mycaen« shona 
Half-veiled in myrtle and mysterious 

pine, 
The ivory splendors of that holy shrine. 
Wherein embowered, majestic, and alone 
Her sculptured brow with wavering locks 
o*erblown. 
As if by airs ethereal and divine, 
Sndled the calm goddess of Olympian 
line, 
Girt by awed silence, Uke a sacred sone: 

Save that mild mnrmurings sounding 
vague and far. 
From suppliant wcnnen^tlinmgh frail- 
hearted dread 
Touched the shy pulses of that strange 
repose, 
TiU the last petal dropped from sim- 
set'sroee. 



LATER POEMS. 



And gleained tliruii^li twiliglil, like • 
tianiess slar. 
Tlie •■hasldied glury uf proud Uera'e 



I SEE In [1i<> toniiL cuvert» 
'riii: ahem of Hliliiiin<!ring liglits; 

Tlify glwiiii from tliu diiaky sliado«-s, 
Tlii'y ttauli from ilii; yliustly hcit'lila; 

No liglita of [liu tranquil tionicsttod 
Ur [111- liosU'i wiLriii are tliuy; 

llut nuiriii); lionms of Ilic Titan tire 
WLldi stuniiud tbrough tlio woods lo 
Uay, 

Elli-ll darts with an niiiili'ss passion, 

Oi-tiiiiks lulo lurid rvsl 
I.iki; Ihi- civsl of u ttouuUeii scniciil 
iirtxiiHHl 

Ou illu sL-ultti uf ilii trL<Lii:lii'rutis Ifruaal. 

Ijel tlifjii idly dnrl and (inlvcr, 

(Ir siuk lii[u lurid rwl — 
^\1>0VL'. like Ik ['Lild-iialnL'a fuci- In lieav- 



Ali! kIohIv Ihi'carlh-litilils wiilu-r; 

Iliit Ilii- Mlur. Iik<' iisiiiiilly fiicf. 
Shinpt on, witli tliu sli'iidtaal streuglli of 



Tl... .. 


fl-.ii'd sniislii 


u( nrur 


iirivid.-l'sloi 


V<' •'OIll 


liiilf .lartUsI, 



Wit pause, my love and I, 
KhcIi tliluklng, " Who repiMI 

lien'. In tlii' forest inminlH j, 
Uenuaili these sylvan roan f 

When, 'twixt the wild flowcn 
flaiiit, 

Wiud-partod, we beheld — aa 

We mark, niy love and I, 
Willi lliouglits tliat swiftly « 

or doubt, surprise, solemnltj. 
Tile tllckerliig name 

My love's owu name! — but i 
Ihire. 

Each letter bums a hint of fvftr. 

We shrink, njy love and I, 
Pierced by prescient aomnr, 

"To tliink, my swe«t! that Uoii 
die 
To-niglil or else to-morrow!" 

Each niimnurs sadly, u 

"O luve, malignly watched bjr ■ 

Wc turn, my love and I, 
From that strange grave t( 

And o'er our spirits' darkraHl ■! 
Koll mists of mournful weatlwr; , 

With boding grief our heiuU arg^ 

Death's shadow steals 'Iwixt Jt' 
lite! 



A rilABACTKR. 

"Till- iiiwt ImiKDelnbla — nrtr 
ci.iu. iIhIk" i> — mi-jK!t«a and 
't.- frrmh ffDr Larrimfn. 

'kh. niadame, 1 know jou | 
iH^ltrr than thote can know 

Vli<iHi> ]ihimmet of Judgment 1 
ilropiied to the d^tba bdow; 



Whose test Is I 

flitter of lights that {^eam 
With a moment's ntlnbov iMtn i 

shlfiiiig face of Uu wa. 
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Because you have bold, blunt manners, 
because you can broadly siuile, 

With the devirs own art hi veiling your 
infinite gulfs of guile. 

There are sonic who bring you homage, 
who vow your nature is free 

And frank as the life of summer, when 
fullest on land and sea: 

And yet your soul is a cliamel where 

many a ruined name 
Kots, festering vile and loathsome in 

burial-shrouds of shame ; 

A sepulchre dark, that's crowded with 

ashes of old and young, 
Dead fames you have foully poisoned 

with your pitiless serpent's tongue I 

Beware ! by the God above us, who part- 

eth the false from true. 
There's a curse in the future, some' 

where — an ambushed curse for you. 

It will burst from the wayside fiercely, 
when least you dream of a blow. 

A tigerish fate in its fury, to rend, and 
to lay you low ! 

But ere it has sucked your heart's blood, 
and stifled your latest breath. 

The thought of your victims, woman! 
will sharpen the sting of death! 



L YRIC OF ACTION. 

'Tis the part of a coward to brood 
O'er the past that is withered and 
dead: 
Wliat though the heart's roses are ashes 
and dust ? 
What though the heart's music be 

fled? 
Still shine the grand heavens over- 
head, 



Whence the voice of an angel thrills 

clear on the soul, 
'' Gird about thee thine armor, press on 

to the goal!" 

If the faults or the crimes of thy youth 

Are a burden too heavy to bear. 
What hope can rebloom on the desolate 
waste 
Of a jealous and craven despair 
Down, down with the fetters of fear! 
In the strength of thy valor and man- 
hood arise, 
With the faith that illumes and the will 
that defies. 

''Too late!'' through God's infinite 
world. 
From his throne to life's nethermost 
fires, 
'' Too late / " is a phantom that flies at 
the dawn 
Of the soul that repents and aspires. 
If pure thou hast made thy desires. 
There's no height the strong wings of 

immortals may gain 
Which in striving to reach thoa shall 
strive for in vain. 

Then, up to the contest with ftite. 

Unbound by the past, which Is dead I 
What though the heart's roses an ashes 
and dust? 
What though the heart's music be 

fled? 
Still shine the fttlr heavens o'erfaead; 
And sublime as the seraph who ndes in 

the sun 
Beams the promise of Joy when the con- 
flict is won! 



BY A GMAVM. 

nr spBuro. 

Ah, mother! canst thod fed ber f • • • 

spring has oome! 
Birds sing, brooks munmiri iroodi no 

more are dumb; 



LATER I'OEMS. 



And for oacli grief that vexed tliine 

etirtlily liuiir, 
Natnre has kiMcd lliy grave! and lo! . . 

Here wailii no ni;;litin{^1e against Uer 

But like the liicarnaU' soul of May- 

tliislipil iiioni. 
Tlie uiuclclng-biril aburc tliy splendor 

Willi raiitiirous tliruut. and upraised 









Half ilrowsod liolwiH-n brief glooms and 

Tlie sun smiles gi-miy, like a god in 

iln'am->: 
IILs sai-riHl light ai-ross Ihy |)lace of 



iia;:lr mlnisltrs of spriiig-llde 



O'er whii-h elusive k"'''''" sliadows 
A wiiFt of wiiiil-H-niuglii iliiniilfa In the 

Ah! if (hy soul, llint I(>vi-<1 nil heauly 

lii'rp, 
Slav vi'r liwk I'artliwaril from Iht holier 

s|.h,.re. 

'Twill joy til mark, from t-ven those 

hi'i;;iiti< iiiipisl. 
In what a tniimle X.imn- wraps lliy 

.Inst. 

And slill llir bnin-n binl ri'iirs \\\-i iKiel- 

head. 
Anil ]>uurs liis nialchii'ss imiKii' o'er the 

di-ad. 
'Till roucliiil Hiid wiiki'iieil 1<v the niur- 

veiious lion-. 
I Mini i<> iK'ar a Ihrilinl hrurl throb bc- 



Aii! who can tell liowatrong the tie 
Which subtly bindi ua, beart Ut beMt, 

Till the dark master, Deatb, comM 
nigh. 
To vrcneh mtr kindred Urea apMt ? 

Then, pondering on the sombre bed. 
Where one we cherished dumUy 
lies. 
With pulseless hands, low-smitten bewl, 
I And tliu wan droop of curtained eyea. 

I The torpor of tlie death-sleep cold, 
1 Tlio mystic quiet's an-ful siwll, 
I WhoM^ falhoiiilcss silence se^nis lo boM 
Such pnlhos of supreme farewell, 

j Our cloiidcil spirits throb an<l rer), 

I Ah if some viewless pouer In »ir 

! Had driven a keen ethereal steel 

I Through quivering Leart-deptha of 

; Paleil is the dream of heavenly grace, 
[ The jasper sea, the iinwanlng ealma; 

I W*- can hut mark that breathlesa face, 
i Tliose sightless orbs and folded p«lnu! 



I A moment since, she softly spake. 

Her soul looked forUi itlU hale and 

Now, who her wondrotu ale«p caw 
break? 
And she! where halh ahe TaaUwd, — 
where ? 

All, Christ! yon shape of Ice-locked 
clay, 

Yon fading Image, frail and thin, 
Toni'hwl, M we gaie, by swift decay, 

.Shrivelled without, and wan within. 

What is It but an empty hoak, 

o'er which (at Death's myuerfotB 
kiss) 
Frceil INychc soara from doabt and dmk 

Iti-yiiii<i ciirth's crumbling chiTMllaf 
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Ay! ''(lust to dust!'' — the soil she trod | Ethereal shadows gently pause, or 
r:iaiuis soon her outworn fleshly dress; I pass. 



But her true life puts forth, with God, 
Fresh blooms of everlastingness ! 



TWO GRAVES, 

I. 

It glooms forlornly 'mid wan ocean 
dunes, 
A desolate grave-mound on a dreary 
lea. 
Touched by sad splendors of gray-misted 
moons, 
Or veiled by shiverint; spray-drifts 
from the sea. 

There, all unmarked, the dim days come 
and go ; 
No tender hand renews its crumbling 
turf. 
On which the overwearied sea-winds 
faintly blow, 
Blont with far murmurings of the 
mournful surf. 

Vaguely the uncompanioned hoars flit 

by, 

\\i-app<Hl in pale clouds that some- 
times mutely weep 
Some ghost of Lethe haunts that hollow 
sky, 
Where even the doubtfiU noontides 
se<»m asleep, 

Save when autumnal tempests flercely 
rise. 
Baring the harl>or-mouth*s black teeth 
of rocks, 
And like a Maenad, with wild hair and 
eyes, 
Raves from the Xorth the Infuriate 
£(luinox. 

n. 

Here, peace divine, o*er gUmmering 
• grove and grass, 

HaUows the sunshine in the noon's 
warm lull; 



Flecking with gold the hill-slope beau- 
tiful. 

This grave, all wreathed with flowers 
and gUd with spring 
Looks skyward like a half-veiled, 
mnsef ul eye, 
Which answers subtly while the wood- 
birds sing 
Heaven's smile of forecast immortal- 
ity. 

Can deathly dust pervade a spot so 
sweet ? 
Or hath the form it guarded stolen 
away, 
And ere its hour of ransom, gone to 
meet 
The unborn soul of Resurrection Day ? 



THE WORLD. 
QUATRAINS. 

The world is older than our earllett 

dates; 
All thoughts, all feelings, all desires, all 

fates, 
Were known and tested, kmg era 

Adam's crime 
Set the keen sword of fliBie at Eden- 

gatesi 

Billions of years on billioos mora h*?e 
fled. 

Since flrsi lore's kiss a maiden cheek 
turned red; 

Since the flrst mother niirMd her inno- 
cent babe — 

The first wild mourner mpl above his 
dead. 

These ancient ckidsoar yagrant feet dia* 

place. 
May <moe have held the loftiest sool of 



2S8 



LATER POEMS. 



This dateless dust that dims our garden 

flowers. 
May once havt; smiled — a beauteous 

woman's face! 

Older than all man's wisdom and his 

dreams, 
Older than all which is, than all which 

seems, 
Our world rolls on, where wrappeil in 

cloud-like lire. 
Phantasmal, pale, her awful death-morn 

j^leums ! 



Ti/K MA y sh' y. 

O SKY I O luirid sky of May! 
O'er wliich the lleecy clouds have 
stolen, 
In bands snow-white, and glimmering- 
i^riiy. 
Or heart-sieeped in a lustre golden. 

Osky! thattak'sta thousand moods, 
Enshadowed now, and now out-l>eam- 

iSwe])t by low winds like interludes 
Of nuisic 'twixt soft spells of dreaming. 

Type of the i)oet's soul thou art 
In s])rins-tinie of his teeming fancies, 

When heavenly glamours brim his heart. 
And heavenly glory lights his glances; 

As morning's dubious va|X)rs form 
In wavering lines and circlets tender, 

Pure as an infant's brow, or warm 
With tintings of a primrose splendor; 

Thus o'er the poet's soul his thought 
Pale lirst as mist- wreaths scarce cre- 
ated, 

With fire-keen breaths of anlor fraught. 
From radiance born, to beauty mated. 

Takes shape like yonder cloud out- 
spanned 
Above tlu^ murmurous woodland 
spaces, 



Whose brightening rifts, methinkft, 
grand 
With mystic lights and marvellovs 
faces; 

Or, merges in some fancy vaiu. 
Yet rare beyond the worldling's 
measure; 

Some delicate cloudlet of the brain 
'i'hat melts far up its quivering; azure! 



A LYRICAL PiCTVUE. 
C'OMPOSEI) NEAR TUE 8£A-<:*OAST. 

See! see! 
How the shadows steal along. 
Blending in a golden throng. 

Softly, lovingly; 
From each mossed and quaint tree-col- 

mnn, 
Stretched toward the dimpling river. 

How they quiver! 
While in low, pathetic tone 
Twilight's herald-breese is blown 

Down the siuiset solemn I 

Hear! hear! 
Dropped from gray mists, circling high. 
The sea- wending curlew's cry. 

Strangely wild and drear; 
Echoed by a voice that thrills iis,^ 
From the mummrous verge of ocean— 

Voice that fills us ^ 
With a sense of mystery old, 
And vague memories which enfold 

Many a weird emotion. 

Turn! turn! 
From yon loftier cloud-land dun ; 
Mark what splendors of the son 

Westward throb and bum — - 
'Bum as if some glorious angel 
Blessed the air and land and river 

With his mute evangel: 
All things own so rich a graoe 
That in Heaven's divine emlnnftoe 

Earth seems clasped forererl 



LAMIA UNVEILED.^ RACHEL. 
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LAMIA UNVEILED. 

Her step is soft as a fay's footfall, 
And her eyes are wonderful founts of 
blue ; 
But Tve seen that small foot spuming 
hearts, 
And the soul that bums so strangely 
through 

Those orbs of blue, 
O! is't a human soul at all ? 

1 never have gazed on their cloudless 
light, 
But there came a chill to my blood and 
brain, 
And their ominous beauty hath stmck 
me dumb 
With a secret and nanieless pain : 
Ay, blood and brain 
Grew cold as with spells of a witch's 
blight. 

I8*t tnie ? Can it be tliat a mortal 
frame 
Of the tenderest mould, of the fairest 
grace. 
May hold but a serpent's soul in sooth ? 
That tlic white and red of the daintiest 
face 

Mav mask the trace 
Of subtle guile, that shall wake to 
tlanic! 

And smite with the sting of a poisoned 

jest. 

Or X\\v sudden flashing of deadly 
scorn, 
If it be, 1 know that your Charmlan 
there. 
In her fragile grace, is a Lamia, bom 
To l>light tlie mom 
Of the passion that dings to her faithless 
breast ! 

Why, look ! As we speak, she has turned 
her wiles 
On the gilded w(hxt her eyes had 

sought. 



While you were steeped in the roseate 
gulf 
Of a sweet, voluptuous thought: 
8€me loves are bought, 
And you'll yeam in vain for her 'wilder- 
ing smiles. 

From this night forth, until placid and 

meek, 
(Oh! meek as a saint, as an angel bland!) 
With a faint rose flushing her brow and 

cheek. 
She whispers, *' Adieu! I must give my 

handy 

At the hearVn command. 
Win a VDorthier tote; you have only to 

seek ! " 



nACHEL, 

nrSCBIBED TO MBS. M. D., OF OEOBOIA. 

" A more desolate Kaohel than she of old, 
because, although her eblldren^arenot,* yet 
the fountain of her tears Is sealed.*' 

The wan September moonbeams, strug- 
gling down 
Through the gray clouds upon her des- 
olate head, 
The coldness of their muffled radiance 
shed 
Fkintly above her like a spectral crown: 

So, glimmering ghostlike in the dreary 
light, 
Recounting her strange sorrows o'er 

and o'er, 
Her words rang holk>w as far waves 
ashore 
Rolled through the sombre void of wind- 
less night. 

Nor in her mortal weakness coold she win 
Even brief redemption from the aoul't 

eclipse. 
She looked like suffering PMienoe, on 
whose lips 
Cold flngers press to keep the wild grisf 
in. 



LATER POEMS. 



From tbe near playground or btiiho 
girls and boys, 
Tliroiigli sliinc and sliudow liiiiTying to 
ami fro. 

A witurier shade tlic tmlliil face o'er- 
crossisl : 
Shp Bliiviin-ii, droopins; Imt through 



Of ihi'rnil.!ln.-llw!M 



ighL Iho distant 
liirvll ill /it'Krt'H 



Dvar flinsl, I Ihoii-ht, if soft anil nitli- 

ful, tlKXl 

Still ri^ii^ii'st ht-yond lis,— ahl aifSUiige 

Ihi; l>iiiii 
Of thin worn Mini. inon> laden than 

lit-rsi)f Nain: 
OpH ihy iliH'ii lii-avi-iis fur imp suift mu- 



lt falls in breeudew qolot, stnuwclv 

■till; 
'Scajiea tbe dulled pane, but loftds tba 

Hbelterlng sill. 
Wltb cudoiu liaml tb« Ben^ lUtea I 

mould. 
And draw tbem iowud, rounded, tiom 

tbe cold. 

The gliitcrinic ball that chlUs my Anger- 

tips 
I hold a uiiiiiient's space to loving llpa; 
For from Ilii' iiortlin'ud tliea« para 

Hitou 'flakes i-miie. 
And to iiiji tiHtch their (xddneaa thiflb 

like Qauie. 

OnihivailKMl frum luuiinoiu meiaarin 

Dee]) in the vi>i]cd adutum of the hiMrt, 
Tiie t}-|)e of Norland dearth aneh liwi 

may Ite: 
They 1>ring thesoulof suminttr's' 



And. wliilv Iht vfry hcari-throhs se 

lo 1'eaF.e 
For nipliii'i'. li't thiiM hitngerinK eyes | 

l)Hii>ld 
lli'rhisi lii'lovcd transfigured In thy 

fold. 
L'runiied niiU the jmliii. walking the 

til-Ids of iH.we! 



Ilelioliling Ihein, In msglnl Itgtit ex- 

Tlic ehaiigcfui eharm that craniu tha 

norihem landi, 
And a fair past 1 deeraol a glory fled 
rouii'S liack, with hkppy sunshine 

round its head. 

For Artel fancy takes her airiest fllghta 
To ]>a!>s once tnore o'er IlMnpsbire'a 

nioimtnin heights. 
To view ilie Aower-brtght putnna 

l>li>oni in gnce 
By nuiny a lowering hlU-Bid«'s swartbj 

ba.«e; 

I Tlie fniiif 111 farms, the enchanted vmlm. 



Ilk bewiHered 


■<> vii'w. 




And liierav nioimtain lakes' tnuucCB- 


-londiMlski.-^: 


dent blue. 


r.^-w. is hi'anl 






dnne. 


tlie windless 


M'lth nan sails whltenhig In tbe mid- 




night. noon; 



THE SXUW-MESSKtfOESS. 



Wl 



Wilb [lealbless instincts of il«niaiiiBC 

attite. 
Or, in shy eonlrasl, down a sUsiIwl ilell. 
The rivulut liukliiig likf an Alpine 



And nun; a cool, nlm siretcli of cul- 
tured lawn, 
Touclicd by tbe freslnieu of tli« crystal 

Sloped lo ilx! sea, wliose lauglilng waters 

About tiie unKl)ed viif In's TO*y feeL 
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^1^ 


g 



r lliiii 



Aiul ih« coy uuuiiUlu Ulun' 
Bui. tir'IcMM fiincy, utay the wiiiu that 
And fuhl il hiM. ni-ar iiorthera hfarl» 

Tlifsp truplc veins still own tbelr kin- 

dR'd heat. 
And llioiiybt* of tliee, ray cherislied 

SluiinifiiU) sneet — and wed to memories 

Ilisli-lioveriii-: still u'l-r thy majestic 



So, 'neatli tl)e Qusker-poet's timnqoll 

Prom a1) dull discords of the world aloof, 
I sit once more, aud meaaured convene 

liold 
With bini wiiow nobler tbongbto an 

rliythmlcgold; 



pnckered In • 
. of onr mortal 



Knt a new ejiorh irrectH us ; with it blends 
The voice of aiii-ipnt foes now clianged 

All! who would triendship's outstretched 

Or nioek tbe kindling light in generous 



See Ills deep brows hal 

knot 
O'er some liard problei 



Or a dream aoft as Hay trindi of tlM 

Waft a girl's sweetness round hia 111 ui set 
mouth. 

Or should be deem wrong tbreata tba 

public weal. 
Lot ;be whole man smdu girt with 

flashing steel; 



LATER POEMS. 



His glance a sword thnut, and his woids 

Like tiiundor-lonea from some old proph- 
et's lyre. 

Or 1>j the hearth-stone when the day Is 

Mark, swiftly lauocheil, a sudden shaft 

The short quick laugh, the smartly smit- 

tOU klllN.'S, 

Atul all sure tokens of a mind at ease. 

Discerning which, by some mysterious 

Sear to liia seat two houseliold favo 

Ites draw, 
Till on lu'r iiiaster's shoulilen, sly and 

Grimalkin, niountiug, rubs Ills furrowed 

While terrier Dick, denied all words to 
rail, 

Snarls aH be slmkesasliortprutestinf: tail. 
But Willi slirewd eyes aaya, [ilain aa plaii 



Courtly yet natnnlt eonumdm MMt tor 

kings, 
But fond of homeUeat tiw^ttr ud 

homeliest thing*. 

A. poet too, hi whoee wsnn bnla aai 

breast 
What birds of song have filled a gokfaa 

Till In song's sommer prime tbelr wlngi 

unfurled. 
Have made AicadUn h*l( Ute U 



Aiid lie wlio loves all lowliest lives 

|.l,.ase, 
Conciliati's suou ills dumb Dio^fncs, 
Who in n-tum liis <;amient nips with 



And dran^ the puct out, to take the air. 

I'lwVa iniKiL'i-iit tH'ti^tiuncrs in tliit wood- 

III) id » dim. 
Till! fields and iKisttires, know iind tnist 

And in Ihiir tuvu \ih lonely lieart Is 

Our piiri', liale-aiinileil C'owper of the 
Wesl! 

Tbe s<'('ni.' is rlinnged; nnil now I stui 

By oni-, Uio conliul prince of kinJIy uic: 



Arotmd whose ere some iw 

Smiles like tlie dew-light on a «""""*■'» 

Blithely he bears Time's envloin load t» 

All! the green heart o'ertopa tliehiadef 
gray. 

Alert as youth, with vivid, tmImb 

talk 
He wiles the way throngb grove and pr- 

den walk. 
Fair flowers untrained, treee tna^t 

with wedded doves. 
Past ttie cool copse and willowy glade he 

Here gleams innocuous of a minhfd 
Pulse like mill) flre-flle* down a dntky 

Or keener xpeech (hla leonine head ns- 

iMiwed) 
Slieeds lighmlng-elear from thoogbt'a 

o'ershadowing cloud. 

U deep hliic eyesi O Tolce aa woman's 

O fimi while hand, with 

warmth aglow 1 
O manly form, and frank, sweat, con 

iieflex of iiiuseful days and n]^tu 
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Still are ye near me, vivid, actual sUll, 


They set to concords of ethereal song 


Here in my lonely fastness on the liill; 


A life grown holier on its heavenward 


Nor can ye wane till cold my life-blood 


way. 


flows, 




And fancy fades in feeling's last repose. 






What! snowing yet? The landscape 




waxes pale ; 


THE ENCHANTED MIRROR. 


Round the mute heaven there hangs a 


FliOM THE PEB8IAK. 


quivering veil, 




Through whose frail woof like silent 


What time o'er Persia ruled that up- 


shuttles go 


right Khan 


The glancing glamours of the glittering 


Khosru the Good, in Shiraz lived a 


snow. 


man, 




A beggar-carle, to whose rough hands. 


les, falling still, while fond remem- 


were given — 


brance stirs 


I know not how — amhrror clear as 


In these wan-faced, unwonted messen- 


heaven 


gers. 


On beauteous, vernal mornings, and 


Dumb storm ! outpour your arctic heart's 


more bright 



desire! 
Your flakes to me seem flushed with 
fairy fire I 



TO ALEXANDER H. STEPHENS. 

L.vsT of a stalwart time and race gone 

by, 

That simple, stately, God-appointed 

band, 
Who wrought alone to glorify their 

land. 
With lives built high on truth's eternity, 
While placemen plot, while flatterers 

fawn or lie, 
And foul C(jrruptions, wave on ^"ave, 

expand, 
1 see thre rise, stainless of heart as 

hand, 
O man of Hoiuan thought and radiant 

«'ye ! 

Throu{ih thy frail fonn, there bum 

divinely strong 
Tlie antique virtues of a worthier day; 
Thy soul is golden, if thy head be gray. 
No years can work that lofty nature 

wrong; 



Than streamlets sparkling in midsmn- 
mer's light; 

And, strange to say, whoto should look 
therein, 

Though uglier than a nightman dream 
of sin, 

Grew comely as the loveliest shapes we 
know; 

The while — oh, wonder ! a fair form and 
face 

Caught straightway somewhat of celes- 
tial grace. 

Where'er in twilight dnsk, or noontldfr 

glow 
With swift, firm pace or footstep sad 

and slow, 
Where'er he walked through the bitMid 

land of palms. 
Or yet his lips unclosed to plead for 

alms, 
The beggar held his mystic treasore 

high 
To gUss the forms of those who passed 

him by; 
And all who came within that manrel'a 

range. 
Paused spell-bound by the stnwgely-dM- 

sllng change; 



LATER FOEMS. 



Ijords, lodlea, gazed! tbe prospect 

pleaiteil tbeiu well ; 
"Ah, heuvciial" lliey aigbeO, "how 

iirenintible! " 
E'en the coarse hag, foul, wrinkliMl, unil 

UDPlcan. 
Ueaincd like u bliuhlug vii^in of Blx- 



Ilcarls are transtonned with faces; out- 
ward beauty 

.Sci-itis tu iiiaki; iiulck the Inward senile 
of duly ; 

Fur none, uf all lliecliarmed throng that 

Iteviviliuil nltliin the fairy glaas, 

Bnl iwiirs uijon the bi'ig^r pfiic-e with 






In vain! — the iK-j^ar sickened. While 

\\f lay 
In di'ulli's I'lild shadow, prostrate and 

III' lade his wife rail to hlin, on a mom, 
His imlv sou: "Guard well when I am 

"d.-a.l," 
Fei'bly, with flulterin); breath, the old 

man wtld: 
"Tills myslli- glass, whereby great 

tlilmsi are won — 
!)«' sbrewd. be wnlihfid; <lo a.a I have 

And thon s1i:ilt iirtB-iwr likewise, O my 



[|i- took Mie i.nvimi.sLrift— that brain- 
loss wijtht- 

Itm. si'iirnin-: to employ Its powers 
aridil. 

lielnniinl all |iiilo and penniless tit ni^hl. 

'■ FiHilt" cried Ihe am-rj' fmher, "v 

I Kiiev. 
Why thus ilion seeWst nie, palo t 

<>slnpiildi>h: vain ix'aerH'k! iirranl ii 



Thoa hast tratehed ull day thtnt ovk 

/acf f u tkt siloM : 
Go to! this foolUh fruit of Idle pride 
No human heart hAth ever BatiBHcd, 
Far less an empty pocket lined with 

gold; 
Tliy coxeomb pate to base wlf-lote li 

sold! 
Yet hearken once again : he'* onty vite 
Who tliiiim Ihf world thntwjh fiuttrrjft 

iiiirrnifd tim ; 
Bat pant ull terinii qfseurii the fnimtaU 

fif 

Who hvia* u» iji" 



n therein to rfeai — 



THB IliPRISOXEti SKA-tt'tXDS. 

Vincics of BtrnnRe »eo breeies eanfiiil. 
Half langled in tlie pine-tret- tall, 

Willi oeean's teniterest music fraught, 
rierenely rise, and sweetly fall. 

They cliami tlie lids of wearied eves. 
And all the dreamy senses lilcss 

With bn-alli of wave-born syniphunles. 
And balms of mild forget fulness. 

'Till o'er the fragrant ralms of peace, 
Sly soul, scarce moved, benignly 
glides. 

Or in all sorrows' soft surcease. 

Hocks tianei'd on tlie phantom tides: 

But still those taint sea toI<«s speak. 

Those |irlsi>iied sea winds rise and fall, 
Tlie jrliost of sea foam svi>ep« my cheek. 
And the sm's mystery sighs through 
all. 



BLASCHF. ASD KSLL. 
A BALLAD. 

Oil. Itlnnobe is a city lady, 
BeilM'ked in her llllu and Uce: 
I SliL' w.tlks with the mien of ft lUMj 

And a qiU'en's im)>«ioiu gmca. 



THE DARK. 



295 



Hut Nell is a country raaioen, 
Her dress from the farmstead loom: 

Iler step is free as a breeze at sea, 
And her face is a rose in bloom. 

The house of Blanche is a marvel 
Of marble from base to dome ; 

It hath all things fair, and costly and 
rare, 
But alas! it is not — home! 

Nell lives in a lonely cottage 

On t1ie shores of a wave- washed isle ; 
And the life she leads with its loving 
deeds 

Tlie angels behold and smile. 

Blanche finds her palace a prison, 
And oft, through the dreary years. 

In her burdened breast there is sad un- 
rest, 
And her eyes are dimmed with tears. 

But to Nell her toils are pastime, 
('lliough never till night they cease); 

And her souPs afloat like a buoyant 
boat 
On the crystal tides of peace. 

Ah! Blanche hath many a lover, 
But she broodeth o'er old regret; 

The shy, sweet red from her cheek is 
fled 
For the star of her heart has set 

Fair Nell! but a single lover 
Hath she in the wide, wide world; 

Yet warmly apart in her glowing heart 
Love bides, with his pinions furled. 

To Blanche all life seems shadowed, 
And she but a ghost therein; 

Thro' the misty gray of her autumn 
day 
Steal voi(!(>s of grief and sin. 

To Nell all life is sunshine, 

All earth like a fairy sod. 
Where the roses grow, and the Tiolets 
blow. 

In the softest breath of God. 



What meaneth this mi|^ty contrast 
Of lives that we meet and mark ? 

One bright as the flowers from May-tide 
showers. 
One ray less, sombre, and dark ? 

O, folly of mortal wisdom, 
That neither will break nor bow, 

That riddle hath vexed the thought per- 
plexed 
Of millions of souls ere now! 

O, folly of mortal wisdom! 
From your guesses what good can 
come? 
We can learn no more than the wise of 
yore; 
'Tis better to trust, and — be dumb! 



THE DARK. 
A FA3fTA8V. 

The passionless twilight slowly fades 
Beyond the gray, grim woodland g^es, 
Till now, with mournful eyes, I mai^ 
The approaching dark: 

A clouded spirit, borne from far. 
Whose sombre front no delicate star 
Brightens, —to tint with silTery lif^ 
Her realms ol night: 

An au^ spirit! her pale lips 
Low whispering down the drear eclipse, 
Send thro' those rayless spaces chill 
An ominous thrill: 

Her tongue's strange language none 

may know; 
We only feel it ebb and flow 
In murmurs of half-^nufBed sli^hSi 
And vague replies: 

All hail! akin to me thou art, 
Dim angel of the veiM heart— 
Ah! wrap me dose, ah! fold ms deepl 
I fain would sleep! 




LATEH PUEM8. 



Toll walk my Hiuilio's nioiteBt round, 
With Hluu'ly su))ert.-i11oiiii vAr\ 

Wliilu in cacli Urcuil cycUruw )nrks, 
'I'lii' keeniicss uf an anibiislieil SDcer. 

You lift your glass, and scan tliK walls, 
lli-lirtfH tliM pictures — with a g1aii<« 

Wliicli takes tliu curtalneii ilrajiery in. 
But views the urt-work ali oskaiife: 

A ."i^'li ! a sliriif;! niiil then you luni 
IliiniPWiiii) — yuiir Jiiilgiuuiit fixed as 
falo — 

Tin- lalmrM of a lifi>-tiiti>- p»iigiHl, 
Serenely iu your siialluw imtel 



UAsmxiiTOx: 

Full. -i^. IT.a. 

))itii;iiT natal mum! what fiicn appears 
Ih'ytinil lliu niliiiie ml«t of yi-urs ? — 

A fui'i' wIlONI'loflil'M trHJlMcuiubiiii! 

All virtuiv (if a Blaiiilcis lini< 
I'asM-d from leal sin' i» loyal Hon ; 

Till- fail' of him wliow MmilfaKt a«l 
Dn'w liiirnionk-» of law anil rii;lit 
tVont rhnoM oiiil aunn'hii- uiglii: 
Wild with a powtT wrfiif a* Katt^'s 
Wroti^lht frciin ntilc liunli-s of tlirbu- 



I3r TUB STUltlO. I For doiullMi yean, benlgunt MO. 

This Freedom wt ' ' * 

will;— 
Mingling with b 

Her [lale clieek caught ft browner ahad* 

In fh-ldtwlterBlianreattoUaweradoiw; 

To theirs slie tuned her rtiTUiailr 

tongue 
Veiling in part her godden-mlen: 
The woman smiled above theqneen: 
While stationed always by her side, 
Meu saw — as brld^roomneftr hie bride. 
(O bride, forever fair and young!) — 
Her clioaen liero— Waeblngton! 



'c for him a clrie crown; 

:Ii' so pure his bale renown. 
All glories of the antique days, 
aiiiHl ill the clear, Immaralata blaae 
roiin.il from -his nature's 



Th.- i;r.-iii 
All h 



ir of i>i 
il< iitlhail! to Wavlijn<,ri(in! 



Fn'i-iliHii he wihhiI in siirh Iinivi' ^xiiiiie, 
>li-ii uitxiiii: Iu liiT lii[iiiii<iii-> I'vi's 
Ih'h-ld 111! henveu n-1l-<-i.-.l ^hlii.' 
Kiir diinii lli.m. Kipphlr.- ..Hw ilivlii.-: 

And. ni>r>liip]H'il Iiit mi i-iiaKtiiiv won; 
If --lill sli.- iMUl'-l. fn-'h fniMi strife. 



Til. 



<iiUI 






-She 



No sIrvi! of folly's catchword acbo^ 
IIU InstitictH proud of blood and race 
She li'inpercd with sweet, hitmaa 
: gracp. 

Till hUhroad l>ctng'B rounded flow 
' IS<'a-llke. (■iiibraml the high and low, 
' Swayiil hy the golden-sceptred mle, 
i The iH|iial will of Washington. 

His Influence spread so wide and deep. 
Earth's fetten<dmlllionsstlrrad In sleep; 
And inuriiiuts born of wakening flaoN 
On the wlhl winds of twIU^t came 

Fnii^ lands by despot«wannso'cRius; 
Tliey too would win the pHcslsM boon 

(>f I'Vi-edum's duwer; — tbaj ta» 

And I'lsM)) the robes of Liberty; 

Hut. lliTOiied within the vir^ weM, 
She heanltliem not; — slie loved (o mt 
lu di'w~lll dawn and treuqtUI noon. 

Next the strong heart of Washington! 



Niiv<-in1»T's KDiy and ApriPs gold; 
i'lii'v onlv nilx-d (more calmly gnad) 

IlisL'i'iiiiixof suiire 
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Whose course, in blood and wrath be- 
gun, 
Grew gentler, as the mellowing lights 
Of i>eace made beauteous sky and sod; 
His evening came; — he walked with 
(4o(l ; 
And down life's gradual sunset-slope, 
He hearkened to a heavenly hope; — 
'' Look up! behold the fadeless heights 
Which rise to greet thee, — Washing- 
ton!" 

He dies! the nations hold their breath! 

He dies! but is he thrall to Death ? — 

Thousands who quaff earth's sunshine 
free, 

Are less alive on earth than he; 
Lacking that power which thrills 
through none 

Ihit (Jocrs elect, that wing^d spell 
Which like miraculous lightning darts 
Electric to all noble hearts; — 
Flaslied from his soiU's sublimer 

sphere, 
'Tis still a matchless influence here! 

Majestic spirit! all is well. 
Where'er thou rulest, — Washington I 



ly AMBUSH. 

The crescent moon, with pallid glow, 
iSwept backward like a laended bow : 
Across, a shaft of phantom light 
Thrilled, like an arrow winged for 
flight. 

Just when that flickering shaft was 

aime<l 
Venus in mellow radiance flamed. 
Unmindful uf the treacherous dart 
Which seom**d upreared to pierce her 

heart ; 

For, fain to smite her through and 

through, 
Dian lay ambushed in the blue: 
Half veiled from sight, still, still below, 
She aimed her shaft, she clasped her 

bow. 



For ever thus, since time was bom, 
Cold virtue points her shaft of scorn 
At passionate love, in whose warm 

beam 
Her own but seems a crescent dreaoL 



SOUTH CAROLINA TO THE STATES v.^" 
OF THE NORTH.* 

ESPECIALLY TO THOSE THAT FORMED A 
PART OF THE ORIGINAL THIRTEEN. 

Dedicated to Hit Excellenejf, Wadt HampUm, 

I LIFT these hands with iron fetters 
banded: 
Beneath the scornful sunlight and cold 
stars 
I rear my once imperial forehead 
branded 
By alien shame's immedicable scars; 
Like some pale captive, shunned by all 
the nations, 
I crouch unpitled, quivering and 
apart — 
Laden with countless woes and desolir 
tions, 
The life-blood f reeziiig round a broken 
heart! 

About my feet, splashed red with Uood 
of slaughters, 
My children gathering in wild, mourn- 
ful throngs; 

Despairing sons, fnll Infants, stricken 
daughtm, 
Behearse the awful burden ol their 
wrongs; 

Yain b their cry, and wotm than vwin 
their pleading: 



• lUt Poem was eompoMd at a period 
It Memed as if all the borron of miifofem- 
ment, so grmphieally depleted by Pf ke In Us 
**Fm$traU State,** would be perpetuated la 
South Carolina. 

It was a ilgnlfleant and terrible epodi; a 
time Amerleen stateemen would do weU to 
remember ooeaekmaUy as a warning afalnsk 
patchwork politieal re-eoostmetloiis. 



LATEB POEMS. 



I tuni from stormy brcoste, from 
yearning eyes, 
To mark when: Freedom's outraged f onn 
receding, 

Wanes ill dull bIibJow down the mid- 
night akieal 

I wooed her ouce in wild tempestuous 

places. 
The pun>l<^ vintage of iny soul out- 

IHIUIWI, 

To win and krep licr unrestrained em- 
braces, 
Wliat lime the olive-crown o'crtopped 
the awoiil; 
<i\ northmeu, with your gallant heroes 
blending. 
Mine, in old years, for this sweet god- 
dess dieil ; 
Itut now — ah! slianie, all other shamo 

I'our pitiless liands havo torn her 
from my side. 

Whal! 'tina ti/riiHi-pitrly'alreoclifrom 



Your liuiid in cltnti, yonr 
rlenr, ;/r *i;/A ; 
Ay! but ere now yonr sires hod throt- 
tled faction. 
Or, peali-d o'er lialf the workl their 
hatlliM-ry; 
Its voice uiiining from soh'tiin mountain- 
Swept by wild storm-wiuds of the At- 
Innlic strand. 
To wliere tbo swart Sierras' suDen 
grasses. 
I>roo[i in low languors of the sunset- 
land! 

Never, sliiei» earthly Stales heg^n their 
Ilalh any autfen-il, liided, home like 



Even at tlie thought, ba^d« the sflfw- 

tral« coliuun 
Of ebutered rlghta, whUb UsKmI lag 

and dim— 
Cproae my noblest son with puipoM wU 



ll'i'oiii;, grasped by truth, tuTHtsned It 
laie, (whose sober 
Majestic mandates rule o'er cbui^ 
and time) — 
Sndt by the hallot, tike some flnabed Cto> 
tober. 
Reeled In the autumn ranknoBa of hto 

Stnick, tortured, pierced — but not a 
blow reluming. 
The steadfast phalanx of my honored 

Planted their bloodlen flag where Hni- 
lise burning. 
Flashed a new splendor o'er oar mar- 
tyrs' graves! 

What then? O, sister States! what wri- 

Of love and concord croased onr 
brightening blue, 
The toes we vanquished, are tbey not 
yonr foenien. 
Out laws upheld, yonr ■acred mI^ 
guards, too? 
Yet scarce had victor; crowned ear 
grand endeavor. 
And peace crept ont fconi ahadovf 
glooms remote — 
Tlian— as If bared to blast all hope to> 



Once more my bursting chains wan >^ 

Once more barbarian plandlti wDdlf 
rung 
O'er the last promise of ddtronMl 
blighted. 
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T|ie prostrate purpose, and the palsied 
tongue: 
Ah! faithless sisters, 'neath my swift 
undoing, 

Pe<*rs the black presage of your wrath 
to cotne ; 
Above your heads are signal clouds of 
niin, 

Whose lightnings flash, whose thun- 
ders are not dumb ! 

There tow«*rs a judgment-seat beyond 
our seeing; 
There lives a Judge, whom none can 
bribe or blind; 
Before whose dread decree, your spirit 
fleeing. 
May reap the whirlwind, having sown 
the wind: 
I, in tliat day of justice, flerce and torrid. 
When blood — your blood — outpours 
like poisoned wine, 
Poinfhtff to t/n'se. chained limbHf this 
hltistrd foreheml, 
May mock your ruin, (Ut ye mocked at 
mine ! 



THE srilICh'Ky SOUTH TO TUB 

SOUTH. 

[I><Mlicatc<l to Oliver Wendell Holmes.] 

"We arc thinking a great deal aboat the 
poor fever-HtriekHii oitieH of the South, and all 
contributing acconling to our means for their 
relief. Every morning as the luiper comes, 
the tirnt question iH * What is the last ac- 
count from Memphis, <irenada, and New 
Orieani*.' " — Extract from a priraie letter <j/* 
/>r. Httlmts, 

WuKN ruthful time the South^s memor- 
ial places — 
Her henM's' j^rave« — had wreathed in 
grass and flowers; 

When IVatrc cthen'al, crowneil by all her 
graces, 
Ketunied to make more bright the 
sunmuT hours; 

When doubtful hearts revived, and 
h'>T>#»s «'r«*w stroni^r: 



When old sore-cankering wounds that 
pierced and stung, 
Throbbed with their first, mad, feverous 
pain no longer. 
While the fair future spake with flat- 
tering tongue; 
When once, once more she felt her pulses 
beating 
To rhythms of healthful joy and brave 
desire ; 
Lo! round her doomed horizon darkly 
meeting, 
A pall of bloo<l-red vapors veineil with 
fire! 

O! ghantly ]>ortent of fast-ooming sor- 
n)ws ! 
Of doom that blasts the blood and 
blight.s the breath, 
Robs youth and manhood of all golden 
morrows — 
And life*s clear goblet brims with 
wine of death ! — 
O ! swift f idfllment of this portent dreary I 
()! nightmare nile of ruin, racked by 
fears, 
IIeartbn)ken wail, and solemn ndaerert^ 
Imperious angtiish, and sonl-meltliig 
tears! 
O! faith, thnist downward from celestial 
splendors, 
O! love grief-bound, with palely-niiuv 
murous month! 
O! agoni»Hl by life's snpreme tarren- 
tlers — 
Behold her now— the scomged and 
suffering South! 

No balm in (>ilead ? nay, but while her 
forehead 
Pallid and drooping, Uet in foulest dust, 
There steals across the desolate spaces 
torrid, 
A voice of manful cheer and heavenly 
trust, 
A hand redeeming breaks the froaen 
starkness 
Of palsieil nerve, and dull, deqNMideiil 
brain: 
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Bolb back the cnrUin of malignant 


I seemed to lUiid on ■ vut toadT 


darkaeu. 


height, 


And bIiows the eternal blue of he»Ten 


Above a dtinvlshed and o'cttluow% 


agam- 


Tbe air about me one loni Unfiering 


Bevealtiig lUere, u'er worlds canvulaed 


moan 


and shaken, 


Of lamentation Uke a dreur m* 


That face whose mystic temlerneM 




enticed 


weariness; 



To hope now-bom earth's lost bereaved, 

forsaken ! 
Ah! Hllll beyond the tempest smiles the 

Whose vuire ? Whose hand ? Oh, thanks, 
dlviiiest Master, 
Tliunks for those grand emotions 
uliieh Iniiuirt 
Grucc to llie North to feel Ihc Sonth's 
disaster, 
Tlii; tSoiiih to bow w[t]i toiichei) and 
conliul hL'artl 
Now, now Ht lost the links which war 
had broken 
AreweWcd fast, at uiert'y's chamied 

Now, now nt last Ibo niagic nonU are 

Wliicli blend in owi two long-illvided 

lauds! 
O Niu'ih! youeiinio with warrior strife 

and r-]an!;or; 
Y<m left imr Sotuh one gory burial 

fO^Hiiid ; 
Ihit love, iiiiire {Hitenl than your haughti- 



THE llt:TUnS OF PE.tCK. 



Air 



]a]itu.<i«<iT|dH.Ucl.S, llll'l. 

1 llAIi a vision nt llint iiirslie lioiir, 

Whi-n In rlw ebon (tard.-n ot t ln' Xight, 
!'!iH>ini till- Cinnnerian (lower 

Ur ilonhi iind ilarkiicss, conerln;; from 
the llL;hI. 



Then, from dim levela of mtil-toMrf 
ground 
Borne upward sudtlenly. 
Burst the deep-rolling stress 
Of jubiUnt drums, blent with tbe sil- 
very sound 
Of long-drawn bugle notes — tbe chub al 

(Outflashed by alien lords) — 
And warrior-voices wild with rlctorj. 

They could not queU the grieved and 

shuddering air, 
That breathed about me Its forfomd^ 

Ii almost seemed as If stem Trisnpli 

To one whose hopes were dead. 

And flauniin); tliere his fortone's ruddier 



Lo! far away, 
(For now my dream grows clear m hi- 

mlnouB day,) 
The victor's camp-Drca gltd tha dtj 

But she. unrobed, discrowned — 
A new Andromeda, beside the main 

Of her own passionate pain; 

Bowed, naked, shivering low ^ 
Veils the soft gleam of melancbolj tjta, 

Yet lovelier In theU woe,— 
Alike from hopeless earth and hopekM 

No Perseus, for her sake, sereaelT fleet, 
Shall eleave the heavens with wtagal 
and shining feet: — 
Ah mc! the m^d Is last — 
For sorrow, like keen fiMt 
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Shall eat into her being's anguished 

core — 
Atlanta (not Andi-oraeda in this), 
What outside helper can bring baclt her 

bliss? 
Can re-illume, beyond its storm-built 

bar. 
Her youth^s aiut>ra1 star, 
Or wake the aspiring heart that sleeps 

forever more. 

O ! lying prophet of a sombre mood, 
This city of our love 
Is no i)oor, timorous dove, 
To crouch and die unstruggling in the 

mire; 
If, for a time, she yields to force and fire. 
Blinded by battle-smoke, and drenched 
with blood, 
Still must that dauntless hardihood 
Drawn to her veins from out the iron 

hills, 
(Nerving the brain that toils, the soul 

thit wills,) 
Shake off the lotus-languishment of 

grief I 
I see her rise and clasp her old belief, 
In Crod and goodness — with imperial 

glance, 
Face thf* dark front of frowning Clrcum- 
stiince, — 
While trusting only to her strong right 
arm 
To wrench from deadly harm. 
All civic blessings and fair fruits of 



peace 



\ 



Iligh-souled to gain (despite her 

ravished years). 
And dRi<:on-fonnsof monstrous doubts 

and fears. 
The matchless splendor of Toil's '' golden 

fleece I " 

I see her rise, and strive with strenuous 
hands firmly to lay 
The fre.sh foundations of a nobler 
sway — 
War-wasted lands 
Laden with ashes, gray and desolate^ 



Touched by the charm of some regener- 
ate fate — 
Flush into golden harvests prodigal ; 
Set by the steam-god's fiery passion free, 

1 hear the rise and fall 
Of ponderous iron-clamped machinery, 
Shake, as with earthquake thrill, the 
factory lialls; 
While round the massive walls 
Slow vapor, like a sinuous serpent 

steals — 
Through which revolve in curies, 
great or small, 
The deafening thunders of the threes 
w^heels! 

Far down each busy mart 
That throbs and heaves as with a human 
heart 

Quick merchants pass, some debonair 
and gay. 
With undimmed, youthful locks ^ 
Some wrinkled, sombre, gray — 
But all with one accord 
Dreaming of him — thehr k>rd — - 
The mighty monarch of the realm of 

stocks! 
And year by year her face mors frankly 

bright, 
Glows with the ardor of the Idoodless 
fight 
For bounteous empire o'«r her 

cherished South. 
More sweet the smile upon her maiden 
mouth. 
Just rounding to rare corvee of woman* 

hood: 
Because all unwithstood 
The magic of her power and stately pride 
Hath called from many a dbne 
Of tropic sunshine and of winter rime. 
The world's skilled art and science to 
her side; 
Hence from her transient tomb, 
Three lustra since, a hldeoai spot to 



Grows the majestic tree 
Of heightened and green-leaved pn»* 
perlty. 
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Hence, Iicr broad gHi'dens blouiii 
With rosi' and lily, and all llowoi-s of 
balm. 
And hence al)ove the lines • 

Of her vast railways, droop the hulen 
vines — 
A hiscious lai'gess thro* the siunnier 
calm! 

Feeling her veins so full of lusty blood. 
That piUsed within them like a rhytli- 
mic Hood, 
And eager for sweet sisterhootl, — tlie 
bond 
Hlissfnl and fond, 
That yet may hold all nations in its 
thrall, 
Atlanta — fi-om a night of splendid 
dreams. 
Roused by soft kisses of the morning 
beams. 
Decreed a glorious festival 
Of art and commerce in her brave 
domain: 
iihe sent her summons on the courier 
breeze ; 
Or thro' the linhtniiig winged wire 
flashed forth her soul's desire: — 
Swiftly it passed. 
O'er native hills and streams and prairies 
vast, — 
And <)'«'r waste barriei*s of dividing 
seas 
'Till from all jpiartors, like quick tongues 

of tlame. 
That warm, but burn not. — colli ial an- 
swers came. 
And waftage of beniirnant messages. 

Thus, thus it is a mighty eoncourse 

meets 
(Veitlowim^ squares and stret»ts — 
TJorne at lloo*l-tide toward th<^ guanled 

ground. 
Where treasures of two hemispheres are 

found. 
To tax the inquiring mind, the curious 

eye I 



In yellow stalks, or titled meal for 

bread; 
Unnumbered births of Ceres eluaterad 
nigh; 
Beholdhig which — as touched bj 
tropic lieat, — 
(llie old-world picture never can grow 

old, 
Xor the deep love tliat thrills it dumb 

and cold) — 
C'lear fancy loolcs on Boaz in tlie wheat* 
And in her simple trutli. 
The tender eyes of Kuth 
Holding the garnered fn^puenis at his 
feet! 



But piled o*er all, thro* many 

bound bale 
Peering to show its snow-white softi 

l)ale, 
— Snow-white, yet wanu, and ' i ** ttaw d 

to be fiirle«l 
In some auspicious day. 
For whicli we yearn and pray, 
Roimd lialf the nalceil misery of tht 

world, 
A fleece more rich tlian Jason's, fllanrw 

down. 
Ah ! well we know no monarch's Jewded 

crown. 
No marvellous lcoh-i-noor» 
Won, first i)erchance, from gulfs of 

human gore, 
Or lift^toil of »wart millions, gamu 

poor, 
Hath e'er outshone its peerle 

eignty. 

T1u> wings of song onfold 
Towards thy noontide-gold ; 
The eyes of song are dear, 
(Turneil on thy broadening sphere) 

To mark, oh ! city of tlie midland-weald. 

And follow thy fair fortunes far afleU— 
The yeai-s unborn. 
Doubtless must bring to thee 

Trials to test thy spirit's comtancy; 

(While unthrift aliens wear the maak of 



THE REWHN OF PEACE. 



3IIS 



Piiiam-ial sliixk^' nitliim 


tlim- anil 


within : 




AVronglit by filiiiwi) iiiom 


.il Sliylocks 


hot to n ii. 




TliPlr lira/fii »iiiie of ihihi 


iniiUiiMiry-; 


lUv^'.MiflKiiKlit "riiij.'s" 




IPAS i>iaw 




Can ^nallow nil tiling's •■lil> 


v.snv^-lho 


law! 




Anil many a snbller i)) 




Siirlilcii and snbtl^ as 


tllP ambMb 



By blark-liruwml ^'itranglrn" 'mid an 
OHmt fA»a«: 
liiitdiou. will! kf«n(« will. 
Shall cut the ixnidi of stealthy fntKl 

And If force fronts tbee witb a murder* 

ou!i hiatk. 
Piirre the raMi sonot Analc toUi«1icart! 

Uli! quM-n! iliy lirilllant liorosoopr 
Wa« can b>' Hello* in the liallx of 




Fii 



I )iii[H' iMvomM fiilHInipnt, as 

n. jiHiiil lietwncii Ihe living and the 



Wins 111.' Iiiuli f-radi" irblck own* a 
licavpiiwanl slojif: 
For font' and fraud nndone. 
And -'inrnili'x.'' siinnnlta won. 
In lliwi I vifw heaven's jinrpose per- 
f eciiil : 
Tliou .■■liali In- eiiiiirons i)f all |tcacefiil 

All p<ili-ni {iidii»Iri(-s. 



AH worid-embrulng inagnMilmltiM; 
A warrior-queen no more, but mailed 

Tliy apear « fulgent alwft of sun- 
Rt«eped grain; 
Thy sbleld a biwkler, tbe Behl-falrleawoTe 
Of atrong green gnuw«. hi the ailTery 

Of some full harreat-moon. 
Tliy Btalnlraa crown, red ruaea, blent 

with whltfll 
Now, throned aboTe the half-frngottoB 
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C>f (Ircftdful war, and war's temonelesa 
blight, 
Th)- heiirt--throbs glad and great. 
Sending tliroi^h all tliy Tiian-Btatured 

Fresli life and gathering tides of grander 

power 
Froii) glorious hour to hour. 
Thousands thy deeds shall bless 
With strenuous pride, toned down to 

teiidertless; 
Shnll hV'ia thy deeds, exalt thy name; 
Till every br<-ez<: that sweeps from hill 

to lea. 
And every wind that furrows the deep 

Shall wiift llin frigraiice of thy soul 

Till' sweetness and the si>lendor of thy 

Fur liiou. niidniost a large aiul opulent 

or all thiii)^ HTUiiglit to meet a nation's 

Tlmn, nobly pure, 

or any darkening l»int of selfish greed, — 
Wi-rt priMintained to be 
I'urvi'yor of ilivluest fliurity, — 

The luvu-eommissiuued aluiuuer at God. 



lEXTKSXlAL lYRlC. 



I 'IKlll.'t til- l-'lvliRlliKtl lir Iht- (lUTelllUT rir 

l>nil <r..rii»:illi>'. !•• Ibi- <vqiil>lli<il forL-L'H •■! 
Kniiii-i-niiil Aini-rliii, uiHuitlivlHlliuf iMi. ITHl. 

Haisk, liarkt down the eeiitury's long 

Olieliini; siiil«' 
To those 1raii-i">rt!i of tnnm]ili, those 



The bus of the dmin Knd Ute tmmpM 
that thrlUa 

Tbrouglt the multiplied eclion of JqU. 
Uut bills. 

And mark bow the yekra melting; up- 
ward like mist 

Which tlie brekth of some splendid a^ 
chantment lias klsaed. 

Reveal on the ocean, reveal on the ahoi* 

The proud pageant of eonquest UM 
graced them of yore. 

When blended forever la love u Ib 

See, the standard which stole from tha 

starlight Its flame. 
And type of all chivalry, glory, roaianee, 
The lilies, the luminous lillea of Ftuice. 



the < 



Ob, sUibbom the strife ei 

And the wild whirilng war wr*ck half 

stifled the sun. 
Tlie thunders of cannon Hut boomed 

on the lea. 
But re-echoed far thunders pcakd tqt 

from the sea. 
Where guanllng his sea lists, a knlgbt 

on the waves, 
Uoid I>e Urasse kept at bay the tdnll 

bulUlogs of Graves. 
The day turned to darkness, the nlgbt 

changed to fire, 
Mill more fierce wasted the combat, 

more deadly the Ire, 
Undlmmed by the gloom, In majniHc 

advance, 
Ob, behold where they ride o'er the red 

battle tide. 
Tliosu bunnere imlted In lore •• In 

The brave standard which drew from 

the star-beams their flame. 
And tyt«ofallchtvulry, glory, romance, 
The ink's, the luminous lillea of Franca, 

No respite, no pause; by the Tork'a 

lortiired f1o«>d. 
The glim Lion of England !• writhing 

in hlotHl. 



ON THE PERSECUTION OF THE JEWS IN RUSSIA. 
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C^omwallis may chafe and coarse Tarle- 

ton aver, 
As he sharpens his broadsword and 

buckles his spur, 
'' This blade, which ho oft has reaped 

rebels like grain, 
yhall note harvest for death the rude yeo- 
men atjain, ** 
Vi;in boast! for ere sunset he*s flying in 

fear, 
With the rebels he scouted close, close 

in his rear, 
While the French on his flank hurl such 

volleys of shot 
That e'en (Jloueester's redoubt must be 

gmwinjj Uh) liot. 
Thus wedtied in love as united in fame, 
Lo! the standanl which stole from the 

starlight its flame. 
And tyiH* of all chivalry, glory, romance, 
The lilies, the luminous lilies of France. 

O morning su|HTb! when the siege 

rwiclu'd its close; 
See! the sundawn outbloom, like the 

alchemists rose! 
The last wreaths of smoke from dim 

trenches ui>curled. 
Are transfornuHl to a glory that smiles 

on the world. 
Joy, joy! Save the wan, wasted front of 

the f(M% 
With his battle-flags furled and his arms 

trailing low; — 
KcsiK'ct for the brave! In stem silence 

they yield. 
And in silence they pass with bowed 

heads from the fleld. 
Then triiunph transcendent! so Titan 

of tone 
That some vowed it must startle King 

(xeorge on his throne. 

When Peact* to her own, timed the pulse 

of the land. 
And the war w(>apon sank from the war- 

wearietl liand. 
Young Freedom upborne to the hei^^t 

of the goal 



She had yearned for so long with deep 

travail of soul, 
A song of her future raised, tlullling 

and clear, 
Till the woods leaned to hearken, the 

hill slopes to hear: — 
Yet fraught with all magical grandeurs 

that gleam 
On the hero*s higli hope, or the patriot's 

dream, 
What future, tho* bright, in cold shadow 

shall cast 
The proud beauty tliat haloes the brow 

of the past. 
Oh ! wedded in love, as united in fame. 
See the standard which stole from the 

starlight its flame. 
And ty|>e of all chivalry, glory, romance. 
The lilies, the luminous lilies of France. 



ON THE PRnSECUTION OF THE JEW8 

IS nussiA, 

** Be Advlfled! Do not trample upon my peo- 
ple. XtUioHM and men ikai oppreM$ nt do nai 
thrirer^Erom CkaHes Eeade^M **Jfe9€r Too 
Late to iiendr 

What murmurs are these that so wo- 
f ully rise 
Into heart-storms of agony borne 
from afar f 
A tempest of passion, a tumult of si^ f 
There is dread on the eftrth, and stem 
grief In the skies, 
While the naUont, appaUed* watch the 
realm of the Csarl 

Can humanity's sun have gone down hi 

an hour. 
Or a fiend have struck mercy's soft 

key-note ajar, 
That upwhirled on the fierce whids of 

madness and power, 
This cloud— with Its ball of hanh 

hatreds — should lower 
O'er those who still call on their 

«' father," the Car f 
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<':in lirll haw lmi"st upwanl, and 
spjiwihMl from its womb 
T1m» worst, of all (li'iiions that imMiace 
ami mar '.* 

O <;otlI SIM* an I'lnpirt" n»:?kiiig in 
i^loom — 

Hark! tin* dfatli-slux-k, the slirifk, tho 

Wihl TolloVs of illKUII — 

A> ! th<' riot of lu'll shakes tlu; lan<l of 
tin* < zarl 

Tin* ll»hh are llame-LjirilhMK tho nvj*rs 
roll re.l 
'liiroui,'!! the sulphiiroiiN fllm^^ ami 
swift ravaii«' of war. 
A WAV on till' hi'lplrsN, uuhclmctiMl heail, 
>Vlii«li tollmen tin- li\ iiiL; auil spares iioi 
th«' ileail: 
In 111- .slerpinu. or (lumh. I heir "icood 
talher" the < /ar ".* 

Ah. no! — lhrniiL:li ihe roiritlor> siahly 
jHul \a-l 

< >f lii^ jialaii* ihal uh-am-N like .m pale 

|M»lar >iar. 
< >ll A '_':ile 111 (III ihe south ihe-e lihh'k 

I iiliM'_i> lia\ e pa^^^eil : 
III' li'Ml-^! all. I Ihe li:;lilnimrs ol jUstiee 

at la-'l 
(^>'i!\''r lii'*'"!!!.: an I h'»* in tlie han«l of 

the C/ai-: 

Till' \\"ilil liol.h ij-, hreiihiim to m.irk 
tlii-m in tiame 

< )ii iheir liiiiiile>s eour^e that no hul- 

waik <an har: 
r.Mt iiislea.l. throu-h his wily siai.' par- 

a'>ile came 
A •■-■liiit >«o faK»'. it> un-peakahle 

>>haiiii- 
Mi'lulil haiiiii ill hi^ ili-aih the ilark 

ihe.»iii«. {)\ the ( /a; ! 

Nil wiijil tor the xieliiiiN. ail hilleheieii 

ainl hale. 
\\\ ;hi' h>-aith otoue ihtiliii. aihl the 

hl<i(ii|-i,iiiilei lar: 
For :li"' ]»i»i»r raxi-lieil iiiaiil, \\ lio>.»' ^<»lr 

shroiiii i<^ her* h.iii : 



I 



For the niotlicr's lament, or the fatlier'd 

No pity for such tli rills the thou^cht of 
thi; Czar; 

But his spirit loans, tender ami yeani« 

iiig, :ilK>ve 
The nuul holuts who riot, rage, uiunler 

afar: 
To th(MU ho is soft as a ue»t-l»nHMliuK 

(love : 
But th(! mnrtlvrt'tl! alas! titrt/ aiv 

stinted of love, 
Kii^ht, justice, or ruth, in the irretti of 

the Czarl 

Shall |i;rim caniapie goiul onwanl. em- 
hrut4>ti anil Ikis«\ 
The hlaek eours(>rs that strain at her 
iron-wnuitjht oar. 
While those c»f ln.!;h puri>ose ami feller- 
less rare 
Mly i^aze on the foul niedin'val (1is«:ra«v 
Whieh ]M>isons all earth from yim 
ivahn of the Cziir? 

Wake. Kni^laml. your ihunilers! Ani<>riea, 

tlinu 
To the wiml the shrewd Mat4*c'nift« 

that hamiMT. or mar! 
r»lend your voiee>« of wnith! your cl«>ep 

warnin.^s ouirin«;. 
To smite the dulhil ears, and hlind Mini 

of the kiuK — 
Who ruh's — Heaven help them! 

those realms of the Czar! 



J.s'.sM>->7.V.I770A'. 

() nMM)i:i> reiulers of the seroli of 

time. 
Think ye that friH'dom yields her hand 

to erime*.* 

Or the fair whiteness of her virginal 

hud 
<M heaxenly hoi»e. would dese4*rate with 

IiIihkI? 



ENGLAND. 
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Her eyes arc cliasteiied lightnings, and 

the tire 
Of her divinely purified desire 

Hums not in ambush by assassins 

trod. 
Uut on the holiest mountain heights of 

God! 

So, vo that fain would meet her fond 

onibrac'o, 
Purine the baso soul, immask the 

treacherous face, 

l)ro]> bowl or dasjGfer while ye bring her 

naught 
But the grand worship of a selfless 

thought ! 



ESGLASD. 

Laxi» of my father's love, my father*s 
race. 
How long nuist I in wear>' exile 
sii^h 
To mt'ct thee, <) my empi-css, face to 
face. 
And kiss tliy railiant rolx^s before I 
die? 

O Knifland! in my creed, the humblest 
dust 
Bi'side thy haunted shores and shadowy 
streams. 
Is touche(i by memories and by thoughts 
aui^ust. 
Hy golden histories and nutjestic 
dreams. 

O England! to my mood thy lowliest 
tlower 
FtHMls on tiio smiles of some transcen- 
dent sky : 
Thy frailest fern- leaf shrines a spell of 
power! 
Ah ! shall I walk thy woodlands er? ^ 
die? 



Thy sacred places, where dead heroes 
rest 
By temples set in ivy-twilight deep; 
Thy fragrant fields topped by the sky- 
lark* s crest; 
Thy hidden waters breathing balms of 
sleep: 

Thy castled homes, and granges veiled 
afar 
In antique dells; thy ruhds hoar and 
high; 
Thy mountain tarns, each like a glitter- 
ing star, 
Siiall I behold their marvels ere I die ? 

Thine opulent towns, throned o'er the 
subject-main. 
Girt by brave fleets, their weary canvas 
furled. 
Deep-laden ai|;osies through stonn and 
strain, 
Bonie from the utmost boundaries of 
the «'6rkl 

0*er all. thy London! every stone with 
breath 
Indued to question, counsel, or reply; 
City of mightiest life and migtailest 
death. 
Shall I behold Uiy splendors ereldlef 

But most I yearn, in body as heart, to 
bow 
Before our England^s poets, strong and 
wise. 
Watch some grand thought uplift the 
laureate's brow, 
And flash or fade in Swinburne's fiery 
eyes. 

And other glorious mhistrels would I 
greet 
Bound to my life by many a rhythmic 
tie. 
Wlien shall I hear their welcomes frankly 
sweet. 
And cUsp those cordial hands, befon 
Idle? 
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Fair blow the breezes; high are sail and 
steam ; 
Soou must I mark brave EngUnd^s 
brightening lea; 
Fulfilled at length, the large and lustrous 
dream 
Which lured me long across the sum- 
mer sea! 

Alas! a moment* s triumph! — false as 
vain ! 
0*(T dreary hills the gaunt pines moan 
und sigh; 
Pale grows my dream, pierced through 
by iKxlef ul pain ; 
England! 1 shall not see thee ere I 
die! 



•< 



PUiUP Air KINOr • 



ro LOXG FELLOW. 
(ox HK A III NO HE WAS ILL.) 

O Tiior, whose potent geniiLs (like the 
sun 
TendiTly inellowt'd by a ripi)ling 

llilZt') 

Hast piiiiod thee all men's homage, 

li)V«* and praise, 
Sun'ly thy wvh of lifo is not outspun. 
Thy ulury rounded, thy last guerdon 

won! 
Nay, piM'l, nay ! — from thought's calm 

siinst't ways 
May M('w-!M)rn notes of undegenerate 

lays 
( liami bark the twilight gloom ere day 

be done! 

Ihit ]>ast th«* ]MM»t orowniHl I see the 
frifnd — 
Frank, courteous true — about whose 
l<M'ks of jLiray, 
Lik«' pOdi'u lu'fs. Home glints of snnuner 
strav: 
('learM»y(»d. with lips half iK)is4Hl 
'twixt smile and sigh: 
A brow in whose soul-mirroring man- 
hood blend 
(Jniee. .sw«'etm'ss, jiower and mag- 
nanimity! 



'' Phiup, my king," ay, still Uioa mvt a 

king, 

Though storms of sorrow on thy mad' 

faring head 
Have flashed and thnnderied throng 

the mldnt^it's dread; 
All, lofty soul! fran^ with the eky- 

lark*8 wing 
To capture heayen, the aky-laric's Tolee 

to sing 
Such notes ethereal throqgh Teiled 

brightnees died 
Their gracions power to liquid pathoa 

wed, 
Thrills like the soft rain- pulaeB of the 

spring: 

Banned from earth's day — thine inward 

sight expands 
Above the night4x>und senses* l>irth or 

bars; 
Lord of a larger realm, of subtler scope. 
Where thou at lastshalt press the lips of 

Hope, 
And feel God's angel lift in radiant 

hands 
Thy life from darkness to a place of 

stars! 

Meanwhile, alas I despite these inward 
si)el]s 
Of voiee and vision, and fond hope 

to be, 
Perchance, — though vaguely shadowed 
forth to thee, — 
Oft-times thy thought but echoes the 

deep knells 
Of burieil joy; oft-times thy spirit swelb 
With moaning memories,like a smtttwi 

sea. 
When the worn tempest wuMkriqg up 
the lea, 
leaves a low wind to breathe ita wild 
farewells. 



• »• PhiUpmn Kinpr Mto 
fMiiiK, nil l<»ven of poetry n 
little Ii('r«> of tliat lyric was PklUp 

i tlif author's goilHiuii. 



A PLEA FOB THE OBAY. 809 


bfotherl — ptrndering drewr >>>d 






do«, 


O'er tbe Ami bloiMimi of decUaoa 


Bearing to thM thk bdmy (pnjof Ian, 


yf»n: 




O poet : fetl too kmg on bluer tcwi ! 


hMlL 




cnni|i4nli'>.u li^tbt iir<>|>rlrlyal 

Wii 



ilie lanil' s uiarlyr, mid ber 

Oiilbn-Hilinl htH \Ui-M hmuh, 
Tlip illK-onl iif liini:, fcnUTlng jrean, 

l^y alM) iluiuli ill <l<«I1l : 
OiirHiiilia iicn-liuni (rii-tiiUlilp dr« 

With »i>rUs of kin<l1iMt swAy; 
At but. Bt but. the ii>n(|i|pring Han 

lll«iit wlLb tbe vkoqulalwd Onyl 



« PLfA fOK THE OHAr. 

M lDkncni*M4lalbaettTafMaMI*,Alft„MMa«tb*MnHMy 
Itaa Ow for tb* Mm or naa Mhw ■oUanii. ] 

' Tet, vAo thro' this ■ocith4Md of oitn. 
While fdth uiil love ue free. 
But ttin mn*t cHit nw ni oTlml flowcn 

AcroM the gnve of Iiee ? 
And oA their ancieiit pief renew 

O'er "SUnewaU's" Aerlibed dByf 
The heart that'i jdedged to gnard Ik* 
Blue 
lIiHt honor rtin the Qnjl 
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O veterans ot' Poioniac's llootl, 

Or Virksliiiri^'s lnn«l sky, 
C>1(1 passions may In* purged of blooil. 

Old nirmorios cannot die! 
Tln'v nil vniir «'Vt's Willi ru»rN'd«'W, 

IJj'vivr voui' inanliood's Mav, 
And i)ast I ho hn'irlit victorious Illuc. 

Brinj; back iho stainless (iray I 

(> martyrs of the dcs]x»ratc lif^ht. 

All weak and broken now. 
With shatti-nd nervo, or blastwl sight. 

I'Yail nms and furrowi'd brow! 
What think y<* of Uw ptitriot view 

n.iNhed on vour minds to-4hiv ? 
'ro«» old ti) don the prosperous I»hu', 

Ve I'laspyoiu" tatU-ivd (ir.iyl 

From many a wttrn and wasted mound. 

Ami ilustH-neumlMM'c.l <'lo,l. 
The M»iccN »)f dead Ihiocs sound. 

IJi-^in-^ fiom earth to <JndI 
*• Our diium was ilark. oui- lives were 
true. 

Ah I •a-l inH jpiite ;i\\;iy, 
Wli:it linie \<- hail the favored Ilhu — 

i Mil dn-anis that erow ned the <ira\ I" 

Can linnoi" in his >aered u:rave 

Le»> tail" aUiJ ulnlioUS he V 

(an faith «»n torlinie'.s jiekle wav»', 
(hanue with the i-hanueful sea *.* 

IJewan- lest what ye rashly do 
Should end in shamed dismay. 

And all pure eham{>ions of th<* Hlue, 
Scorn traitoi-s to the (irav! 



r.V/OA OF HLUE ASH a HAY. 

,>,il;u«-*i«'i1 h\ tlif n'«'»'nl vi.'<it of <;«jv»Tiu»r 
HiK«'li>\\ .iikI till' <'<>nn<':Miiriil t'luiiiiaiiie- !•• 
Cliai li-.-i'Mi. Sdutli (.'iiroljiia.] 

Tni I tine is marchini: south once mort>. 

With serried steel and stately tread: 
Their martial music ]H'aled lM»for«*. 

Their Jl;. : of stars flashed overln>ad. 



I 



Ah! not through storm and strets they 

roiiie. 
The tluinders of old hato are dumb. 
And frank iih clear October* a ray 
This nieetin«i: of the Blue and Gray. 

A PhoMiix from her outworn fires. 

Iler jxory ashes. riHinjUE fnt*. 
Fair rharlestou with lierstainlesif spim 

(ileams by the silver-stranded sea. 
No hurtling hall nor hostile ball 
Breaks thn)n|i;h the treaoheruus battle- 
pall: 
Tru4' voic«*s s])eak from hearts as true, 
For strife lies dead 'twixt <«niy and llliie. 

(irim Sumter, like a Titan niainiotl. 

;Still ^hMMHs lM\vond his sliattered keftp; 
Ihu where his indtsoflightnini; flamed 

There hnxMlsa (|uiet. nilM as »l«*t»p; 
His iininiie l»ase, Xoxi^ cleanseil of blood. 
Is cir4'led by a «:oldcn flood. 
Type of that i^atv whose Kaert^tl sway 
Knfolds the Hhic, exalts the Itray. 

The sea-tiiles faintly rise afar. 

And — wings of all the bnH.»zes furled, 
S(>em slowly l)onie o*er beach and liar, 

l>ri>am-nuinnurings from a spirit 
world, 
Throu|[;h throbbin«; drum ami biigle-trill 
The distant calm seems dei^piT still — 
Deep as that faith whose cordial dew 
llath soothed the Gray and cliarmed the 
Uhie. 

O'er Ashley's breast the autumn smiles. 
All mellow<Hl in her hazy fold. 

While the white amis of languid isles 
Are ^inlled by ethereal gold. 

All Natun* whisiM^rs: warts o'er. 

Fierce feuds have fled our sea and shore; 

< )ld wrongs forget, oh! ties renew, 

() heroes of the (vrayand Hlue! 

The southern Palm and northern Pine 
No longer clash through leaf and 
hou«;li; 

Trautpiillities of depth benign 
Have lx)und their blending foliage now. 



THE KINO OF THE FLOW. 
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Or, tranced by cloudless star and moon, 
Serene they shine in sun-lit noon. 
Their equal shadows softly play 
Above tlie Blue, across the Gray. 



TJIfC A'/A'r; OF THE PLOW. 

Thk sword is rc-sheathe<l in its scab- ! 
bard. 
The rifle han^ safe on the wall; 
No longer we quail at the hungry 
Hot rush of the ravenous ball, 
The war-cloud has hurletl its last light- 
ning, 
Its last awful thunders are still. 
While the demon of conflict in Hades 

I iies fettenni in force as in will : 
AlK>ve the broatl fields that he ravaged, 
What monarch ndes blissfully now ? 
Oh! crown him with bays that are 
bloodless, 
The king, the brave king of the 
plow ! 

A king! ay! what nder more potent 
Has ever swayetl earth by his nod ? 
A monarch! aye, more than a monarch, 

A homely, but bountiful (jUkI ! 
He stands where in earth's sure protec- 
tion 
The seed-grains are scattered an<l 
sown. 
To upHR(» in s<'rene resurrection 
When si)ring her soft trumpet hath 
blown ! 
A monarch! yea. more than a monarch, 
Though tod-<lroi>s are thick on his 
brow ; 
O! crown him with corn-leaf and wheat- 
leaf. 
The king, the strong king of the 
plow ! 

Through the shadow and shine of past 

ages, 

(While tyrants were blinded with 
bloo'H 



He reared the pure ensign of Ceres 
I3y meadow, and mountain, antl 
flood, 
And the long, leafy gold of his liarvests 
The eartli-sprites and air-eprites liad 
spun, 
Grew rhythmic when swept by the 
breezes. 
Grew royal, when kissed by the 
sun; 
IMore the stem charm of his patience 
What rock-rootetl forces must bow! 
Come! crown him with corn-leaf and 
wheat-leaf. 
The Idng, the bold king of the plow ! 

Through valleys of balm-drooping 
myrtles. 
By banks of Arcadian streams, 
Where the wind-songs are set to the 
mystic 
Mikl murmur of passionless dreams; 
On the storm-liaunted uplands of ThulCt 

By ice-girdled fk>rds and iloes, 
Alike speeds the spell d his god- 
hood. 
The bloom of his heritage s^ows; 
A monarch! yea, more than a monarcb, 

All climes to his prowess must bow; 
Come crown him with bays that are 
stainless. 
The king, the brave king of tlie 
plow. 

Far, far in earth's nttarmost future* 

Aa boundless of splendor as scope, 
I see the fair angel ! ~f mitkm, 

Outspeed his hlg^ heralds of hope; 
The roses of joy rain around hbn, 

Tlie lilies of sweetness and calm. 
For the sword has been changed to the 
plowshare, 

The lion lies down with the bunb! 
O / angtl^maieMtie ! We know Mee, 

Thovgh raUed and transfigured art 
tkou, 
Thia lord qf llf^e grand eonawmMh 
lion 

Wfin ana the meart kima oftkenlowt 
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T,(>N(iFELI/)W DEAD. 

Ay, it is well! C'nish back your selfish 

tears; 
For from the lialf-veiled face of earthly 

spring 
Ilatli he not risen on heaven-aspiring 

¥4ing 
To roach the spring-tide of the eternal 

years ? 

With life full-orbe<l, he stands amid his 

pwrs, 
The grand inimortiils! a fair, mild-eyed 

king. 
Flushing to hoar their ix>ti'nt welcomes 

ring 
Round the far circle of those luminous 

spheres. 

Mock not his heavenly cheer with mor- 
tal wail, 

Tiiloss sonic hunian-hoartcd night in- 
giilo, 

I'iorccd by griefs thorn, shall give such 
music birth 

That he, the now-winged soul, the 
crowned Jin«l shriven. 

May lean beyond the effulgent \erge of 
heaven, 

To catch his own sweet requiem, borne 
from earth ! 

iSuch marvellous requiem were a pa?an 

too — 
(Woe touched and quivering with 

trium)»liant fire): 
For him wliosi? course flushed always 

hiilh and higlicr, 
is lost Ix'vond the strange, mysterious 

blue: 
All! yrt. we murmur, /'f//i this thing be 

true ? 
?\)rfv»'r sih'Ht here, tliat ItMidor lyre. 
Tiiiu'd to all gnioious themes, all pure 

desire. 
Whose notes dro])p«'d sweet as honey, 

soft as i\v\\ ? 



1 No tearst yoa nj — ainoe ramidfld, 
! brave, complete^ 

I The poet's work Uea radlam at GoiTa 
i feeL 

: Nay! nay! our hearte with grief mmC 
hold their tryst: 
How dim grows all about na and above! 
Vainly we grope throng dealbPa bevU- 

dering misty 
To feel once more his clasp of jfcwwaa 
love! 

IL 

ON THE DEATH OF PRSSIDEm 
OABFIKLJK 

I SEE the Nation, as in antique ages. 
Crouched with rent robes, and ashei 
on her head: 
Her moiu-nful eyes are deep with dark 
presages, 
Her soul is hamited by a fonnlsH 
dread! 

''O God!'' she cries, *' why hast Thoa 
left me bleeding, 
Wounded and quivering to the heart's 
I hot core ? 

i Can fervid faith, M'inged prayei^ and 
anguished pleading 
Win balm and pity from thy 
no more f 

'* I knelt, I yearned, in agonlihig 
sion. 
Breathless to catch thy ^stiU 
voice' from far; 
Now thou haat answered, but in awfol 
fashion, 
I And stripped our midnight of ha Imi 
pale star. 

I ** What tears are given me hi o^cnaaa- 
tering measure. 
From fathondess floods of Maiah, 
darlcly free. 
While that pure life I held my 
treasure 
Is plungiui forever in deaUi*a 
N'.*a ! 
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''Hark to those hollow sounds of lam- 
eiiUtion, 
The muffled music, the funereal bell ; 
From far and wide on wings of desola- 
tion 
Float wild and wailful voices of fare- 
well. 

**Tlu' North-land mourns her grief in 
full libation, 
Outpoured for him who died at vic- 
tory's goal; 
And till' great West, in solemn ministra- 
tion. 
May not recall her hero's shining 
soul. 

*'Yea, the North mourns; the West; a 
stricken mother. 
Droops as in sackcloth with veiled 
brow and mouth; 
And what old strifes, what waning hates, 
can smother 
The generous heart-throbs of the pity- 
ing South ? 

•* Did doubt remain ? — She crushed its 
latest ember 
At that stern moment when the vio- 
tinfHfall 
diaiigod iovcliost summer to a grim De- 
cember, 
Paled by the hiss of Guiteau*8 murder- 
ous ball. 

"Thus by the spell of one vast grief 
luiited 
(Wlivre cypress boughs their death- 
cold shadows wave). 
My sons, I trust, a holier faith have 
plighti'd. 
And scaltMl the compact by his sacred 
grave." 



'Twas thus she spoke; but still in pros- 
trate sorrow, 
W^hil<> lowlier earthward drooped her 
brow august. 






To-day is dark; vague darkness clouds 
to-morrow« 
Ah! in God^s hand the nations are V 
but — dust! 

m. 

DKAN STANLEY. 

Dead! dead! in sooth his marbled brow 
is cold, 
And prostrate lies that brave, majestic 
head; 
True! liis stilled features own death's 
arctic mould, 
Yet, by Christ's blood, I know he is 
not dead! 

Here fades tlie castoff vestment that he 
wore. 
The robe of flesh, whence his true self 
hath fled; 
Whate'er be false, one faith holds fast 
and sure. 
Great souls like his abide not with the 
dead: 

Eyried with God, beyond all mortal pain, 
Breathing the effluence of ethereal 
birth. 
Through deeds diylne, his spirit walks 
again. 
On rhythmic feet the moomful patlui 
of earth f 

In heaven immortal, yet on earth su- 
preme, 
The glamour of his goodness still sur- 
vives, 
Xot in vain glimpses of a flattering 
dream, 
Bnt ik>wer and fruit of ransomed hu- 
man lives. 

His hopes were ocean-wide, and clasped 
mankind; 
No Levite plea his mercy tamed apart, 
But wounded souls ~ to whom all dse 
were blind — 
He soothed with wine and balsam of 
the heart. 



LATER I'OHMH. 



With stAJnlcw ItniuU h<' rvun-tl bis Mo- 
llis Masipr'd waicliwonl peftlcil o'er 
Inml anil sea ; 
And Mill tlirui^h ilays of g»iii, and days 

Procluiiiml tiift Rulilvi) tnice of eha.z- 

iiy. 



Cod's ganlpn will nois])iini tlie Lumblest 

Tliat yoanis for piiriT air ami loflier 
llamo. 

Tliia awwl i^vangi-l of tliu iiiilioi'ii ycara, 

tjocr-liko Ik' s|iako, as uiiu lliat viewed 

liis ijual, 

niiile ilift uorlil felt tliruiitfli ilarkiiesK 

anil tliroiuih Ivaiv. 

Mysterious uiusit; thrill its ra])liinHl 

De:iil! nay, not liviul! uli[ie t-aiili! 
Ihoiiiflils iis|>in', 
L'lollivil ill winsiil illicit acruM the 
fni]iyn-a1 lii'l;;!!!, 
And all tliu exjMniling »\nu:e in Hiuhed 
«iiU Hro, 
Aud dei'|i on ilcop, ln'Hveii openu to 
oiirsiKlit.- 

Iff cimaot. ilie ! vet ii'er his liiiit we shed 
Uiir mill of hiiiuati Mirrow: uii Ills 

C'nw^the |i!(le iNihiis; aud |iiilHi'iev> heiiil 
and lieiul 
I^avc lu tilt; ijliiet of hln rlol^^tered 

Sli'i-]!. kiiiijhlly H'holar! n'ui'iioi^sniiit, 
n-iMise! 
Thy li[.--f(.ri.i- foUUil like an iiufiirl.ii 

}i]iriii is liiiii^'n ruife — ils foam of i-n'^teil 

Aiul tlioii ha<1 round. »I last, (lie lluly 



WiiEK the wiiMlnmu beat and tb« tnu*- 

petaUare, 
n'lien brniwn Amuu In the ttarmj 

air, 
Wben at tboo^t of the <)eeda tliat miM 

soon be (lone, 
The lit^uls of a ihoiisaiid leap Dp as 

Who could not nuh throngb tbe din and 
I smolcp, 

I The caniion'scraahand the sabrestrofcr, 
i .Scarce conscious of ebbing blood w 
I breath. 

With a laugh for voiuuli anil a acofl A 
death? 

But wben on the suUen breeie Utcrc 

Xo thrill of tnimpeu nor throbof dnuM, 
But oniy tliu wail ol thr slek laid low 
I)v the treacherous blight of a tIcwIms 

foe- 
Who, then, will up^id his loins for fl^ 
With tlie loathsome pest In tbe poisoDed 

night, 
N'li martial niiuic his pulse to abut, 
Itiit lilt: still, suuU voice of tlie ratUnl 

heart? 
Who theti * Behold him, the caln, the 

On bin billowy path to an allm grmvt\ 
^^creDe ill llie cham of hii Uad-llk« 
will. 



This t>''t!''''" wrapped In hit tendir 

His vision uf help tor the sick laU low 
lly the i-vil ni>ell of an ambushed foe. 

.Ml! swiftly he speeds 'mid the hoUmr 
Of is'lls thai are tolling todoMh aad 
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Till t'vcn the souiHis of tlu* bi*lls grow 

Mill: 
For till' lianiis of tlu'ir rinjjers are lax 

anil rliill. 
And tlh* liiun o{ tho mournors is hoanl 

no nion* 

< Mj thf uii'^ty n1o|m' ami tlu' vacant shore, 
An«l tln' f«'W frail iTcaturos that j^reet 

him S('t>iu 
Ihit tln' i:h(>sts of ni«*n by a phantom 
stream. 

Still ilu' hrro hi«i own £jn*at soul enticed 
To sutler and toil in the name of Christ, 
lie follows wlien-ver his I^ord had led, 
I'm the fami'^hed lint or the d\ini: be«l. 
lie me<lieines N«»ttly the frvered |>ain: 
r«> the starviiii; he hrinp'lh his golden 

IT rain: 
And I'Vei- htfure him and ever above 
N the sluM-n of the imfurled winjis of 

love. 

.M«:inwhile. in his distant homt* are those 
riiat hi" i^oin.; has roblH'd of their sweet 

repo^r. 

The .l;i\ - i»;i«.s hv them lik«' leaden years; 
The iii'^ht> are bitter with tears and 

lear-^ — 
rill a" i.jsj. h\ the li;^htnin'_j *;laniour 

>l>e«i. 

< <»me^ a ii.ime ami date, with the one 

word. •• Dead!" 
\nil the arms of the smitten are lifttnl 

hii:!!. 
And the hia\en> are rent by an anguished 

rry! 

i).ad! dea 1! Vain word for the wise to 

hear! 
II*»\\ t.iNe itsi'cho on heart and ear! 
io fill- .-arth and <'arth's he may close 

his fVes. 

r.iif whiMlar«'s tell ns ;i martyr dies? 
And oi" liim jii»t ixone it were lM»st to .sav 
That ill '-oiin- rharmed hour of night or 

da> — 
llavinij i;i\en us all that bi>» m ml could 

gi\e — 

liravc Hiram Henner Iw-an to live. 



V. 

W. GILMOHE SIMMS. 

A POEM 

Delivered on the night <»f the 13lh of Decem- 
ber, ls77 **at the <*liarl«*i«town Aeudeniv of 
Music." :4.s prologue to thi* *• Dniniatie Knter- 
tainnient" in iud*uf the *' Siiuuin Memorial 
fund.- 

TuE swift mysterious seasons rise and 

set : 
The onmi potent years pass o'er us. 

bright or dun; — 
Dawns blush, and mid-days bum. 'till 

scarce a wan* 
Of what dee]) meaning haunts our 

twilight air. 
We pause l)cwilderc<l, yearning for the 

sun: 
Only to lind in that strauije uvening- 

tide. 
By tlu^ last sunset pathos san(*tiH4Hl. 
Pale memory near us. and divine re- 

gret: 

Then memor>' gently takes us by the 

hand ; 
And doubtful ))oundaries of a fade<l 

time, 
Half veiled in mist and rime. 
Emerge, grow bright, expand; 
The past iM'comes the present to our 

eyes : 
Poor slaves of dust and death, 
(As if SOUK* tnmip of re.siirr«»<'ti<m 

clear 
Somewhere outiwaled, our senses coidd 

not hear) 
Rise, freiMl from ehurchyard taint and. 

mortal stain; 
OM friends! dear eomradi**! Jmrr wo 

met at^iin ? 
(Joil! how the*e dismal years 
Of anguishe<l desolation, and veilcHi 

tears. 
Of f«*ttenMl fetding, and <lespondent 

sighs. 
Wither and shrivel likt; a parchment 

M'roll 



:;u» 



i.ATi'in rohwhs. 



►St'izL'd by tln' t'liry of eoii'^niiiing tin', 
IJefoiv tln' raptim* of tin* illuiiiiiKMl 

soul. 
Jiiflod and lijj[ht«'ii«Hl by our love's 

tb»sir<*I 

(.)M irionds! <b»ar coiurados I have we 

Tonu'I let us fondly mark 
Ju iliis wi'ird irur«\ whose moments 

.M)on niu.Nt iK't'. 
•Twixt the cbarined heart and dread 

realitv. 
Those well-belovc'd features that ye wore 

Ouee on this earthly shore. 
Now n'seui'd from the void and treach- 
erous <lark! 
OI faces soft or strong. 
Familiar face's I how ye press and throng 
("lox'ly about us. while the <'n<'hanted 

lidit 
I'hanifrs to n(tonday oiu' loni^ spiritual 

niirht ! 
The faillifid eyes that beamed in oui*s of 

Sliiin' on us in their anrii'Ul iruileless 

way. 
rndimmed. iinsliorn «>f '»;//' benetieeut 

ray. 
And vital st'endni; as our own. to-day; 
I.ips smile, as oiht* they smiled witli 

innoej'nt z<'st. 
\Vh«-n round the soeial hoard 
Till' impetuous flootl-tide poured 
( M" lurijie-NS mirth, and keen s])arklini;; 

j«'>t 
Vanisju'd like win«'-foani on its ixoldcn 

rrest I 
W<' feel the loyal tjrasp 
of many a warm hand, yielding ehisp 

ft)r elasp: 
I Jut may not slay, alas I we may not 

stay 
To «;n*el ye one by one, 
('omra<h»sI returned from realms beyond 

the sun: 
For lo! in rii^htful ]>reeedenee of ])ower, 
**A Saul amongst his brethren,-' than 

the rest 



' loftier, if ruder in his iiattiral might. 

The man who toiled through fortune's 
bitterest hour. 

As calmly steadfast and sapi«mely 
brave, 

As if above a fair life's tranquil wave. 

lirooded the halc)'ou witli iinruflled 
breast: 

The man whose stunly frame upheld 
aright. 

We in(H*t, (() friends), to consecrate to- 
night ! 

All ])regnant iKiwers tliat wait 

On inU'llectual .state, 

FavoHMl and loved him; earliest, dear- 
ths! came 

Imagination, ruiMnl in mystical flame; 

Her clear eyes searching all created 
things 

Heavenly and t^artlily ; with vast breadth 
of wings 

Knginlled by the magic of a spell ineffa- 
ble'; 

And like the .«iM>rtive nymph of wood- 
land bowers. 

Fancy stole on him i-oyly, pranked with 
flowers, 

WhenM)f the faiivst her white fingen 
.shed, 

To crown his Iwnded lieH«1. 

Bhitf humor true, if broad, 

Plac(Hi in his hand a mirth-evoking rod. 

While satin*, from the heights of reason 
proud, 

Fhisheda keen gleam. like lightning from 
a cloud 

The levin-bolt so sheerly cuts in two. 

The cloud disparts, to leave — a lumi- 
nous blue! 

All that he was. all that he owned, we 

know 
Was lavishiHl freely on one sacred 

shrine. 
The shrini> of home and country! from 

the first 
Fresh blush of youth, when merged In 

sanguhie glow, 
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His lir>!-|uiLli siH'iuiil n shulou'lcss Bievp Down to the ilay, a few sad years ago, 

to sliiiiv, Wlieii a grave vetenin with his age's 

I.i-a(lili^ fon-ver iipwan) tu tlie stars; SL'ara, 

'riiniiiL!li iiiBiiy u Ui>»pcrate aiul embtt- lie moved among us, like ft Titan 
li'nil strife maimed; 

Only one glorioiu goal, 
Througli fate, grief, eliange, the pnre al- 
legiance claimed 



'I' 1 lilt mg1n<;, rose ami burst 
Aliove till' »toriii-« niekiil waste of mid- 
illi'-lit-. 




Of his uneoiiquereit and majestic soul; 
Tlif goal of honor; not that he might 

Wimc anil dtmiinanl; but tliat all men's 

Mhjht riric. iitri-hnarr through muek 
brfiv Ml >,f l,i». 

ffin coimtry strippini of every filthy we«l 

Of crime imii'ilrd ; in tlioiight, icorif anil 
. ileed. 

A nolile people, none wonld dare desptoe 
In their unsntliiil I'aUmmrutt, 
(Whieli he with hllMful awe, 



And all a poet'a prescient faith (oreuw;) 
A n<Ale people, o'er their subject-Unda 
Kullng with constant hearts and itain- 

Ins hands; 
Tlieir feet firm planted as McGregor's 

Deep In Ihr herbage of their native sod. 
And every Uoneat forelwad frae to rc«T 

A front imqnelled by tear. 
Untouched by shanM, imfmnnred by 

Illgl) In man's sight, or bowed alooe to 
UodI 



LATER POEMS. 



>, let U! 



r the aluifl, and poise the 



Alxn-u ili(> ntoiildcriiig, but alil priceless 

Uf vauislKilgenliis! I,i<tuiir liviiiiit:i! lie 

I^rgu as lliat apluiulM pruJi^iility 

0£ (orwt aiiil love. Hln'rewiili he 

siaiielily wnnijjlit 
Out fiiiiii llic <|iuirrii-s uf liis own ili^'p 



ihu 



iilil, 



l'iiiiuiulH-i'(»laiiaiii;s; wlicthor of gooil or 

ill, 
So puny piipiH'ta whose false itcliuii 

flTlS 

On a faUe Hlugc, liki> SvMc Marivii- 

Itiil life-like, hiunnnslitl: 
Tj-jK-s of a iiy-{;uuv ; 



s of (■ 



', ^'aiiil hinluric forms, 1 
iEe-vlvltie.1, niid n--. 



<taii<l. 



The hnivcs who Klriivc lhniU):h eloiul- 

eiiii>iu|iuw«il wiiys. 
Iiifliiilt' inivail, uiid iiuiliini ilispnitse. 
To giianl. to siiiv, to wn-in-h from t yr.iiit 

li,ir.U-s. 
Hv the iM'ii-s virlius or Ihe lor.ilii-r 

f^Honl's 
Unnivi-hni LilHTty. 
Th.' viri-'iii Uiiiiln-ss on ft virsiii Mraiiil! 



The luveih-st land tliat aniUes li 

The ro'uUaad tffour IV>«(eni Italg; 
I view the waters quivering; qumIF the 

AVliosc briny ntclness keeps an undrr 

Of flavoFOUR tropic sweets (percliuiee 
swi'pt home, 
I AerosK the Hickcriiig waslo 

I Of siuiiiner waves, i-np[>e<l hy the Ariel 

I From <.'nba's jierf nmeil groves, and g*i^ 
den Npiceries! 

Alonji: the horizon-line a vapor swlius. 
I I*nle it^e anil amethyst, melting Into 

rp to our feci the fawnini; ripjiles rulkil. 
CilliiimiT an instant, tn-mble. lap:^-. 

The whole rare seene. Its every cli-nieiit 
Ethen-ali»-il. ttaiisniutetl sul>tly, blent 

Hy viewless alehciny. 
Into (he ^lory iif a gcitilen niooti, 
; Urinus |ii>tent exiiltniluns, while I n'alk, 
I (A joyful youth again). 

The hiioiv-wliite Uroelies by the Atlant'e 
3I»In: 
! Ah! u"t hIoug' tbo cnrking f^une of 

Far fniiii hlni yet; his bold hopes iinsub- 

I Hy the long ant-uish of Hie woes to be. 
I .MiiliiMist bis yeats, in luellow-liearteil 



: Ueside i 



yn 



!• Stands our atalwart-statuml 



S.>e! what a Viking's mien! 
' Half tawny lucks In careles* nuurs 

Over hlHiiin]>h' forehead's massive doiur! 
ICvi-s of 1k>1<1 outlook, that somtxiiues 

Ih'Tieath 
TIk'Ii' 1i-v el-fronted brows, shine Uu- 

iH'nt, dei-p, 
Willi iijsjii rations scarce aroiued fniin 



t 
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And sometimes rife with Ire, 
.Sent forth as sword-blades fr6m an un- 
bared slieatli, 
Flaslies of sudden fire! 
His wliole air l)reatlies of combat, unse- 

reno 
I*rofounds of fe(?lin<x, by a scornful world 
Too early stirred to impotent disdains; 
(initTous withal : Imund by all liberal ties 
Of lonlly-nature I ma<;nanimities; 

Whnvof we mark the sign 
In the curved fidlness of a mobile 

mouth. 
Almost voluptuous; hinting of the 

south, 
Whose suns high summer shed through 

all his veins: 
Blending the mildness of a cordial grace 
With sterner traits of his Berserker face, 
Firm-set as granite, haughty, leo- 
nine. 

No ])rlm I'recislan he! his fluent talk 
I{ov«m1 tlu-o' all toi)ics, vivifying all; 
Now deftly ranging level plains of 

thought. 
To sink, anon in metaphysical deeps; 
Whence, by caprice of strange transition 

brought 
Outward ancl upward, the free current 

sought 
ld»?al sununit«<, gathering in its course, 
Splendid momentum and im|x^rious 

force. 
Till, down it rushed as mighty cataracts 

fall. 
Hurled from gaunt mountain steeps! 

Si)()rtive he could be as a gamesome boy! 

By heaven! as 'twere but yesterday, I 
see 

His tall frame quake with throes of jolli- 
ty; 

Hear his rich voice that owned a jovial 
tone. 
Jocund as FalstafTs own; 

And catch moist glints of steel-blue eyes 
f»Vmui 

Sideways, by tiny rivulets of fun! 



Alas! this vivid vision slowly fades! 
Its serious beauty, and its flush of joy 
Pass into nothingness! . . . Stem 

Death resumes 
His sombre empire in the dusk of 

tombs; 
And the deep umbrage of the cypress 

glades 
Is wanly, coldly cast 
In lengthening gloom o'er the reburied 

past! 
What then ? the spirit of him 
We mourn and fain would honor, grows 

not dim; 
On earth will live with consummated 

toil 
Worthily wrought, despite the hot tur- 
moil 
Of oiwn ennnty, the secret guile. 
That mole-like burrowed 'neath the 

fruitful soil 
Of his broad mental acres, but to show 
Marks of its crawling littleness between, 

Each far-extended row 
Of those hale harvests, glittering gold or 

green! 

And somewhere, somewhere in the infi- 
nite space. 
Like all true souls by our Soul-Father 

prized. 
It dwells /oreoer individualized ; 
No ghost bewildered 'midst a ''No 

Man*sLand;" 
Outlawed and banned 
Of fair identity's redeeming grace. 
Shivering before its wretched phantom 

self. 
Marred by Lethean moonshine — a pale 

elf. 
A passionless shadow, bat in mind and 

heart, 
Tlie mortal creature's manreUons coiu- 

terpart; 
Only exalted, nobler; down on as 
Gaxing thro' fathomless ethen liimt' 

nous; 
Watching the earth and earth-waji 

from afar. 



LATEIt 1'<}I:MS. 



Perhups uitli suiiienlint uf ii gi-untfiil ' 

Yet tctu|M:nil liy thf tolerance wldcb be- 

Oiit- h>i^; traiiNlatcil rnitii ti<ir sjilicre of 

Hollow iilitsioiis, viuruiit viiiiitiL-s. 
To tliiLl. Viist iti-riiai, u'liicli iH-yuiiil 

Wheel- »'1iti iiiiiv i.'111-MX'.' uiiiUt vuiiiler 

<.l„l!,..,L>ki.'.; 
(.'lear " l.■oi.l,^l» "f vaiilagc,'' in su 
ilt;til]ik-M'-liii'! 



through aU the fnit- 

fiil yi-iin, 
Uur e>'<-«i Hlimll greet the i 



Creatiuiiii fliie. 
Ills iirodlgal olbpring, crowd so tUeklj 

TliHt Wit falls foul of Sorrow, Cu^d* 

Wunii arms with Avarice, and Lot«'i 



liuji;; l>y tin- liiiiiiN of Hjiirlls; I'Vcry- 



'rhi>ii};li ^ne. liU art 
Triuiiii>1iant Himis tlic ilin-Ateiilngcloudt 
of <leiitli; 
\is l'iliiImw Lues foniver pabe and 

I Mti:<-iH.-d III till- Ufe-blooil of the human 



While l>at1ii>H. iNik-, HiKl sliu.l»»>. 1ik< 

SobH liputl IltllllOl's IllVllsI. lliu 

riir H iziinl kini; win. Umvls lla-m all - 
idem.'. 



Willi 



ii<] n 



Karli lir>ii(lii)ii: l<m- -.i toiiil fniirii>:il 

Kw'li siullv Ih>w<"1 <>'>-r i\M ^riiiiil. .il.'til 
li.'iirt. 



j r-l IIAYARIt TAYtJlR HEYOXD Kp*. 

I A^ln'rHuitliiii 1 u'al«.'li the fervid coalv, 
Willie the chill hcaveiis without ahlne 
I wauly wlitl^, 

' 1 wrimler, frieinl! lu what rare realm uf 

I l'»» luiil [Ik- ti)>riaii)g Chiistiiuw4lde 
I io-iiii;lit! 

1 L-avc till' tire-place, lift lite curtain's 

folil. 
Anil jHiTiDg paat tliese sliadowy wln- 

:>>'i- iliiiiii^li liruad ritta of ghostly ekmrif 
iinroltml. 
Till- ixdslii); pallor of phaniaMaal 

I'liaiiioinH ilii^y seem, gllmpanl ihroogfa 
ilii' I'loiulnl deep, 
i'ill tiK' winds ceaae, aati 
^liUNily glow 
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Gives place above to liiiuinous calms of 
sleep, 
Beneath, to glitterin*; amplitudes of 
snow ! 

Some stall's like steely lH)sks on blazoned 
shifMs, 
Stn<l e<Mistt»lhitions moasiirek^ss in 
mii^ht; 
SoHH' lily-pah*, make fair lln^ ethereal 
fields. 
In which, () friend, art tlKmenHphei-ed 
to-night ? 

Where'er mid yonder intinite worlds it 1m». 
Its souls, 1 know, are clothed with 
wintrs of tire; 
How wouhlst thon seorn even Immor- 
tality, 
In whose dull rest thou couldst not 
still aspire! 

There, Ilonu»r raised where genius can- 
not no<l. 
Hears the <m-1hmI thundei's of celestial 
seas ; 
And Shakespeare, lofty almost as a iUnl. 
Smiles his large smile at Aristophanes; 

With earth's supremest souls, still 
grouiM^fl apart, 
<ireat souls nuule perfect in the eternal 
noon, 
TIhtc thy loved (ioethe holds thcH^ to his 
heart. 
He-lx)rn to youth and all life's chonls 
in tune. 

While in the liberal air of that wide 
heaven, 
lie whis])ers: **(\nnel we share the 
self-same luiight ; 
To me on earth thy noblest toils were 
given. 
Brothers, henceforth, we walk these 
paths of light." 

Clear and more elear the railiant vision 
gleams! 
More bright grand sha))es and glorious 
faci's grow: 



While like deep fugues of victory, heard 
in dreams, 
A thousand heavenly clarions seem to 
blow ! 

VIII. 

BAY Aim TAYLOU (I'PON DEATH). 

" More than once I hav«» mot death, but 
without fear! Nor ilo 1 tfurmiw! Without 
l>eiiiK able to deiiioutftrate it, I KNow tlkat my 
soul cannot die. . . Iiidoi'd, to tne the inflnUe 
in more ooniprchonsible than the flnite !" 

TlieHc wonU o<H*ur in a letter of liayanl 
T«yl«u"'s to nic, written not many week»» before 
liin <ieath. They have suijoeeftetl the following 
Honnet : — 

'* Oft have I frontetl 1)<>at]i, nor feared 

his might ! 
To me immortal, this dim Finite se«»ms 
Like .some waste low-land, crossiHl by 

wandering streams 
Whose clouded wavt»s scarce catch our 

yearning sight: 
C'learer l)y far, the imi^erlal Infinitt>! 
Though its ethereal radiance only gleams 
In exaltations of majestic <lreams. 
Such dreams portray (iod's heaven of 

heavens aright!'- 
Thou blissful Faith! that on death's 

inuninent brink 
Thus nuich of heaven's mysterions tnith 

hast told ! 
Soul-life as])ir<'s, thotigh all the stars 

should sink; 
Not vain our loftiest instinct's upwanl 

sti'ess. 
Nor liath the inunortal hope shone clear 

and lH>ld, 
To <|nencli at death, his torch In noth- 
ingness! 

IX. 

KICIIARD II. DANA, 8KN. 

O DERP grave oyen! tliat long have 
schemed to gaz«* 
On our low level f nun far loftier clays, 
O grand gray head ! an aureole seemed to 
gird. 
Drawn from the spirit's pure, immacit- 
laU* rays! 



s^i'I 
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At IcngtU <l(>at1i's signal sounds! From 

Pass thi- pale iiliantoiua o( our eartU 

Tliv any \ivail ilroops; the luuscful lips 

On lifi-'s vain iiiicstiouli^s and more 
vainr«pll«s! 

Ijik<? sinnc i.'aiinl oak uerc llioil, lliat 

loiu-ly Kianiis 
'Mill f:i]li'ii tniiiks in oiiLwom <I<^sorL 

Still Kumiil at rur^, with rliyllimic Itravi's 
tliHi>iir 
Tusufl fiuifttuucliesuf aerial lianils. 

All ! I'lii;; uc viuwiil tlii-c tlitis, forlunilv 
five. 
Ill thai ilciiil ^'>vc thv sola iini-avi^hiil 

II »ujilos! Ihi- oak 



Lo! lli<: dark axi- 
llc-s low 
Thut tuui'hil 111 lumly i- 



IKl s< 



1.1. ! tli.-ro 111' lU-K. ,m- rairiai-cli Vwt, 

Has ivantl a waml t.r invsti-rv <>\r his 
ll>-:ld. 
T..ii.-li.^l lii^ ^iii.Tij; Uiiart. ami back 

IlLHlHllsOCl'aMI-. 

Ih'liolil tit inarhli- i|iii<-Iiiil<' li.- lies! 
ralli.l atKl .■..Id. ilivom-.! fii.m ..attlLly 
liivaili. 
AVitli irinijiill lifow, lii\ haiiiK mid 
ilr.Mtiit<s-^.-v.'s. 
V.'l l1i.'<'lM.r,l ll|.^l^<.uld striiHosTiiilu 
iti il<Mlli. 

WHI may Ilii-vMiiil.': for <l.':il1i. toMii-li 



And, In gnod tnica with 
Lifts t() song' 

star-like fame! 



■mB POLB OF DEA-m. 

How solemnly on inolinifiil eym 

Tlir mystic warning rote, 
Willie o'er iho Singer's foreliead Item 

A twiliglit of repose. 

The- twilight ilccpens Into night, — 
Tliat nlglit of troHsn breath. 

The rigor of wlioso Arctic blight. 
We reeogniEeas — deatli! 

Uiit siiiee Iteyoml tin- polar Ice 
Mill/ sliine l>right baths of balm ; 

I*asl hs grim Imrrlers' last device, 
A erystal-bearteil eaitu, — 

'fling, ice-bound Death that giukids t 
well 

His far-off, secret goal. 
May i-lasp a ih'acii ineffable. 

For some wlio reacli bis pole! 

-Mv poet — is It thus with Ihee, 
llc.voiid IliU iwitlghl pray. — 

This froz.-n btlKlil. >bU sombre tern, ~ 
All ! Iiast tliou found the Uay ? 



TiiK maiiiie.I aiiit bmken warrior laj-, 
Ity bji' last fiM-niHii Invnghl to iMiy. 

Nil soiiiicIh of ImtllKlV-liI wen- there — 
Tim tlniin'H iWp Itass. Ilu- irvinppi'i 
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No linos of swart battalions broke 
Infuriate, thro^ the sulphurous smoke. 

But silence held the talntwl room 
An ominous hush, an awful gloom, 

Save when, with feverish moan, he 

stirred, 
And droppe<l some faint, half-muttered 

word. 

Or outlined in vague, shadowy phrase, 
Tlic changeful scenes of perished days! 

What thoughts on his bewildered brain. 
Must then have flashed their blinding 
pain I 

The past and future, blent in one, — 
Wild chaos round life's setting sun. 

\\\\\ most his spirit's yearning gaze 
Was fain to pierce the future's haze, 

And haply view what fate should find 
The tender loves he left behind. 

**0 (iod! outworn, despondent, poor, 
I Uirry at death's opening door, 

While subtlest ties of sacred birth 
JStill bind me to the lives of earth. 

How run I in calm courage die. 
Thrilled by the anguish of a cry 

I know from ori)haned lips shall start 
AlM)ve a father's pulseless heart*?" 

II is eyes, by lingering languors kissed, 
Shone like sad stars thro' autumn mist; 

And all his being felt the stress 
Of helpless passion's bitU^mess. 

When, from the fever-haunted room, 
The presci<Mit hush, the dreary gloom, 

A blissful hope divinely stole 
O'er the vextnl waters of his soul, 

Tli'it sank as sank that stormy sea. 
Subdued by Christ in Galilee. 



It whispered low, with smiling mouth. 
She is not dead, — thy queenly South. 



n 



And since for her each liberal vein 
Lavished thy life, like vintage rain. 

When round the bursting wine-press 

meet 
Tlie Ionian harvesters' crimsoned feet; 

And since for her no galling curb 
Could bind thy patriot will superb. 

Yea ! since for her thine all was spent. 
Unmeasured, with a grand content, — 

Soldier, thine orphaned ones shall rest. 
Serene, on her imperial breast. 

Her faithful arms shall be their fold. 
In 8unnner*s heat, in winter's cold; 

And her proud beauty melt above 
Their weakness in majestic love!" 

Ah ! then the expiring hero's face, 
Like Stephen's, glowed with rapturous 
grace. 

Mail missiles of a morbid mood, 
Hurled at his heart in solitude, 

No longer wounding, roimd it fell; 
Peace sweetened his supreme farewell! 

For sure the harmonious hope was true, 
O South! he leaned his faith on you! 

And in clear vision, ere he died. 
Saw its pure promise Justified. 



MEDITATIVE AND RELIQIOUS, 

I. 
CHRIST OM EARTH. 

Had we but lived in those mysterious 

days. 
When, A veiled God 'mid unregenerate 

men, 
Christ calmly walked our devious mortal 

ways, 



h 
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Crownotl with griefs bitter rue iu place View the hune leap, and watch the np- 
of hays. — risini: dead : 

Ah! liad w<' lived hut then: Ah! had we lived bwt then! 



Lived to drink in with e\ery wondering The world grows old. Faith, once a 

'»i'*'ittli' mountain stream, 

A eonseiousness beyond all human Now crawls polluted down a poisonous 

ken. tVn; 

That elotii.Ml in llesh, as long eom-eived The Bethlehem star hath lost its morning 

ill taitli, iK'am: 

We viiwed ilir Loi<l of lite and Lonl of Thy face, dear <'hrist. wanes like a 

deatii. — wasted dream, — 

Ah! iiad \\»' lived but tiieii: How changed, how eiild sinee then. 



To mark all Nalnie <iuiekeiiing where 
He trod, 
WhellH'ilJiio' golden lirld. nislia<lowv 
glen. 
While ;i >tiang»' sweetness brealhe<l from 

leaf and elod. 
As thro* man's image they divined their 
(iod : — 
Ah I had we li\ed Iml lln-n ! 

Wild biids ab<)\ .' him passed on i-everent 
winu. 
And •>avage sovi-reigns of dai-k <lune 
or dm, 
< )nt >i«.l<' lo 'j;it'e! Him with mild mnr- 

muiing. 
Soft as a iie>tt'd do\«'*s song in the 
spring — 
Ah ! bail \\r lived but then ! 

At "jx-acr: br Mill!** Ill,' >toi'm-wind 

<fa<('d to roar. 
And the lidlcd walrr> seeme(l to sigh 

•• anirn! " 
K< ar — tlic soul's niigbtiei' tempest — 

MULf^'d no nioiT. 
Hir a slrani:«- siilhit'ss frll on .^ea ami 

sliofr : — 
All ! bad we IImmI but tlu'U ! 

W iib our own cars to brar the words Ilr 

said. 

(I'lirii- niiisi.- i^ondei-jni: o'er and o'rr 

aL:ain ! i 
'i'ln' wint" of w isd«tm «|iiatl[ from w isdoin's 

bead. 



Ah! 'tis our sordid lives whose promise 
fails: 
These languorous lives of low, lost, 
aindess nn'u; 
Thro' moi'kery's mist «)ur lord's pure 

aureole i)ales. 
Vet tenderer than the Syrian ni<;htin- 
gah's. 
His voice sounds iwir as then. 

II. 

IIAKVEST-IIOMK. 

O'ki: all the fragrant land this harveftt 
<lay. 
What l)ounte<nis sheaves areganiere^l, 
ear and blade! 
Whether the heavens 1h» golden-^la<l, «)r 
gray. — 
And tlu' swart laborers toil in sun or 
shade : — 

Like some fair m«>tlier in tinie\snioniin£! 
beams. 
When moital beauty lure<l innnortal 
eyes, 
III It, Karih lies smiling in ethereal 
dreams. 
While her deep-l><)sonied hreathins:^ 
fall and rise! 

riirouuh half-elosed lids she views o'er 
lawn aixl lea. 
Kieh-fruiled trees, vast piles of ^lim- 
tuerinu' i;rain. — 
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And from the moimtain boundaries to 
the sea, 
Hears the low rumbling of the loaded 
wain. 

A magical murmur boni of ocean-deeps, 
Blent with the pine-tree's lingering 
music thrills 
Up the brown x>iistures to the trackless 
steeps. 
And an<*iont caverns of the lonely 
hills. 

Far- flashing insects flicker thro* the 
jjrass ; 
The humble-bee with burly bass drones 

Afjirthe plover pipes; the curlews pass 
I n long lithe lines across the violet sky : 

A mellowed radiance rings creation 
round ; 
Plenty and peace the auspicious season 
bless ; 
The full year pauses proudly, clothed 
and crowned 
In consummation of high queenliness: 

All nature seems to throb with rhythmic 
fires ; 
Dawns rise harmonious ; splendid sun- 
sets roll 
Down to the chorus of invisible choirs — 
Strange wimls in tune with Earth's 
victorious soul! — 

Thus, on the verge of winter's dreary 
rest, 
Nature rejoices in rare pomps of 
powtT ; 
To breeze and sunbeam bares her prodi- 
gal breast. 
And robes in i)uri)le her last shadowless 
hour. 

• 

Ah, when Life's autumn nears the eter- 
nal main. 
May the heart' s granar>' its rich depths 
tuifold, — 



Brimmed with immaculate sheaves of 
heavenly grain, 
And flushed with fruitage of unfading 
gold! 

III. 

RECOXCIIJATION. 

[From the South to the North. Written in 
view of the new year.] 

Land of the \orth! 1 waft to thee 
The South' 8 warm benedicite! 
Thou camest when all was grief and pain^ 
The feverish blood, the tortiu^ bmin, 
When through hot veins delirium ran, 
Thou cam' St, the true Samaritan! 

The chann of ruthful grace divine, 
The golden oil and perfumed wine, 
Have soothed far deeper wounds than 

those 
Which banned tbe body's hale rei)ose; 
On anguished souls dropped purely calm^ 
And sweet as Mary's ''spikenard'' 

balm! 

Lo! now o*er all the world are drawn 
Clear splendors of the New-year's dawn I 
O North ! O South! let warfare cease! 
Hark! to that prince whose name Is 

peace! 
And ere time's new-bom child departs, 
Be joined in hands and joined in 

hearts! 

Once wedded thus, O North! O South! 
Should discord ope her Marah mouth, , 
Smite the foul lips so basely fain 
To outpour hate's salt tides again: 
Long raged the storm, long lowered the 

night,— 
O faction, fly our morning light! 

IV. 
A VERKAL HTMV. 

The fresh spring burgeons into bloom — 
And Earth with all her vernal charmt 

Lies like a queenly bride enclasped 
Within her heavenly bridegroom' • 
arms; 
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TIio storms tliat raved liavo sunk to 
p«*afo ; 

FiH'od rivulets weave a blitliesome lay, 
And blissful Nature softly sings 

Preludings of her |)erfeet day I 

Meanwhile there's not a breeze that 

thrills 
Leaf. bud. and flower with genial 



Whirh do«»s not breathe thy mystic hoi>e, 
Oh. soul of Palingenesis: — 

(flan<'e wli<»re we may, the synilnds rise 
Of loftier loves and lives to be: — 

Tills iHdrrcUous sjn'iiKj-tinir senilis to 
t/rnsj) 
Th*' .skirts of inunortolitu ! 

V. 
( irillSTIAX KXAI/FATIOX. 

O CnmsTiAN scildierl sliouldst thou rue 
Life and its toils, as others <lo — 
WoAxr a sad frown from <lay to day. 
And garb tliy soid in liodilen gray '.* 
O ralhrr sliouldst thou smile elate, 
I'nfiuellrd by sin, unawed by hal«*, — 
Thy lofty-statun'd s])irit tin'ss 
In moods of royal stateliness: — 
For say. what service so divine 
As that, ah! warrior heart, of thine. 
llii:h pledged alike through gain or loss. 
To thy brave banuer of the cross? 

^'ea! what hast fhati to do with gloom. 
Whose footsteps spurn the contpiered 

tond>? 
Thou that through dr<>ariest dark can 

se<' 
A '•uiiling iuiuiortality ? 

Leave to the mournful doubting slave. 
Who deems the whole wan earth a grave, 
AiToss whos(> dusky mounds forlorn 
Can rise no resurrection mom. 
The sombre mien, the funeral weed. 
That darkly nwitch so dark a <Tee<l: 
Hut In- thy brow turni'd brlixht on all. 
Thy voice like some clear clarion call. 



Pealing oVr life's tuiniiltuoiis van 
The keynote of the ho|)e8 of man, 
While o'er thee tlanies through gaiii« 

through loss, — 
That fadeless symbol of the crofla. 



▼I. 

sulitidk; IX y<u'th axi> age. 

I In youth we shrink from solitude! 

I Its quiet ways we »hun, 

, Hccanse our hearts are fain to clance 
With others* in the sun ; — 
Life's nectar bul)l>llng brightly up, 
O'erfloweth towanl our brother^s cup. 

In age we shrink from solitude. 

Because our God is tlienr : 
An<l something in his ** still, small voice'' 

Doth bid our souls *' bewan*!" 
Who flies from God and roiiK(*ience. can 
Hut seek his fellow-sinner — man ! 

VII. 
IkEMAI.. 

Wk look with scorn on lVter'« thrice- 
told lie: 

Holdly we say, *' GckmI brother! you 
nor 1. 
S<) near the sacre<l I^rd, the riirist, 
indtvd. 

Had dared His name and niarrelloin 
i^raee deny." 

Oh, futile l>oast! Oh, haughty Ups« be 

dumb! 
rnhenilded by boisterous tramp or 

drum. 
How oft 'mid silent eves and midnight 

chimes. 
Vainly to us our pleaillng Lord hath 

come — 

KnockiMl at our hearta, and striven to 

enter there; 
Hut we |K>or slaves of mortal ain and care, 
Smik in d(H>i> sloth, or bound bj 

spiritual sU*ep, 
Heard not the voice divine, the 

prayer! 
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Ah ! well for its if some late spring-tide 

hour 
Faith still may bring, with blended shine 

and shower; 
If throujjh wanu tears a late remorse 

may shed, 
Our wakened soids put forth one 

heavenly flower I 

VIII. 
LKSSO.N or SI'BMISSIOX. 

Bex YoissiF, l)ound to Mecca, day by 

day 
Toiled bravely o'er the desert's fiery 

way. 
Till its hot sands and flint-sown courses 

sore 
Pressed on the broidered sandals which 

he wore, 
Scorching and cutting! at the last they 

fell 
Loosely abroad; — he seemed to fare 

through hell, 
So blistering now, the flame-hued rocks 

and dust: — 
*• O mighty Allah ! " cried he, *' art thou 

just. 
To let thy faithful pilgrim, serving thee, 
Pass onwanl, thus, in nameless agony?" 
With bitter thoughts and half-rebellions 

mind 
lie left, at length, the desert sands 

behind. 
And still in that dark temper — far 

from gra(.*e — 
Went where his brethren midst the 

holy place 
Kneeled, by the CacJuCs sanctity en- 
thralled: — 
Lo! there lu' marked a smitten wretch 

who crawled 
Nearer the shrine, on bleeding hands 

and knees, 
Yet his deej) eyes were stars of prayer 

and pt»ace ; — 
And ah, how Youssuf s heart remorae- 

ful beat. 
To find /le' lacked not only shoes, but — 

feet! 



IX. 
THE AUPREME HOUR. 

There comes an hour when all 1ife*s 
joys and pains 
To our raised vision seem 
But as the flickering phantom that 
remains 
Of some dead midnight dream ! 

Tlierc comes an hour when earth recedes 
so far. 

Its wasted wavering ray 
Wanes to the ghostly pallor of a star 

Merged in tlie milky way. 

Set on the shari>f sheer summit that 
divides 
Immortal truth from mortal fantasie; 
We lu^ar the moaning of time's muffled 
tides 
In measureless distance die! 

Past passions — loves, ambitions and 
despairs, 
Across the expiring swell 
Send thro' void space, like wafts of 
Lethean airs, 
Vague voices of farewell. 

Ah, then! from life's long-haunted 
dream we pftrt« 

Roused as a child new-bom. 
We feel the pulses of the eternal heart 

Throb thro' the eternal mom. 

X. 

A CHRIBTMAS LTRIC. 

Tho' the Earth with age seems whitened. 

And her tresses hoary and old 
No longer are flushed and brightened 

By glintings of brown or gold, 
A voice from the Syrian highlands, 

O'er waters that flash and stbr, 
By the belts of their tropic islands, 

Still singeth of Joy to herl 

A song which the oentories hallow! 

Though softer tluui April rain 
That soweth on field and fallow, 

A spell that shall rlie In grain— 
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Yet (lot'p us tlio s<»:i-stniin chank'd 

On the Hu«!tii:int oceaii-lyre, 
15y the niagieiil west-wind haunted, 

"With the pnlse of his sonl on fire! 

A promise to lift the lowly, — 

To wee<l the soul of its tares. 
And ehange into harmonies holy 

Th«^ disconl of lieree ilespairs: 
A glory of hijjjh Kvangt?ls, 

Of rhythmieal storms and calms; 
All hail to th(^ voices of angels. 

Heard over the starlit palms! 

A hymn of hope to the ages, 

The music of deathless trust, 
Xo frenzvof mortal raises 

(an darken with douht or dust; 
A raptuiv of high evangels. 

But ccntri'd in sacred calms! 
Ah! still tlu' chorus of angels 

Thrills over the IJethK'hem palms! 

.Still hcnilds the day-s])ring tender. 

That never can melt <»r close. 
Till the noon of its deepening s]>len<lor 

Out-hloom**, like a mystic rose. 
Whose petals are rays supernal 

or love that hath all suitieed.— 
And whose he;irt is the graee eternal. 

Of the fatliomli'ss peace of Chri^: I 

XI. 
TIIK PIL<ii:iM. 

TiiKoi'Ciii deepening dust and dreary 

d<"arth 
1 walk the darkened wastes of earth. 
A weary i»i1grim sort^ Iw-set, 
IJy ii(.)pcless griefs and stern regret. 

With hroken staff and tattered shoon 
I uaiid«-r slow from dawn to noon — 
Kroiii arid noon till <lew-imi)earled, 
Pale twiliuiit steals across the world. 

^'et sometimes through dim eveninic 

ealms 
I <"ateh the jileam of distant palms; 
And heai'. far otY. a mystie sea 
Divine as waves on Oalilee. 



Perchance through paths uuknown, 

forlorn, 
I still may reach an orient inom; 
To rest ^iien Easter breezes stir. 
Around the sacred sepulchre. 

XII. 
PEXUEL. 

Nkak Jabbok Ford, endued with sacred 

might. 
The patriarch strove whh one that silent 

came. 
Obscurely limned afi^ainst the twilight 

flame — 
►Strove thro' slow watchi^of the niar\'e}- 

lous night! 

** Vivjiril thine arinA,forfo! V/« moruiinf 

Ihlhtr 
Spake the weird stranger! — '*ii<fy, 6iff 

(fVdnt thv rhiiiH^ 
Miidv iiood thro" strife dirinr^ and Metut 

imj liivue, 
* En' If it thnn (fofnt from doubtful cla»p 
' and sUjht!^^ 

' Thus Jacob, in the slowly ebbing swell 
I Of power and i)assion, — yearning still 

to mark 
' That wn^stler's face between the dawn 
I and dark: 

I Again, '* n^'dt thou not Mess me f'* . . , 
' i/cd! ami y/cfi.'*' 

Dropped a still voice, wluU time the 
new-boni day 

Haloed an angel's head at Penuel! 

I XIII. 

I P ATI K NCR. 

SiiF. bath no bt^auty in her face, 
' I'nh'ss the chastened sweetness there 
.\ nd meek long-suffering yield a fo^sce 

'I'o make her niouniful features fair. 

I 

' Shunned by the gay, the proud, the 
young. 
She roams through dim unsheltered 

wavs: 
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Nor lover's vow, nor flatterer's ibngue, 
Brings music to her sober days. 

At best, her skies are clouded o'er, 
Aiul oft she fronts the stinging sleet, 

Or fet>ls on some temi)estuous shore 
The storm- waves lash her naked feet! 

Where'er she strays, or musing stands 
By lonesome beach, by turbulent 
mart, — 

We see her pale, half-tremulous hands 
Crossed humbly o'er her aching heart. 

Withiii, a secret pain she bears, 
A pain too deep to feel the balm 

An April spirit finds in tears, — 
Alas! all cureless griefs arc calm! 

Yet in her passionless strength supreme, 
l)«'.<»I>air lx»yond her pathway flies, 

Awed by the softly steadfast beam 
Of sad, but heaven-enamored eyes! 

Who pause to greet her, vaguely seem 
Touched by flue wafts of holier air. 

As those who in some mystic dream 
Talk with the angels unaware! 

XIV. 
THK LATTER PEACE, i 

Wk have ))assed the noonday summit, 
We have left the noonday heat, 

And down the hillside slowly 
Descend our weary feet. 

V<'t the evening aii*s are l)almy. 
And the evening shadows sweet. 

Our summer's latest roses 

I^ay withered long ago; 
And even the llowers of autumn 

.Scan-e keep their mellowed glow. 
Yet a peaceful season woos us 

Ere the time of storms and snow. 

Like the ten«ler twilight weather 
When the toil of day is done. 

And we feel the bliss of quiet 
Our constant hearts have won — 

When the vesi)er planet blushes, 
Kissetl by the dying sun. 



So falls that tranquil season, 

Dew-like, on soul and sight. 
Faith's silvery star rise blended 

With memory's sunset light, 
Wherein life pauses softly 

Along the verge of ui^^t. 

XV. 
GAUTAMA. 

Seven weary centuries ere our 8tar4ike 
Clirist 
Rose on the clouded heavens of mortal 

faith 
Gautama came, the stem high priest 
of death, 
Oblivion's sombre, dark evangelist. 
Millions of souls hath this dread creed 
enticed 
To wander lost through realms of bale- 
ful breath, 
Ghoid-haunted, rife with shapes of sin 
and scath, 
Monstrous, yet dim, as births of mid- 
night mist: 

All life, he Uught, hath been, all life 

must be 
Accursed! the gift of demons! All 

delight 
lies at the far-oif goal of pulseless peace. 



Note. —We yield to none In cor eordial 
admiration of Mr. Edwin Arnold's "LIgbt 
of Asia ; '* but we regard that most ekiqaeat, 
patheUo, and beautiful poem, ehielly as a 
poem— and by no mAans as an absolntelj 
authoritative preMntation of Gautama's ereed, 
or Its tendencies. It even seems to us tliaS 
Mr. Arnold is himself ■omewhat in the dark as 
to theee matters. The ''prodigious eontro* 
versy among the erudite in regard to Gautama's 
doetrines," Mr. Arnold eonfhmts ehlefly by his 
own Arm oonviotion that " a third of maaktod 
would never have been brou|^t to bellsvu In 
blank abetraetlons, or in nothingness, as tbs 
orown of Belngt" Am emUmIn, we eaaaoS 
fairly ignore the opinkm of those Orientalises 
who maintain, that " Nirvana" is wsentlslly 
nothlagnefls; and moreover, that the Msa 
fatvohred in It has a peefBUar eham for tha 
Hindoo mind. 
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" riay." siiilM'd In-, "that this broalh of 

iiu'ii ^hull ceaso; 
Our hell i.s earth, our lu^avcu eternal 

uii^ht: 
Our only godhead vai^ue Nonentity I'' 

XVI. 

( in:i>T. i 

The soul's physician thus tlie soul would 
kill, 
'I'he .soul's high pi-iest. its heaven- ■ 

hound pinions stay, 
Uriuii from fresji htrauty chaos, night ! 
from day, 
l)e^l)air from trubl, from all good prom- ■ 
ise ill; ; 

'i'lic outworn heart and si(*kened senses | 
still 
Musi .shroud heaven's life in fogs of i 
foul decav. 

» 1 

Veil ihesuifl angel, love, an<l lii<h^th<' ' 

ra\ I 

Born of (iod's >uiile with masks of nior- i 
hid will: — 

r>ut Truth, autl 'I'rulh's great Masti^r 
eanuot die: | 

While Love, the j^eraph, free of wings ! 
and ryes, i 

ri»s\\«M']is tlu' realm of calm inuurusity. 
A thoiis.iud limes our liuried Christ 

sjiall ris«* 

In praNfifui souls io hush their 
au^uislicd siiihs. 
And dawn, not darkness, rule o'er earth 
and --k). 

XVII. 
V WINriiK IIV.MX. 

( ) wi: \uv \\ IndNl ( ) w iuds that wail! 

( )*er d''>t'it li«'lds ami i<'e-lock<'d rills I 
() lieaNriis thai hiood so cold and pale 

Aln.)Vt- iln' frozen Noiland hill-*! 

\atur«* is hke some >on"o\\inii soul, 
llolx'.l in a uaih of dr«-arie>t wor; — 

.sh«' cannot >»«'•• ln'i* vernal gnal 

'Ihrouuh uhosily veils of mist and 



Iler pulse l>eats low; through all her 
veins 
Scarce can the sluggish life-blood 
start ; 
What feeble, faltering heat sustains 
The half-mmibeti forces of her heart I 

Above, (Icsponilont eyes she lifts. 
To view the sun-ray's dubious !>irth: 

Beneath she marks the stonn-piI<tI drifts 
About a wasti* Ix^wllderini; earth! 

Ah, stricken Motlierl hast thou lost 
All meniory of the germs that n*si 

Untouched by tempest, rain, or frost, 
Shrined in thine own immortal breast ? 

Bend, bend thine ear; yea, bend and 
hear, — 
Despite the winds' and woodlands' 
strife. — 
Deep in Karth's l)osom, faint and clear. 
The far-olT murmurous hints of life:— 

The sound of waves in whisi>erinp flow; 

Of seeds that stir in dreams of lisrhi. 
Whose sweetness mocks the shrouded 
snow. 
^Vllose radiance smiles at death and 
night; 

So, Christian spirit! wrapt in grief. — 
Beneath thf/ mis<»ry's frozen sod. 

Love works, to burst in flower and leaf. 
On some fair spring-ilawn fresh from 
Gotl! 

XVIII. 
TlIK TIIUKK VRXS. 

List to an Arab parable, wherein 
The l»eautv of the Orient fancv shrine.^ 
A star-like truth, the iconoclastic Wes*! 
Is i)lind to se«*. its shrewd material vision 
Bent over (m the foulest soils of earth, 
if only gold may gild them! Ilear and 
learn I 

Niniroud, the king to whom his four- 

.Kcon» years 
Had brought a wis<lom pure as his white 

locks. 
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(And spotless tlicy as snow on Caucasus !) 


Dead centuries since, rose from its shat- 


One morn commanded his three sons to 


tered bulk 


grace 


Pungent, aud yet so light the feeblest 


His presence chamber; there in front of 


puff 


each 


Of failing wind hath shorn and scattered 


A mighty iini« sealed with a mystic seal. 


them 


Was duly set — the one of burnished 


Into vague air. One vase alone re- 


gold. 


mained, 


Blazed like an August noon — of amber 


Which the third son unsealing, found 


fair 


therein, 


The otlicr — but the third (dull as a 


Deep-graven, glittering like a planet 


cloud 


keen. 


Seen 'gainst the bright flash of a distant 


Thro' gidfs of envious darkness the sole 


wave. 


name 


Or Hwixt the glittering tree-tops), 


Of God, — ** which name, 0! princes," 


S(H»nie(l, in form, 


said the king. 


A rugged mould wrought from the com- 


"Doth sanctify yon vase of common 


mon earth. 


earth 




Above all precious metals sought of 


** Choose thou, my eldest," said the 


men. 


king, doe|)-breathed, 


Since but one letter of that sacred 


** Choose thou amongst these urns, the 


three, 


urn which seems 


Outweighs all worlds, from the mild star 


To thee most precious," — whereupon he 


of eve. 


chose 


Shining on love, to those mysterioos 


The Vase of ( Jold, which bore in jewelled 


orbs, 


fl<amo, 


Which gbd the pathway of the Pleiades.'* 


Clear loai)lng. the word ** Empire," — 




opened it. 


XIX. 


And found beneath a deadly, vaporous 




fume. 


OK TUB DECLDTE OF FAITH. 


(Which on the instant sickenerl heart 


As in some half-burned fwest, one by 


and sense), — 


one. 


Nought but a bubbling tide of vital 


We catch far echoes on the ddefal 


blood, 


breeze. 


Hot, as apiK'ared, that moment from the 


Bom of the downfall of its mined 


veins 


trees; 


Of nuirdered manhood. The fair amber 


While even thro' those which vtand, 


vase. 


slow shudderingB mn, 


With "Glory" written on it — "this 


As if fate's mthlees hand were laid 


for me!" 


thereon; 


Exclaimed the second prince, with eager 


So, in a world sore-smitten by foul dis- 


eyes, 


ease. 


And feverish hands clasping his treasure 


— That Pest, called Doubt — we mark by 


close, — 


slow degrees. 


Too close, alas! for as he spake, the urn 


The fall of many a faith that wooed the 


Crashed on his breast, and bruised and 


sun: 


tortured it. 


Some, with low sig^ of parting boiq^ 


And a rare dust, the ashes of great men, 


or leaf. 
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Strain, quivering downward to the kb- 

horrfed ground ; 
Some totter feebly, grouilng toivftrd tlidr 

While some broad-centtiried growths of 

olil Uelk-f, 
Sapped as by Arc, defeatured, charred, 

discronned, 
Fall witU a loud crash, anil long revei1>er- 

Tlius, fated hour by hour, more gaunt 

and bare, 
Oloom tlm wail spnces, whence, a power 

t*p bui^uned once, in grace or slateli- 

Kumu iTi'Cil divine, ofbpringof light and 

Whtit then ? and must wc yield to blank 

di«|mlr, 
Beholding (>od Himself vox less and 

Puled in the skeptical storm-cloud's 

whirl and stress, 
11)1 all is lost — love, reverence, hope, 

and prayer. 
O man! when faith succiuubs, and 

reason reels, 
Ui'furc some Impious, bold iconoclast. 
Turn lo Iliv heart tliot refiaotts not, but 

CriH-ilsdiuiige! shrines pcriali! alUHher 
instinct itaitb), 

Still the mini titen, the aoul mtint conquer 

ih'ith. 

lIuiafuM 1u Gwl, fwl CuU Kill hold thee 
fast: 



XX, 






Till. I 



III ill Ihe wiiU'-pri'SH of lliy wrath 
<liviii<-, 
My cniKlied hopen droop, like enidc 
and worlUless iiiiihI. 
That lovi' and mcn-y, father! still are 

With nvpreiit soul, I Inist! 



Though all my life be alutterad I7 thiaa 

ire. 
The mystic whlriwliul <£ thy wU 

august, 
Still, from the din, tbe d 



I lift my songof tnutl 

Tho' foes assail met ye«, wfthlD, wttb> 
out I 
Harrow my heart, uid hurl Ita Joja In 

No forceful fear, nor fmud of treaehfraoi 

Disarms my bucklered tmstl 

Tlioiigh my lost yean be wnii^Md In 
A relic cloud. 
And Grief on me hath wreaked her 
ruthless lust. 
Still, nice an angel's face above « ahmud 
Smiles my celestial tiuatl 

Tho',Lordl thou wesr'st a mukot hate 
('twould seein). 
And for a time, I think — umorub 

That mask shall melt, u melta ft niebU 

Before my Orient trust I 

Test tho' Thou slay me, and n^ne, I 

Ileart-pieKed and bleeding from tbi 
flery thrust, — 
I know there bides In heaven ft g 

To crown my tacred tnntl 



AMtq 



way, 
Miiaiiij; an hour In tbla aad ■iiiiMi 
ray. 
While, Sn-eet ! finr eye* wtth t«iidar tais 

A litUe hour I fain wodU Itniar jiL 
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A little while I fain would linger 
yet, 
All for lovers sake, for love that cannot 

tire; 
Thouj;li fervid youth be dead, with 
youth's desire. 
And hoiH* has faded to a vague re- 
gret, 
A little while I fain would linger yet 

A little while I fain would linger here: 
Itehold! who knows what strange, 

mysterious bars 
'Twixt souls that love, may rise in 
other stars ? 
Nor can love deem the face of death is 

fair; 
A little while I still would linger here. 

A little while I ycani to hold thee 

fast, 
Hand locked in hand, and loyal heart 

to heart; 
(O pitying Christ! those woeful words, 

** We part!'') 
So ere the darkness fall, the light be 

past, 
A little while I fain would hold thee 

fast. 

A little while, when night and twilight 

meet; 
l^ehind, our broken years; before, the 

deep 
Weird wonder of the last unfathomed 

sleep. 
A little while I still would clasp thee, 

Sweet; 
A little while, when night and twilight 

meet. 

A little while I fain would linger here; 
liehold I who knows what soul-divid- 

'm*i bars 
Earth's faithful loves may part in 
other stars ? 
Nor can love deem the face of death is 

fair: 
A little while I still would linger here. 



xyoL 

TWILIGHT MONOLOGUE. 

Can it be that the glory of manhood has 
passed. 
That its purpose, its passion, its 
might, 
Ilave all paled with the fervor that fed 
them at last. 
As the twilight colnes down with the 
night ? 

Can it be I have lived, dreamed, and 
labored in vain — 
Tliat above me, unconquered and 
bright, 
Tiie prourl goal I had aimed at is taunt- 
ing my pain. 
As the twilight comes down with the 
night ? 

Can it be that my hopes, which seemed 
noble and fair. 
Were predestined to mildew and 
blight ? 
Ah! sad disenchantment! that bids me 
beware 
Of a twilight which heralds the night! 

The glad days, the brave years that were 
lusty and long — 
How they fade on vague memory's 
sight! 
And their joys are like echoes of Jubi- 
lant song. 
As the twilight comes down with the 
night! 

All the past is o'ershadowed, the present 
is dim, 
And could earth's fairest future re- 
quite 
The worn spirit tliat swoons, the ncked 
senses that swim, 
In this dread of the twilight and ulght f 



t- 



There is dew on my raiment; the 
winds wail low. 
As lost birds, wafted wave-ward in 

flight. 
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And all Nat me grows cold, us my heart 
ill its W(u'. 
At ihc advent ot twilight and night I 

From the; n'alm of tlcad sniisi-l scarce 

darkeiH'il as yet — 

()\er liills mi-^t-eiishroiuhMl and while, 

A drcp >igli of inetTaljle. monrnfjil rci^ret, 

N'.•lll«^ i'xhalrd 'twixt the twilight and 

uiuiii I 

Ol tiioii L:<Miin> of arl ! i have wnr- 
>hii»i>«'.| aii.i iilr^xsi : 
( >! ihoii --oul n\ all in'auiy aiul rmht I 
J/ifl iiic ui» in liiin«' ariii". ui\«' me 
uaniit li fr«»m liiy i»rea.- 1. 
Kir the iwHi-lit he mrru«'d ill the 
iiiL'hl I 

I>rl iiK'diaw hum thy Itn^om miraculous 
lircii I'. 
And lui- oiiii'. on sniiLi's iippeririosl 

JK'iullI . 

I ina\ cliaiit l<» the iiatiuux sucli iiin«.ie 
ill <liMt li 
As shall ukmU at thr twiliiihl and 
niuht ! 

wilt. 
I MI. sii \i)o\\ Ol m \ in. 

1 i'i;\\ voii. win") I h'' sl,;i.i,)\v of death 

(haw > ni'^li. 
'!'(► lira!" Ill'' out iu'iH-aih llir uiiiin'asiin«d 

li«'a\ "'ii : 
i tain Would lirai" tii«' \Mw iicrs' >lum- 

l'< mus -lull. 
And wal'li til.- eloiid tjotjllas drifted 

1 1 i '.; i I . 
I>\ slow, -oft liift'/t's driven 
nui" south. ]i<'ri'liancc to\\ai"«l i"«'ahiis (»f 

1 ii'i-ie halnis. 
.\u-i !li'- warm t i.'iuraiwi' of liir ."sM-jan 

l>.dms. 

i |»i:i\ von. wli.n the shadow of death 

«■( lUh-s (ji i\\ 11, 

< )1) ! 1 i\ ni>- '!"-• to iiat lilt's jiiiNi- (i(«'|t. 
Whfihfi h«T l.r. ast with autumn tints 

hi' hi iiW II. 



Or bright witli suminor, or halt* winter* 

crown 
Press on lier bi'ows in sl«*«»|»; 
So nigh the dawn of suini^ n«»\v, iiiiir\fl- 

Ions birth, 
I'd look to heaven, still cIjisimhI in arms 

of earth I 

I nrav von, wlien the shadow of (lf>ath 

draws near, 
(iive. give me freedom for my last, faint 

breath; 
IJeneath (iod's liberal licavcii 1 «*ouIi| 

not fe;ir, 

II is mercifni winds would dry my lat*-st 

tear. 
His sun-^hine soften death. 
And sinne fair sliredsof our t lea r earth's 

delight 
Cliim round the spirit in her upwanl 

night. 

XXIV. 
KINI**. 

A MOM I. NT* s gleam, a hint of Mmnier 
weather. 
IJorne from tin' storni-<'luuds and ilie 
mists of fat*'; 
Daw netl. \\ ith a tender ** Pfradv»*ninre" 
hith«*r. 
A st>ft *• I*erehanc€» it is not vi-t too 
late!" 

And so a transient omen ma:;nifyim:. 
My soul would fain pass brighteni-d, 
unto thine; 
IJul to my half-fornuMl thought <*'inios 
truth H'plying: 
'* No life mounts baekwartl from its 
uan decline.** 

Would'«*l thou exjMM't. drear winter, 

ashen, sober, 
I'o iuirn with Idushes of a si>nnj;-tid« 

n«K)n '.' 
W<nild'st thou»'Xp(M't the hoct ic-<*het»kM 

( »el«)lM»r 

To ( ateh the virginal freshness of 
voung .June? 
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All mortal lives like the year's K»ons 

PasB from tbelr May dnwn and rare 

Down to the day wlien autumn winds 
disMver 
Life's latest slicavea to stre^ them 



And then de*th looms, th*t ^tllesa grim 
Deceml>er. 
Bringing cold teara, a winding sheet 
like snow. 
Last, a carved stone, which bids the 
world rememlier 
One of Its countless myriads sleeps b»- 




Whxt inoiimfu] influence chills my soul 
to-niKht :• 
I watcli till' expiring flames tliat fade 
and fall. 
From whirl] (iiiIIph]) vague shafts of 
arrowy lislit. 
Pursued by s[>ectnil shadows on the 



Uj thoughts are wandering on the vw^ 
of dreams, 
MistJadsu, gray, and sombre as a 
paU, 
While lower, feebler, flit the Bnalde 
gleams, 
And darker thoM quaint ■) 
the wall. 
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The old sad voice ( fraught Avitli the cen- Till as the last slow ember drops in 

turies' tears) gloom, 

That .seems through intinite space and Like vassals hurrying through .some 

time to call, wizard's hall. 

Faint with the doubts and grief of an- Whirling they pass, and darkness haunts 

ticjue years, , the room. 

Years that are dim as shadows on the No life, not even a shadow on the 

w all ; i wall I 

The (►Id sad volet; is whispering to my xxvi, 

''<''l'f* 1 <()XSI'MMATUM KST. 

Man's lite, phantasmal, vain, illusiv** y^.^. ^|^,,^,. ...jf^^ ..H ,|j^ ,,.^„.,,, ,..„^ j^ 

* * Whate'er its kind or measure. 

Beholds too soon its cloud-foundations ^^^ (Miristl what paltry lives w,- live 

1*'^"* If toil be lonl, or i)leasurel). 

Melting like midnight shadows on the ^,.^^j j ^^^^j^, ^,^^^^^ ^^,,. ^| 

^^'^"' Calm rest for fevered riot — 



Too soon the noblest passions, worn and 
old. 



The sacred sleep, the shatlows dee]>, 
Of death's majestic ([uiet. 



Die. or mow <Udle(l and lanijuid i>a>t ,. , .,. ,, ., ..- , , 

,, -^ I 1 ve done with all our earth-life lends — 

re<'.ill: 



P^veii love may wane in memory's twi- 
lii:;ht cold. 
Sad. waveiiii'.:, wan, as shadows on the 
wall. 



FaKe hopes and wild ambitions, 
Hrilliant beginnings, futile ends. 

And long-]>ostponed fruitions. 
Those hollow shows dissembling tnuh, 

\'ain mvths that mwk the real. 



An.l .,tl til,- l,.rii,st imt.uVs lofiirst i.i.n. ^h vary wircks of Kuce and yomh 

II,;,v,M-s„i,nnu' on.-. wi,l,. as tliis Above a mishod ul.-al. 

SiMkva'i'am.Vl .'il^lV .m.imvUom. .v.s of '■^'' <'""" ""'' »'<-avenly <lrean.s that 
ll- le wane 

The deatlV-tihn. .steal like >hadows <,n '^^ ^^»''^'^» «^ earth-l>oni dawnings, 

^^ ^^. ,| \\ ith fervid i>assion. useless pain, 

lirave aims and «lim forewarnings : 

A Mihtler v..i.-e wlii-pers Die conscious I've «lone with alien tears or smih-s, 
^,,,,1 Fast days and vague to-morrows; 

••What of hi-li liope>\\liieh held///// I*v*' <l<>n«' with earth's unhallowtMl 
\oiUh in thrall '.' ^^il<'^' 

Whriv fla>h ///// .haiiot wheeN, \vh,.re I Jrief joys and helpless sormws. 

^hiin'< ///// i;nal '.' 

Thf iiMM-kin- .hadous aii^wrr from I've done with comparts si-aletl in dust, 
,1,,. ^\;i|| Dull cares that overNveiglitni me. 

With promise ui the Judas-trust. 
Wiih d.«|Miiiim dii>k and faded llame That, while it kissinl. betraye«l nie; 

tli.\ -iMW With nil save lov«', whose matchless 
I'anta.slie I'liaiitunis. hnvi-riii'j: o\ rr all fac«' 

Tlu- ntiniilon> ^paie. (»r lHrk«'iin'_: to Midmost a life's r.ndoini; 

and tn» Miiili's in its ten«ler angel's grace 
ill wild niitailhlv antie^uii tin* wall. To sanetifx the ruiu. 



MEDITATIVE AND RELIGIOUS. 



887 



I've done with all beneath the stars, 

O world! so wanly lleetingi 
How long against time's ruthless bars 

Have the soul's wings been beating, 
Till even the soul but yearns for sleep. 

Calm rest for fevered riot — 
The sacred sleep, the shadows deep, 

Of death's majestic quiet! 

XXVII. 
THE BROKEN CHORDS. 

LiKK a worn wind-harp on a barren lea, 

Unstirred by subtle breathings of the 

sea. 

Though sweet south-breezes swell the 

tloodtide's flow, 

The lyric power in this worn heart of 

mine 
Droops in the twilight of life's wan 
decline, 
While the loosed chords of song grown 

lax and low, 
Aie dumb to all the heavenly airs that 
blow ! 

Only, sometimes along each shattered 

siring 
I hear the ghost of Memory murmur- 
ing 
Old strains, as half in sadness half in 

scorn, 
So faint, so far, they scarcely pass the 

bound 
'Twixt sullen silence and ethereal 

sound, — 
Mere wraiths of mummrous tone, that 

die forlorn 
Ere yet we deem those faltering notes 

are born ! 

So, smitten chords, sink, wane, and pass 

away I 
Yet liave ye made soft music in your 

day 
On many a sea-swept strand or breezy 

lawn. 
Once more I hear that yearning music 

rise ; 



Once more I see deep tears in tender 
eyes; 
And aU my soul melts in me, fondly 
drawn 

Back to youth's love and youth's Arca- 
dian dawn! 

xxvni. 

THE RIFT WITUIN THE LUTE. 

A TINY rift within the late 
May sometimes make the music mute! 
By slow degrees, the rift grows wide, 
By slow degrees, the tender tide — 
Harmonious once — of loving thought 
Becomes with liarsher measures f raught. 
Until the heart's Arcadian breath 
Lapses thro' discord into death! 

XXIX. 

nr HARDOB. 

I THINK it is over, over, \ 

I think it is over at last^ 
Voices of f oeraan and lover, 
The sweet and the bitter have passed : — • 
Life, like a tempest of ocean 
Hath outblown its ultimate Mast: 
There's but a faint sobbing sea-ward 
While the calm of the tide deepens lee- 
ward, 
And behold! like the welcoming quiver 
Of heart-pulses throbbed thro' the river, 

Tliose lights in the harbor at Iast,\ 

The heavenly harbor at last ! 

I feel it is over! over! 

For the winds and the waters surcease; 
Ah! — few were the days of the rover 

That smiled In the beauty of peace! 
And distant and dim was the omen' 
That hinted redress or release: — 
From the ravage of life, and Its riot 
What marvel I yearn for the quiet 

MThich bides in the harbor at last f 
For the lighu with their weloomliig 

quiver 
That through the sanctified river 

Which girdles the harbor at last. 

This heavenly harbor at last ? 
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I knoic it is over, over, 

I know it is over at last! 
Down sail I the sheathed anchor uncover, 
For tlie stn'ss of the voyage lias passed: 
Lifts like a temiKJSt of ocean 

Hath outbreathed its ultimate blast: 
There's but a faint sobbing sea-ward, 
Wiiile the calm of the tide deepens lee- 
ward ; 
And beholtl I like the welcoming quiver 
Of lioart-pulses throbbed thro' the river, 

Those lii^hts in the harbor at last, 

The heavenly harbor at last! 



XXX. 

FOREC'ASTINr.S. 

Wiip:n I am ^owo, what alien steps shall 
tread 
This llowtTv jjarden-close ? 
Wliat alien hands shall pluck the violets 

sweet , 
Or jjather the rich petals of the rose, 
When I — drear thoujjjht I — am dead ? 

WluMi I am j,'one, toward doubtful dark- 
ness led. 
What voices, fal^e or true, 
iSliall echo round these old, familiar 

haunts 
My iiappiest days of tranquil manhood 
knew. 
Ah me! when 1 am dead ? 

AVheii I :un yone, what nuiseful eves 
instead 
Of these dimmed eyes of mine, 
JJeneath yon trelliscd porch shall mark 

thro' heaven, 
On cloudh'ss eves the sunnner sunsets 
sliine. 
WIkmi I, alas! am dead? 

When J am Ejone, and all is done and 

said. 
Out- life had \>TOui;ht lielow — 
*Mid these fair scenes what other souls 

shall thrill. 



In turn, to \ive and anguish, Joy and 
woe — 
Dear Christ! when I am dead ? 

Though I be dead, perchance when 

Spring has shed 
Iler gentlest influence round— 
Here, where love reigned, my gfaosUy 

feet may tread 
Tlie old accustouicd paths without a 

soinid, — 
Percliance — when I am dead! 

lliough I l)e dead, earth^s fragrant 
white and red 
Here in spring roses met, 
May to strange spiritual senses bring the 

balms 
Of tender memory and divine regret. 
Yea! even to me — though dead! 

Though I l)e dead, with faded hands and 
Iiead 
Laid in uiibreatliing rest — 
Dear cottiige roof ! thou still mayst lure 

me hack. 
Among the miconscious living a wan 
guest. 
Veiled, as Fate veils the dead: 

A guest of sliado^i'y frame, ethereal 
tread, 
Amongst them, yet apart — 
A sombre mystery! in whose bosom 

throb 
Tlic faint, slow pulses of its phantom 
heart. 
All, heaven! not wholly dead! 



XXXL 

APPEAL TO NATfRE OF THlt SOLI- 
TAKY HEART. 

Dp:ai( mother, take me to thy breast! 

I have no other place of rest 
In all this weary world of men : 
Ah ! fold me in thy love again. 

Sweet mother; rlasp me to thy breast! 
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From out thy womb, long since, I came, 
A creature wrought of dust and flame; 
I knew no mortal mother's grace, 
But only viewed thy mystic face, 
That softly wont, and softly came! 

I knew thee in the sunset grand, 
The y^aveless calm, the silvery strand; 

From out the shimmering twilight- 
bars 

I saw thee smile between the stars, 
Divinely sweet, or softly grand ! 

I heard, l)eneath the sylvan arch, 
Thy battling winds, led on by March, 
Sweep where the solemn pine-tops 

close 
Alx>ut its ravaged, dim repose — 
Hushed, awed, beue^h the woodland 
arch ! 

I heard thee, *mid some tender hour. 
In lisping leaf and rustling flower, 
In low lut4vbreathiugs of the breeze, 
An<l tidal sighs o*er moonless seas 
Star-channed in midnight's mournful 
hour! 

I thrilhnl at each far-whispered tone 
That toueluHl me from thy vast un- 
known. 
At every dew-bright hint that fell 
From out thy soul unsearchable. 
Yea, each strange hint and shadowy 
tone ! 

I felt, through dim, awe-laden space. 
The coming of thy veiled face; 
And in the fragrant night's eclipee 
The kii»ses of thy deathless lips, 
Like strange star-pulses, throbbed 
tlu*ough space! 

Xovv mine own pulses, beating low, 
V.Tiisper the spent life: ** Thou must go; 

Even an a wasted rivulet, pass 
Beyond the lUjht, beneath the yrasSf 
For strength (jroics faint, and hope is 
low!'' 



FOUR P0KM8 FOR SPECIAL OCCA- 
SIONS, 



TO THE POET WHTTTIEB. 
OK HIS TOth BIBTHDAY. 

Fbom this far realm of pines I waft thee 
now 
A brother's greeting. Poet, tried and 
true; 
So thick the laurels on thy reverend 
brow. 
We scarce can see the white locks 
glimmering through ! 

O pure of thought! Earnest in heart 
as pen. 
The tests of time have left thee unde- 
filed; 
And o'er the snows of Ibreescore years 
and ten y 

Shines the unsullied aureole of a child. 

EL 

TO O. W. HOLMES, 

OSr HIS BIBTHDAT. 

Deab Doctor, whose blandly Invhidble 
pen 

Has honored so often your great fellow- 
men 

With your genius and vlrtoea, who 
donbts it is true 

That the world owea In turn, a warm 
tribatetoyoaf 

Wheresoever rare merit has lifted ita 

head 
From the cool country calm or the city's 

hotbed— 
Tou were always the first to applaud it 

byname. 
And to smooth for its feet the hanh 

pathway to fame. 

Wheresoever beneath the broad role of 

the sun, 
By some spirit etoet, a grand deed hat 

been done — 
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Its electrical spell like the lightning's 

would dart. 
Though the glo1)e lay between, to tlirill 

first in yoiiv heart! 

Philanthropist! poet! romancer! com- 
bined — 

Ay! shrewd scientist too — who shall 
fathom vour mind. 

Shall plumb that strange sea to the ut- 
termost deep. 

With its vast under-tides, and its rhjlh- 
mical sweep ? 

Vou have toiled in life's noon, till the 

hot blasting lii^ht 
lilinds the eyes that would guage your 

soul stature aright ; 
But when eve comes at last, *t will be 

clear to mankind. 
By the length of bright shadow your 

soul leaves behind ! 

III. 

TO KMEK80N. 
ON ni8 77th lURTIIDAY. 

" I do es»tpei«e him a deepo sincero soulo ; one 
that M't'iiH'th ever to In* travailing after the 
lutlnitc !" — Sir Thomas lirownt. 

All! what to liim our trivial praise or 
blame, 
Who through long years hath raised 
half-mouniful eves 
Yearning to mark some heaven-descend- 
ed llame 
Light his soul's altar rife with sacri- 
fice :> 

The offtTHig of far thoughts, profoimd 
as prayer. 
And starry dreams, still rhythmical of 
youth, 
With travail of brain that pants for lof- 
tier air. 
To the veiled mystery of immaculate 
Truth: 



No Orient seer — wild woodlands, 
him furled, — 
Building liis shrine 'mid virginid 
vales apart, 
E'er watched and waited in the antique 
world, 
For fire divine, with more ethereal 
heart! 

Can life's supreme oblations still re- 
main 
All undiscemed ? or bath some mar- 
vellous levin 
Hallowed his gift, and down his rifted 
pain 
Flashed the white splendor of God*8 
grace from heaven ? 

IV. 

TO IIOX. R. O. U. 
UPON HIS 78tb BIBTHDAV. 

Close to the verge of fourscore crowded 

years 
Your heart is strong, your soul serene 

and bright; 
As when confronting first life's hopes 

and fears — 
Tlie star of manhood crowned your hiow 

with light. 

Clear thoughts are spells to keep the life- 
blood pure. 

Brave aims are medicinal, rife with 
balm; 

AVliat wonder then, with thee lifers joys 
endiu^, 

And life's majestic sunset smiles in 
calm! 

For thou art one whose brotherfaood 

supreme 
Hath touched all circles of benign 

desire; 
Therefore, thy days like some imcloiid- 

ed dream. 
Arc slowly melting into heavenly fire. 
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VALEHIFTS COXFESSIOy, 
TO A FRIKXD. 

TiiEY declare that I'm gracefully pretty, 

The very lyest waltzer that whirls; 
They say 1 am sparkling and witty, 

The i>earl, the queen rose-bud of girls. 
But, alas for the popular blindness! 

Its judgment, though folly, can hurt: 
Since my heart, that runs over with 
kindness, 

It vows is the heart of a flirt! 

How, how, can I help it, if Nature, 

Whose mysteries baffle our ken. 
Hath made me the tenderest creature 

That ever had pity on men ? 
When the shafts of my luminous glances 

Have tortured some sensitive breast, 
Why, I soften their light till it trances 

The poor wounded bosom to rest ! 

Can I help it if, brought from all regions, 
As diverse in features as gait, 

Rash lovers besiege me in legions, 
Each lover demanding his fate ? 

To be cold to such fervors of feeling 
Would pronounce me a dullard or 
dunce ; 

And so, the bare thought sets me reel- 

Tm engaged to »ijc suitors at once! 

The first, — we shall call him ** sweet 
William,** 
He's a lad scarcely witty or wise — 
The gloom of the sorrows of " nium" 
Would seem to outbreathe on his 
sighs. 



When I strove, half in earnest, to flout 
him. 
Pale, pale at my footstool he sunk; 
But mamma, quite too ready to scout 
him, 
Would hint that '' sweet Willie" WM 
drunk! 

My second, a florid Adonis 
Of forty-and-five, to a day. 
Drives me out in his phaeton with po- 
nies. 
Making love every yard of the way, 
Who so pleasantly placed could resist 
him? 
Had he popped *neath the moonlight 
and dew 
That eve, I could almost have kissed him 
(A confession alone, dear, for yon). 

Next, a widower, polished and youthf ul» 

Far famed for his learning and pelf: 
Can I doubt that his passion is truthfoly 

That he seeks me alone for myself f 
Yet I know that some slanderers matter 

His fortune is Just taking wings; 
But I scorn the backbiters who utter 

Such basely censorious things! 

Could they hearken his love-whlspery 
dulcet 
As Aprirs soft tide on the strand. 
Whose white curves are loath to ro» 
pulse it, 
So sweet is its homage and Maud; 
Could they hear how his dead wife's de- 
votion 
He praises, while yearning for mine— 
They would own thi^ his ardent emotion 
Is something — yes —almost dMMt 
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My fourth — would to heaven I could 
paint him 
As next the high altar he stands — 
A Saint John, all the people l>esaint 
him? 
Pale brow and immaculate hands, 
Ah! his tones in their wooing seem 
holv, 
Nor dare I believ*^ it misplaced, 
Whep an arm of the church, steiiling 
slowly. 
Is folded, at length, round my wai:tt ; 

Hehold this long list of my lovers 

With a soldier and sailor complete: 
Botli swear that their hearts were but 
rovers 
Till fettered and bound at inij f«*et. 
Oh dear! but these worshii>pers daimt 
me: 
Their claims, their vain wishes, ai»pall; 
*Tis sad how they harass and haunt 
me. — 
What, WHAT, skull I doirith them all? 

LATKIJ. 

As the foam-flakes, when steadfastly 
blowing, 

Tlie wc^t wind sweeps reckless and 
free. 
An' borne where the «leep billows, flow- 
ing. 
I*:iss out to a limitl(»ss scii. 
So the gay spume of girlish romances, 

rpeaught by tnu? Love on his breath. 
With the fretwork and foam of voung j 
fancies. 
Was borne through vague distiince to 
death. 

For he came — the true hero — one 
morning. , 

And mv soul with quick thrills of de- 
light 
Leaped u])w;ird, renewed, and reborn in | 
A world of strange beauty and might: ' 
1 seemed fenced from all earthly disas- 
ter; ' 



My pulses beat tiuiefnl and fast; 
So I welcomed my mouarck, my 
'1^\lq first real love, and the latA, 



A MEETING OF THE BIRDS. 

Of a thousand queer meetings, both 

great, sir, and ^mall 
The binl-piirty / sing of seemed oddest 

of all! 

How they come to assemble — a miilti- 

f onu show — 
From all parts of the earth, is — well 

— more than / know. 

I only can vow that, one fine night of 

June, 
In a vast, varied ganlen, made bright by 

the moon, 

Such bird-throngs I saw, with plumes 

brilliant or dark, 
As had ne'er met, I deem, since the age 

of the ark: 

There the plieenix, npbome on a tall 

jasper si>ar. 
His fair mate by his side, shone serene 

as a star: 

With a calm sort of pride glancing down 

on all others, 
As scorning to claim such canaille for 

his brothers! 

He alone of earth*s creatures (more wise 

far than Adam), 
WHien Eve tempted Mm, said ** Excuse 

me, good ma<lam I 

''No juice from that fruit shall e'er 

moisten my thrapple! 
Delicious! perhai)S . . but who gave 

you the apple ? " • 

* Tradition fiays tliat when Adam ate of tbe 
forbidden fruit, at Ere*« inatlgatloB, the 
plKvnix. nioHf, of all oreataT«s, equally 

cd, did not fall. 
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Then — his tiny red optics upturned to 

this king 
Of all species that court the light air 

with a wing — 

Lo, the rooster ! his top-knot bright crim- 
son and blue, 

With his impudent strut and his cock- 
doo<lle-doo, 

Is resolved, one can see, the king^s hau- 
teur to balk ! 

WhaVn a phctnU, forsooth y to such cocks 
of the tcalk ! 

Oh! he bustles along, and he bullies his 

wife. 
Till the i)oor humbletl i)artlet is weary of 

life — 

When, phew! like a bolt of blue light- 
ning or brown, 

Outflushcd from the trees, a swift bee- 
binl whirls down 

l^pon cocky' s great top-knot upreared 
like a dome. 

To cut, just for once, his big high- 
ness' s comb ! 

From the rooster s discomfiture, laugh- 
ing, I turn 

To where, *mid the garden's cool 
avenues, bum 

The fair cinnamon tufts of those 

hipooes that sold 
To King Solomon, once, their true 

crownlets of gold ; * 

And b<^yond where the shadow waves 

dim by the sheen, 
The gay huminlncj-bird darts — a live 

rainbow — between : 



• Tin; HI|HK>fM ongiiiHlly had real crowns of 
gold on their heads: but ho iwniecuted were 
th««y l>coHu»e of thlH iMWROjMion that they 
apiH*al<Mi to Solomon, who (the le^nd says) 
fxchangeii thfir jfohl crowns for crowns of 
feathen*, retaining the former as a trifling 
''coniplinient*' for his* nuigic skill and kind- 
ness ! 



While the parrakeets glitter, the orioles 

float 
Through the moonlighted mist and fine 

vapors remote; 

And by sides of small streams and clear 
lakelets outspread 

Stalks the long-legged flamingo, all scar- 
let and red: 

In sooth, birds of all climes, whether 
wild birds or tame, 

Whether dove-hued and sad, or high- 
colored like flame, 

Walked, wobbled and saimtered, paused, 

fluttered and flew, 
With vast blending of plumes, and, ah I 

endless adow 

The eagle's loud anger, set deaf nlngjy 

loose. 
Shrilled fierce o'er the arrogant hiss of 

the goose. 

And a peacock, who screeched till his 
gills were half black, 

Coidd not drown, after all, a profes- 
sional ''quack;" 

The nightingale pitted his voice and his 

lore 
'Gainst the skylark, that iMver had 

trilled lhu» befdre; 

And the cock now recovered, and fretht 

sir, as dew. 
Strove to bear them both down with his 

cock-doodle-doo : 

Till — one volume of strange, contra* 

dictory sound, 
The air, like a millwheel, whiaEsed round 

us and roond. 

And while still the white moondilne, on 

vapors of fleece. 
Rained down its ineffable splendors in 

peace, 
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That binl congregation broke up in a 

row, 
Wlioso noiM?s, half dreaming, I catch 

even now. 

But the last glimpse of all that flashed 

quick on my eyes, 
Ere the whole meeting faded 'twlxt 

garden and skies, 

Was tli(i cuckoo's unwearied, nefarious 

leg 
Scmtching fast to discover a pha»nix*s 

Which, il found, I've no doubt, was 
close-hidden and pressed 

15y the vile Utile wretch, with quite 
mother-like breast. 

Yet l'v(* seen other creatures than 

creatures with wings 
Who dar«Ml to make fre«5 with thrice 

saiH'tiiicd things. 

From whose false incubation what creeds 

came in vogue I 
Ectn truth's ff/r/ is marred if hatched 

out tnj a r(njKr ! 



A liArnr.Loii-nooKn'on.yrs roAf- 

I'l.AIXr uF THE LATE PRESIDEN- 
TIAL ELECTIOS. 

[Written during the* TIayos aii<l TildfU 
C'oiitrovrm]. 

A MAN of ])i'ace. I never dared to marry, 

Lov<'r<)f tran«|uil hours, I dwelt apjirt; 

Ouisidt' tlic rralm where noisy schemes 

miscarry; 

My onlv han<lmaids. Science, Learn- 

iug. Art ; 

Oh I hom«' of ]>lcasant thought, of calm 

aflfiM'iion, 
All l>lastcd now by this last vile election! 

One morn, absorbed in studious contem- 
]^lation 
Of what or whom, I cannot now recall. 



A strident voice, '* Rise! help to save the 

nation! " 
Roared in mine car, hall bellow and 

half squall; 
" Throw by your books, why, man, there's 

treason brewing; 
Come, come wiUi me, we'll block the 

march of ruin! " 

My neighbor, Dobson — all the gods con- 
found him! 
Seized, sliook and hauled me from my 
cushioned seat; 

(Just then 1 could have drugged the 
wretch, or drowned him;) 
But the next moment on bewildered 
feet, 

I trudged with hlni through dirty stress 
and weather. 

That we might vote at the next poll to- 
gether. 

Vote ! vote for whom ? I'd not the faint- 
est notion ; 
Little I recked of modem joys or woes; 

Wrapped in (rreek wars and ancient 
Rome's commotion, 
What passed beneath my philosophic 
nose. 

Seemed dim as glimmerings of a mid- 
night taper 

Marked from afar through autumn clouds 
and vapor! 

At Icngtli we paused l)ef ore a wood-work 
wicket. 
Shrining the grimy guardian of the 
poll; 
Into my hands they thrust a printed 
ticket. 
An ink-besmeared, suspicious-looking 
scroll, 
Which, nevertheless, held names of men 
whose action 
' Would cow— they swore — the braaen 
front of faction! 

With scarce a glance, in vacant mood, I 
cast it; 
That ticket soiled into as soiled a bos; 
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A box, I thought, half vaguely as I 

passed it; 
Whose guardian ** Rough " looked wily 

as a fox, 
Willing, no doubt, for any public hero. 
To clieat ml lib. — a Brutus, or a Nero! 

Well I from that day, my peace of life 

was shattered ; 
Dobson would come, all lowering or 

ablaze 
With joy, to shout — (as if the issue 

mattered' ) 
Now *'r//(/ert'« iron/*' now ** glorious 

Ruthy Hayes!'* 
Vainly 1 argued, vainly vowed that d — n 

me, 
1 didn't care three straws for Ruth or — 

•Sammy ! 

** Have I not Scipio and majestic Cato, 
With their grand deeds to ponder yet? " 

1 cried ; 
** Why, d under-headed Dobson, tcill you 

prate so. 
Of modern dwarfs of time and fate 

untried; '' 
** Untried!*' quoth he, aghast at my 

iniquity; 
**ril back them both, by Jove! 'gainst 

all antiquity!'' 

An<l still he came, morning, and noon, 

and twilight. 
Bringing, at last, his party henchmen 

too; 
O ! how I yearnetl to blow them through 

the skylight. 
Or, at the gentlest, beat them black 

and blue; 
Each cursed and threatened like some 

desjH'rate I>ara; 
Meanwhile tliey <{uutf«Ml and quaffed my 

!>i*st Madeira! 

A point there is Iwyond the soul's de- 
tiance. 
Which gained, a mortal man must 
fight, or fly ; 



Fight, If he knows the wily tricks of 
** science," • 
Fly, if he knows not when to smite, 
I and why; 

I Needless to say, in this disastrous mat- 
ter, 
Of the two ways, I wisely chose — the 
latter! 

I left my home; I fled to sluules subur- 
ban. 
Where an old aunt, as deaf as twenty 
posts, 

(A fine antique, bedecked with lace and 
turban,) 
Lived in a house unknown to rats or 
ghosts ; 

There, far from party conflicts, proud or 
petty, 

I dwell at peace, with sober Madame 
Betty! 

At peace! good lack, the unlTersal 

virus 
Of party strife had captive made the 

air. 
The light, the very sun-motes shifUng 

nigh us, 
And thus, alas! it entered even 

there; 
Up, down her stairs, how oft had I to 

stump it, ' 

Shrieking the news through her inftoud 

trumpet. 

Baffled, once more Isonght the public 
pass-wasrs, 
But then, from mom to midnight's 
•• witching noon,*' 

Monotonous as when some blatant aat 
brays, 
The same mixed clamors rote 'neath 
sun and moon ; 

Tilden and Hayes in neverH:eAting wran- 
gle, 

Who the vexed '' snarl " shall erer dii^ 
entangle ? 

• Ring teknee, of oonne. 
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Bank, hull, and niarkot, roimtiug-house 

and alloy. 
Patrician pailorand low bar-room den, 
Ecliood, as 'twere, <*rie.s of retreat or 

rally. 
From ])ra>.sy throats of many thousand 

men: 
Such foolish boasts were hlent with 

threats as silly. 
Yet even the u i>.e men hahhled — //'///// 

The very nuiM'-inaids with their hahy 
eharurs. 
Took sides, and N<|ual)hle(l; newsboys 
>houtinix loud, 

Scuttled aloni; the slii)pery i»av<'ment 
ma rices. 
And burst like yi)uni; bulls through the 
motley er(»wd 

Of ]»arsous, black-h'ixs, dandies, hack- 
men, bunnner>: 

Swollen each m<Mnent by some ra^h new 
comers! 

Around the leleuraph stands they surged 

and l)attled. 
'lill direful Ihules >eemed unloosed on 

earth: 
liies were exehanued. cudLjels and briek- 

b;Us rattle*! : 
The veriest idaek^uard scorned the 

man of liiii h. 
And tweak<'d his nose, or knocketl his 

beaver double — 
Ah mel the noise, the blows, the furious 

trouble! 

I l»as>rd ;i u;iy ** Uazaar." and Lrlanced 

witliiu it. 
( )t silks ;iud satins, what a dazzliuL; 

m;i/.e! 
Fair i<»u.:iies were wa^irinu; smartly: 

e\ ery minute. 
'' Of eoui>e 'lis Tilden ! " •' nay. not so, 

'tis Ilaye^.! " 
IJose. with the rustle of bright uariui'iits 

blendiim — 
A strife of voiees, eaucr and unendim,'! 



You'll scarce believe it; but maids fair 
and tender, 
Dancing from school, the merest slips 
of girls. 

Shrilled Jldt/ts or Tilden^ ami with fin- 
gers sh^nder, 
(auglit and dragged fiercely at each 
otliers' curls; 

111 words tliey spake — those inoousiderate 
misses — 

From rosebud lips just framed for love 
and kis.sesl 



Enough I tlie die is cast ; from rage and 

riot, 
I'll crosso'or momitain walls and ocean 

streams. 
To seek and find again, tliat gracious 

quiet, 
Whose elia nu hath left me, save in 

transient dreams; 
In some far land and time, my spirit 

stilled then — 
I may — who knows — forgive both 

Hayes and Tilden ! 



(Oi^CETTE AM) I/EJi LOVER. 



.' " 



A "I'triTE COMKDIK ' IX RUYME. 

LOVEK. 

Coi^i ette! co<iuetteI now, is it fair 
To weave for me your magic hair, 
IJinding me thus, all unaware? 
Till, wholly meshed in ever>' i)art. 
From dazzled eyes to captuixMl heart, 
Scarce can l.thro' yoiu* radiant .snare, 
Iidiale one waft of free-bom air; 
Answer, coquette! now, is it fair? 

COQIETTE. 

(), foolish (juerist! what if I, 
I>(du)lding your enamored face 
And every well-atte.sted trace 
Of verdant, young iilolatry. 
Should, after my own fashion, choooe 
To play the subtly-amorous muse. 



COQUETTE AND HER LOVER. 



Your inexporieiiceii licait-sirings tontli. 
Wooing tlie warm chords ovunutitli! 
Or lumiJt sou, 'twist a smile ami sigh. 
To eiiUr iM-auly's luminous not '! 



For blindeil liuinnn flit's tike you] 
Ccosi', tlicrctorc, tlils liaK-fei'.'m.-d atlo, 
I'u'r are a natural victim! 1 
Am liy tlip si.nie sinmge law's (lecn«, 
Vour dear, predestined cuemy I 




"For full fln HcoiKl*. tt voaU larnn 

A, If ,.,u rr,,]ly il.uuKl.1, ^vxeiW, 
m. «.....ull.i»B grave." 


(1. then. 

dt-dlll.'U? 

iiiU- ui.s..t. 
■Iiaii^.-.liiil.art; 
f,',-nuKs strons:. 


COqCETTK. 

Siirli questions! — all! won L 

I)ii„.' — 
Fnnoy I've plawvi c'linuf,'.><l wi 
I<-annol! 'lis t.>o har.t a task 
Of any iiiortalhcH-; to ask! 


■s liiiiirli'd lii'arl. 




iiiKUc-d i'iii|n<-tle ? 


Kanpy my porwin rlnnRf-ii to A 



111 jou! 
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My fairy frame to that hiige bulk 
That might befit red Rory Q-Fulke, 
Our Irish groom! — six feet, at least, 
Of stature — with that boundless waist, 
Instead of mine, Titania might 
Quite envy on a " round-dance " night. 
By all the waltzing beaux adored I 
My brow to that great, sabre-scored 
Brown forehead; and my cheeks of 

rose 
To bearded puffs ; my delicate nose — 
Quel horreur I 'tis a hideous dream! 

LOVEB. 

For full five seconds, it would seem 
As if you really tkought, coquette, 
On sonietliing grave ! Slowly about 
Your llower-like lips' delicious pout. 
Came tiny puckerings, lined with doubt; 
Your large eyes widened deep and 

blue, 
As May-skios glimpsed thro' morning 

dew : 
And shadows vague as noon-tide trance 
Stole o'or vour vivid countenance: 
Co(iuettc! show pity! — after all, 
JI(tvc you resolved to free from thmll 
Y'our wretched serf ? . . . Close, close 

your (?yes 
For one brief, merciful minute; try 
To turn your perfect mouth awry; 
Let those arch smiles which magnetize 
My inmost blood be changed to scorn; 
Do all a winsome lady lM)rn 
To loNM'liness and witchery, can, 
To Uout a love-tormented man! 

rOQIETTE. 

You know as well as I 
What balms have soothed your slavery; 
Besides, Z'm ftnrf\ irhafr'n' yon uny^ 
Then* never vet lias dawned the dav 
Onwhieh, in truth ('tis vain to frown). 
You lonire<l to lav vt)ur fettei*s dowu. 
Snrelv but airv ehain-^ tliev are. 
And tenuous as the farthest star. 
But should you break the biudinu net. 
You'd come . . . (ah! graceless, thank- 
less loon!) 



'£re the next wax or wane of moon. 
To sigh, or call on '* sweet coqoettel** 

LOVEB. 

Too much! by heaven! yon heartl4 

chit! 

I'll protie you underrate my wit. 
And self-respect, for all tliat's passed I 
I will — will break these bonds at last. 
Yes! look! you false, liard-kearted girl! 
I dash to earth the dauling curi 
You gave me once! . . . your portrait 

tool . . . 
(O, yes! I stole it, . . . what of that ? 
'Twill soon be shapeless, crushed and 

flat, 

Beneath my stem, avenging heel ! 

Would it wete fleshy and so could /pel, 

. . . Where is it! tchei'ef 

[He searchers /iraniically, but rainljf /or tkt 
likeness in one pocket after onofArr.] 



[Coquette— RpproaGhing with infinite i 
nc88, reiitH one hand upon his Bhoulder, while 
the foreiliiger of the other \» nrchly shaken In 
his angry face, that chaugea with Indicroos 
quickuvw, from passion to bewilderment, and 
from bewilderment to rapture] : 

. . . Why, Ual, for shame! you prayed 

just now, 
With earnest mien and solemn brow. 
That I would sting you with hot acom; 
** 1)0 all a winsome lady born 
To lorelhiess and witchery^ can^ 
To flout a lore-tormented diciii." 
And lo! because yoiu' bidding's done; 
lialf-way, and mildly; wliy, I've won 
Such rude abuse! ... I shall not stir» 
Till you have begged my pardon, air! 
. . . Hal! do you love me? . . . 

LOVKH. 

. . . Angel! saint! 

Can this be true! ... my heart grows 

faint, 
With happiness! . . . so then, despite — 

('(XjUETTE {interrupting). 

Yes. dear! of feigned contempt and 

slight, 
— I hav(> loved you always! who Imt ^cm 
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Had failed thus long to read me true f 
You dear, delightful, Uunderiog boy. 

LOVEB. 

. . . Cupid be blessed! Oh, love I Oh, Joy! 
. . . But where*s that precious curi I 

threw 
Rashly a^-ay ? . . . Already (Sown 
On some light wind ? 

COQUETTE. 

Yes, yes, 'tis gone! 

But then the whole bright, golden net 

{shaklny down her curls,) 
You*ve gained with me! ... If still 

unfair 
You deem this soft, imprisoning snare; 
And 8elf-resi>ect, for all that's passed. 
Demands you break your bonds at last. 
Give me due warning — if you please^ 

LOVER {etubraeing her). 
Ah ! thus a loving seal is sei 
On rosy lips to keep them dumb; 
8ome other eve beneath the trees 
Of golden summer, 'mid the hum 
Of forest brooks and hive4}ound beea, 
1*11 hearken, madcap, while you tease. 
But now, my heart the future yean 
Se4*s through a mist of blissful tears; 
My eyes witli ^raeioiis dew are wet; 
Vm dreaming! . . . No! . . . here smiles 

co<iuette! 



SEXEX TO HIS FRiESD. 

ABOVT THE PKKIOD OF A NEW YBAB. 

Dedicattd to Sam'l Lord, Jr., Ckarlesion, 5.C. 

Yoi'K hair Im Hcaiit, my friend, and mine 

i» .H<'anter, 
On headn snowtnl wtiite by Time, the 

dim*n(*lianter; 
In place of joyous lieams and Jorlal 

twinkli^. 
Behold, old tN)y, our faces scored with 

wrinkles! 



Sparkles yoor legal lore with salt tbat^a 

Attic! 
Bat, ah! those twinges (gout?), those 

pangs riieumatic! 
With muse of mine no more the pnblie 

quarrels, 
Bat, Lord! how cold I fed despite the 

laurels! 

If spiced your fame, not so your milk or 

sago: 
Only mild diet sulu a sharp lumbago. 
While as for me— what critic ''puff'* 

avails one 
Whose own short breath (asthmatic!) 

almost fails one f 

The world we deemed so rife with ftide> 
less prizes — 

Which of us most its hollow show de- 
spises f 

WeM yield our gains for Just one mar- 
vellous minute 

Of our kMt youth, with aU youth's gtoiy 
in it! 

Yet from this House of Life, now 
wrapped In twilight, 

Gleams 'mid the shadowy roof Flalth'a 
magic skylight; 

Whereby as night steals down throogh 
weird gradations. 

We hall the glow of heavenly constella- 
tions. 

So, as through darkness only dawn the 



Of God's calm stars and lofty shining 

spaces. 
That night called death which shrouds 

our bodies breathless 
May flood the heaven of tool with peace 

made deathless. 



THE OBSEHVANT " ELDEST" 8PEAK8. 

** Pa tows that all (^nttony's wicked; 

He's alwajrs for docking my meat. 
And ne'er at dessert will he give me 

Enough of what's racy and sweet: 
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Yet hc*ll fforge and gorge on at his din- 
ners. 
As restless in mouth as in liand ; — 
Now, say, — if all gluttons are sinners. 
Where — where does my 'governor* 
stand ! 

** Oh! pa's most impressive on lying; 

( 'Meanest crime in the annals of sin ; ' ) 
Yet why docs he tell folk (through 
Thom«as) 
That he's out when he knows that he's 
in t 
And ma's done the same, when she 
meant not 
From house nor from chamber to stir: 
I suppose what is punished in wif, sir, 
Is all right in him or in her I 

**ra says, that goo<l men must be 
irt'nerous, 
Self-<UMiyinj;, iH'uevolent, kind;* 
Then why does he give those iK)or beg- 
J^ars 
Just nothing? The lame and the 
blind. 
Small orphan, and wan, pining widow, 
The iroKl-covered head and the gray, 
Unsoothed and unhelped in their sor- 
rows. 
From him turn — how sadly — away! 

**Pa counsels fair wonls of our neigh- 
bors; — 
Oh! he dotes on the piu^ * golden 
rule : ' — 
Yet he calls Aunt Selina * back-biter,' 

And In* dubs l^ncle Reuben * a fool.** 
And whiMi / said, * Young Keui/s like 
his father/ 
On what text in reply did pa lean? 
"Why. ' Wiu>s(» thou fool shall dare utter,' 
Must taste — well, t/ou know what I 
UK'an ! 

** Pa says, * we must reverence our 
elders: ' — 
How be harps and lie har]is upon I 
that; — 



Yet grandfather, who*B ninety and i^ 
ward, 
lie treats like an imbecile ' flat.' 
And once when poor grandpa, at break- 
fast, 
Mistook the 8lop4x>wl for his cup. 
Pa muttered, ' I wish the old dotard 
Were lockoil — Hometchere — lieedf ully 
up!' 



(* 



I don't know wliat the 'goyemor's' 
made of; 

But tmly, if he were not Ae, 
(I mean if he were not uiy ' pater' — 

Alack! that such fathers slionld be,) 
His name would begin as I spelt it, 

With a big blatant li, if you please. 
And concrlude with the tiniest, meanest^ 

Dut most self -sufficient of e*s! " 



LUCIFER'S DEPUTY. 
A MEDLEY AL LEGEND. 

A POET once, whose tuneful soul, per- 
chance, 
Too fondly leaned toward sin, and sin's 

romance^ 
On a long vanished eve, so calm and 

clear 
None could have deemed an evil spirit 

near. 
Brooding ill deeds, was summoned by a 

writ, 
In the due form of Hades, to the Pit; 
A red-nosed, red-haired fiend the sum- 

nioner. 
About whose horrent head his locks did 

stir 
Like half-i^-aked serpents I "Well," in 

wrath and woe. 
The poet cried, '* whom the De'U dilTes 

nniHt go, I 

Whatever the goal! Yet much I wish 

that he 
Ilad sent as guide some nobler fiend than 

thee. 
Thou hideous varietl" 
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"Come, keep cool, 1 say," 
Counselled the other safely, '* while you 



may 



f »» 



Whereon, as half in scorn and half in 

ire, 
He haled the poet to the realm of fire. 

Arrived in bounds Had^an, a vast rout 

Of fiends they met, who rushed tumultu- 
ous out, 

To roam the earth and those doomed 
spirits snare 

Who unsuspecting lived and acted 
there ; 

Till in a few brief seconds the whole 
crew 

Of crowding demons — black, brown, 
green and blue — 

AH but tbcir haughty chief, his form up- 
reared 

Through the red mist, had wildly dis- 
appeared. 

Then said the dark archangel to the 

bard: 
** Thine eye is bright, thou hast a shrewd 

rci^rd; 
And, therefore, ere I likewise o*er the 

marge 
Of Hades wing my way for some brief 

hours, 
To thee I choose to delegate my powers 
As chief and sovereign of this kingdom 

dread. 
To which, if well thou guardest, by my 

head 
Thy recompense, when I come back, 

shall be 
\ luscious tid bit, garnished daintily — 
No nu^auer entree than a roasted monk, 
(Before he's eooked we'll make the 

rascal drunk, 
To spicf hiH juices!); or, if thou'dst 

prefer 
Yon leaner and less succulent usurer. 
Why, of our toil and time with trifling 

loss. 
We'll serve him up, larded with golden 

sauce!" 



But while the absent fiends their canning 

tasked 
To trap unwary souls, thick cloaked and 

masked. 
One entered Hades who did soon 

entice 
The heedless bard to play a game at 

dice, 
Staking the souls he held in charge 

thereon. 
The stranger played superbly — played, 

and won. 
So, gathering round him the freed souls, 

with care 
And kind despatch, safe to the outward 

air 
He led them triumphing; and all who 

now 
Looked on his unmasked face and 

glorious brow 
Knew that St. Peter stood amongst them 

there. 
But when the devils, trooping homeward, 

found 
Thehr kingdom void ^ its conflagrations 

drowned 
As 'twere by showers from HeaTen— 

such curses rose — 
Like thunder bellowing througti the 

strange repose 
Which late had reigned — the poet'a 

head whirled round. 
Stunned by the tumult. But ere long^ 

with whirr 
And furious whhBZ, his right band 

Lucifer 
Brought in such stinging contact with 

one cheek 
And then the other, that our minstreU 

weak 
From pain and fear, sank trembling on 

the floor. 
But sternly Satan pointed to the door. 
Where through his faithless goard, with 

many a kick 
And echoing thump, and one swift mer- 
ciless prick 
Of a keen pitchfork, was thrust forth !m 

shame 
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From out the empire of fierce grief and 

llaiiie« 
III even more woeful plight than when 

he cam(^ I 
Then Lucifer upraised his anns and 

swore 
A mighty oath that Hades* lurid door 
No poet's form should ever enter moi'e ! 



So, brother bards, whatever ye write or 

do, 
Be fearless. Hades holda no place f<ff 

you: 
Since if on earth men deem your worth 

but small. 
Why there, 'tis plain, ye have no worth 

at all! 
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LITTLE NELLIE iN THE PRISON. 

The eyes of h child are sweeter than any hymn 

we have sung, 
And wiser than any sermon is the liq» of a 

cliildish tongue! 

JIuuu Falcon learned this happy troth 

one day ; 
TTwas a fair noontide In the month of 

May)- 
When, as the chaplain of the convicts' 

jail. 
He passed its glowering archway, sad 

and pale. 
Bearing his tender daughter on his arm. 
A five years* darling she! The dewy 

charm 
i)i Eden star-dawns glistened in her 

eyes; 
ller dimpled cheeks were rich with swi* 

ny dyes. 

*'Papa!" the child that mom while 

still abed, 
Drawing liim close toward her, shyly 

said : 
*' Papa! oh, won't you let your Nellie go 
To see those naughty men tliat plague 

you so, 
Down ill the ugly prison by the wood ? 
Pa]>a, ril beg and pray them to be 

good.-* 
" Wliat, you. uiy child ? " he said, with 

half a sigh. 
'* Why not. papa ? FU beg them so to 



try. 



t* 



The chaplain, with a father's gentlest 

gra<»e. 
Kissed the snuiU rulSed brow, the plead- 
* ' ingface: 



''Oat of the mouths of bftbee and sock- 
lings still. 

Praise is p^ected," thoqght he; thus, 
hiswUl 

Blended with hers, and thioofi^ those 
gates of sin. 

Black, even at noontide, sire and child 
passed in. 

Fkncy the foulness of a snlphmrons laka, 
Wherefrom a lily's snow-white leaTCt 

should break. 
Flushed by the shadow of an unseen 

rose! 
So, at the iron gate's kmd clang and 

dose, 
Shone the drear twilight of that place 

defiled. 
Touched by the flower-Uke sweetness of 

the child! 
O'er many a dismal vault^ and atony 

floor. 
The chaplain walked from ponderous 

door to door, 
Till now beneath a stairway's dlzsy fllgjit 
Hestood and looked up the far-didlng 

height; 
But risen of late firom fever's torture- 
bed, 
How could he trust his fidtering limbs 

and head? 

Just then, he saw, next to the mildewed 

wall, 
A man in prisoner's raiment, gaunt and 

tall. 
Of sullen aspect, and wan, downcast 

face, 
Okwoed in the midnight of soma detp 

disgrace; 
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He sliraiik as one who yearned to fade ; And perished loves I A cabin by a rill 

away, 1 Rose through the twilight on a happy 

Like a vagin* shadow on the stone-work , hill: 

gray, | And there were lithe child-figures at 

Or die l)eyond it, like a viewless wind; \ their play 

He seemed a spirit faithless, passionless, , That flashed and faded in the dusky 

blind ; ray; 

To all fair liopos which light the hearts ; And near the porch a gracious wife who 



of men, — 
A (lull, dejul soul, never to wake again! 

The chaplain paused, half doubting 

what to do, 
Wlifii little Xellie raised her eyes of blue, 
And. no wise daunted by the downward 

stir 
Of sliairgy brows that glowered askance 

at her, 
.Said. — i)uttiug by her wealth of sunny 

jiair, — 
**Sir, will you kindly take me up the 

stair"? 
Papa IS tin'd, and I'm too small to 

climl)." 
Frankly iicr eyes in his gazed all the 

T.iiiM'; 
And something to her childhood's 

instinct known 
So worked within bcr, that her anns 

woi-«' thrown 
About his neck. She left her sire's em- 
brace 
Near that sad convict-heart to take her 

])lace, 
SjjarklinLj and trustful I — more she did 

not s])eak; 
Dnt her (juick lingers patted his swart 

check 
Caressingly. — in time to some old tune 
llnniineil by her iuu*se, in sunuuer's 

drowsy noon! 

Perforce he turned his wild, uncertain 

gaze 
Down on the child! Then stole a trem- 

nloiis haze 
Across bis eyes, but rounded not totears; 
Wherethrough be saw faint glimmerings 

of lost vears 



smiled, 
Pure as young Eve in Eden, unboguiled! 

Subdued, yet thrilled, 'twas beautiful to 
see 

With what deep reverence, and how ten- 
derly, 

lie clasi^ed the infant frame so slight 
and fair, 

And safely bore her up the darkening 
stair! 

The landing reached, in her arch, child- 
ish ease. 

Our Nelly clasped his neck and whis- 
pered : 

" Please, 

Won't you be gooil, sir ? For I like you 
so, 

And you arc such a big, strong man, 
you know — " 

With pleading eyes, her sweet face side- 
wise set. 

Then suddenly his furrowed cheeks 
grew wet 

With sacred tears — in whose divine 
eclipse 

Upon her nestling head he pressed his 
lips 

As softly as a dreamy west wind's sigh, 

What time a something, undefined but 
high, 

As Hwere a new soul, struggled to the 
dawn 

Through his raised eyelids. Thence, 
the gloom withdrawn 

Of brooding vengeance and unholy pain, 

lie felt no more the captive's galling 
chain ; 

But only knew a little child had come 

To smite <lespair, his taunting demon, 
dumb; 
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A child wliose marvellous innocence en- I 
ticed 

All white thouglits back, that from the , 
heart of Christ 

Fly dove-like earthward, past our cloud- 
ed 1 ken, 

Child-life to bless, or lives of child- like 
men! 

Thus he went his way, 
An altered man from that thrice blessM 

<lay ; 
His soul tuned ever to the soft refrain 
Of words oncf uttered in a sacred fane: 
•'Tin* little children, let them come to 

mc, 
Of such as these my realm of heaven 

must bt*;" 
But most he loved of one dear child to 

tell. 
The child wliose trust had saved him, 

tender Nell! 



THE (If/ L PR EX. 

TiiK children! ah, the chihlren! 

Your innocent, joyous ones; 
Your daui;hters, with souls of simshine; 

Your buoyant and laughing sons. 

Look loni; in their happy faces, 
Drink love from their sj)arkling eyes, 

For tlw wonderful chann of childhood, 
How soon it withers and dies! 

A f«*w f;ist-vauishin«; summers, 

A season or twain of frost, 
And vou suddenlv ask, In'wildered 

'• What is it my heart hath lost?** 

Perhaps you see by the hearth-stone 
Some .luno, stately and proud. 

Or a Hebe whost» softly ambushe<l eyes 
F'lash out from the golden cloud 

Of lavish and beautiful tresses 
Tliat wantonly tioatini:, stray 

O'er the white of a throat an<l bosom 
More fair than blossoms in May. 



And perhaps you mark their brothers — 
Young heroes who spurn the sod 

With the fervor of antique knighthood, 
And the air of a Grecian god ! 

But where, ah, where are the children, 
Your household fairies of yore ? 

Alack! they are dead, and their grace 
has fled 
For ever and ever more! 



iriLL AND /. . 



I. 



We roam the hills together, 
In the golden sunmier weather, 

\\{\\ and I : 
And the glowing sunbeams bless us. 
And the winds of hearcn caress us, 
As we wander hand in hand 
Through the blissful summer land 
Will and I. 

II. 

Where the tinkling brooklet passes 
Through the heart of dewy grasses, 

\\\\\ and I 
Have heard the mock-bird singing, 
And the field-Iark seen upspringing 
in his ha])py flight afar. 
Like a tiny winged star, 
Will and I. 

III. 
Amid cool forest closes 
We have plucke<l the wild wood roses, 

Will and I; 
And have twined, with tender duty, 
Swet»t wreaths to cn)wn the lN*auty 
Of the purest brows that shine 
With a mother-love divine 
Will and 1. 

IV. 

Ah ! thus we roam together. 
Through the golden summer weather, 
Will and I; 
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Wliilc the glowing suiibeonis bless us, 
And the wmds of heaven caress us — 
As we wander hand iu hand 
O^er the blissful summer land 
Will and 1. 



JAMIE ASD HIS MOTHER — IX THE 
TliOPICS. 

JAMIE. 

O MOTHER, what countrj' is that 1 see 
Far over the stream and the lK)ulders 

Where the wiuil-song pipes, and the cur- 
lews llee, 
And the little brown squirrels dance 
and play 
Through the lK)ughs all day ? 

MOTHER. 

Why, only a forest dark and wild, 

A savage wavSte you nuist shun, my child! 

.lAMIE. 

O mother, what shajn's are those that sit 
In the <leep dun heart of the woodland 
gle.om '.* 
And what those en'atures that dip and 
Ihl, 
Each crowned with a golden and scar- 
let plume. 
O'er the tamarind bloom ? 

MOTHER. 

Whv. only the monkeys crouched from 

siuht. 
And paroquets Hashing in gay-hued 

llight : 

.JAMIE. 

O mother, what ohildnm are those that 
run 
So swiit and light 'mid the tree-stems 
ban? '/ 
They seem to twinkle from shatle to sun, 
And beek«>n me over their s}>ort to 
share 
In the noontide fair! 



*'• Go not/' she cried, with a qalTering 

breath: 
'* They arc Plxlcs, child, and their tipati 

is death!" 

But there came a mom when the moCh- 
er*s words 
Xo longer dwelt in her Jamie's mind ; 
When he followed tlie flight of the whir- 
ring birds 
That circled and soared on the wood- 
land wind. 
And mother and liome were far behind. 



Like one in a golden dream was he. 
Far over the stream and the bonlden 
gray: 
And the wind-song pipes, and the car- 
lews flee. 
And the little brown squirrels dance 
and play 
Through the boughs all day. 

But the day grew dim, and the night- 
shades fell. 
And there in the dark, drear, hungry 
wild. 
In the loneliest nook of a mountain dell. 
Where never a tender moonbeam 
smiled, 
Lay the weary child I 

Like one in an awful trance was he. 
In the deep dim heart of the woodland 
gloom; 
But a trance whose shadows can never 
flee, 
Till the mystic trump of the day of 
doom 
Breaks vault and tomb. 

And they found him there with hit 
bleeding hands 
So humbly crossed o'er the ragged TOrt, 
Ilis spirit had gone to the angel laiids» 
But his out-worn body they laid to 

rest 
In the last sad smile ol the gentlama; 
God guard hit VMtl 



THE THREE COFECKS.-^THE REASON WHY. 
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THE THREE COPECKS. 

Crouched low in a sordid chamber. 
With a cupboard of empty shelves, 

Half starved, and, alas, unable 
To comfort or help themselves, 

Two children were left forsaken, 
All on^haned of mortal care ; 

But with spirits too close to heaven 
To be tainted by earth's despair. 

Alone in that crowde<l city, 
Which shines like an arctic star, 

By the banks of the frozen Neva, 
In the realm of the mighty ('zar. 

Now, Max was an lux^hin of seven; 

But his delicate sister, Leeze, 
With the crown of her ripplins; ringlets, 

(.'ould scarcely have reached yoiu* 
knees. 

As he looked on his sister weeping, 
An<l tortured by hunger's smart, 

A thought like an angel entered 
At the door of his opened heart. 

lie wrote on a fragment of paper, 
With quivering hand and soul, 

" PUase snnl to me, Chrinty three co- 
pecks. 
To purchusefor Leeze a roU!*' 

Then, rushed to :i church, his missive 
To <lrop, — ere the ve8|)er jisalms, — 

As the surest mail bound Christ ward, 
In the unlocked Ik)x for alms! 

While he stepiKMl upon tiptoe to reach it, 
One jKissod from the priestly band, 

And with smile like a benediction, 
Took the note from his eager hand. 

Having read it, the good man's bosom 
(Jrew warm with a holy joy; 

**Ah! Christ may have heard you 
already, 
Will you come to mij house, my boy ? " 



n 



But 



n 



No, 



not without Leeze?" 
surely, 
We'll have a rare party of three; 
Go, tell her that somebody's waiting 
To welcome her home to tea." 

That night in the cosiest cottage. 
The orphans were safe at rest, 

Each sang as a callow birdling, 
in the depths of its downy nest. 



And the next Lord's Day, in his pulpit, 
The preacher so spake of these. 

Stray lambs from the fold, which Jesus 
Had blessed by the sacred seas: 

■ 

So recounte<l their guileless story. 
As he held each child by the hand, 

That the liardest there could feel it, 
And the dullest could understand. 

O'er the eyes of the listening fathers 
There floated a gracious mist; 

And oh, how the tender mothers 
Those desolate darlings kissed! 

'* You have given your tears,*' said the 
preacher, 

'* Heart-alms we should none despise; 
But the open palm, my children^ 

Is more than the weeping eyes /" 

Then followed a swift coUectioiit 
From the altar steps to the door. 

Till the sum of two thousand rabies 
The vergers had counted o'er. 

So you see that the unmailed letter 
Had somehow gone to its goal. 

And more than three copecks gathflred 
To purchase for Leese a roll! 



THE REASOS WHY. 

I'D like, indeed I'd like to know 
Why sister Bell, who loved me so^ 
And used to pet me day and nlgbt. 
And could not bear me out of sigfat» 



362 



POEMiS FOR CHILDREN. 



Now always looks so cross and glum, 
If to liLT side I chance to come, 
When that great, gawky man is nigh; 
rd like to know the reason why? 

Tliat man! I hate him I yes, I do. 
And, in my place, you'd hate him too. 
At first, (his common name is John!) 
lie hrought me hoxes of hon bans, 
With books, and dolls, and tiny rings. 
And li>ts on lot** of precious things. 
And said, of all Miss Pontoon's girls. 
Not one could match my flowing curls, 
My rosy che<*ks and roimded chin, 
With one sly dimple nestling in. 
But now, he st^ems so stern and liigh, 
I scarce may catch his scornful eye. 
"While as for toi/s ! — he has ceased to 

huy ! 
Tell me, who can, the reason why ? 

It's mean! dear me! I'm sure- it's mean! 
Did I not nm a ** go-belwe»'n *' 
From him to sister Bell so long, 
(Although \ ft (tied it might he wrong), 
With swet?t meats, flowers, and scented 

notes, 
JSealed by twotloves with curving throats? 
Of course I thought him kind and nice. 
But now, he's cold as arctic ice! 
And more than once I've heard him 

** That chit's fort*\er in the way!*' 
While Bell — she »niiim ! till 1 could 

cry. 
Will no one tell the reason why ? 

r.ATEK. 

Think — Mr. ,h>hn's my friend again. 
('Twas yesternight he nuide it plain). 
For most of our big household gone 
To P'riday's lecture, — left alone, 
But Bell and I; he came to tt'a, 
(As now he's coming constantly,) 
And spoke to me quite warmly — quite : 
*' Lizzie, you are not looking bright; 
And sinci* both Jiell and I an* here, 
Take Nur>e, and see the circus, dear; 
I'll pay, my love! accept of this.'* 



f» 



(A wee gold dollar, and^a kiss!) 
**W^hy don't you come with Bell? 

asked I; 
He smiled, but would not answer why. 



LATER BULL. 

Good news ! good news ! I'm almost mad, 
I feel so pleased, so proiul and glad. 
To-morrow is the wedding-day; 
Papa will give oiw Bell away, 
And Tni a bridesmaid! — oh, my dress! 
** Soft waves of white silk loveliness,'* 
Bell says, *' with grace in every tuck!" 
And isn't Brother John a duck ? 
(I call him Urother now, you see,) 
lie gave this dainty dress to me. 
And said, his *' little friend must look 
Fair as a pictrnxi in a book." 
I answereil gayly, " I shall tiy! " 
What need to usk the reason why ? 



THE SILk'EX SHOE. 
*' Ilic on tho hoUy-trec ! "~ OM Ballad, 

The fin'light danced and wavered 

In elvish, twinkling glee 
On the leaves and crimson berries 

Of the great green Christmas Tree; 

And the children who gathered round it 
Beheld, with marvelling eyes. 

Pendant from tnmk and branches 
How many a precious prize, 

Fn>m the shinnnor of gold and silver 
Through a pursers cunning net. 

To the coils of a rippling necklace. 
That qmvered with b^ds of jet. 

But chiefly they gazed in wonder 
Where flickered strangely through 

The topmost leaves of the holly 
The sheen of a silken shoe! 

And the eldest spake to her father: 
'* I have seen — yes, year by year. 

On the crown of our Christmaa hollies, 
That small shoe glittering clear; 



TBE SILKEN SHOE. 



" Bat foa never have told who owned It, 

Xor why so loftily set, 
It shlnea through the fadeleM Teidore, 

You never hkve told ui yet!" 

'TwM then that the musefut fuber 

In slow tad accents si^, 
While (he Srellght hovered eerily 

About bisUowDcut bead: 



" My children — yon bad a tiaua; 

I It was long. long, long ago). 
She came like an Eden raaebud 

'Mid the drwrieM winter snow, 

" And for four nreet leasanR bloMoingd 
To cbeer our bearti and health, 

Wben the song o( the Bethlehem angdi 
Lured her away from earth — 




" For ^aln 'twaa the time of Christmas, 
As she lay nrilh lalioring breath; 

But — our minds wi-re bliniled strangely. 
And we did not dream of deatti. 

" A liul<- befiirp iilie Ipft us. 

We had ileflly ralseii lo riew. 
On the topmnst braiirh of the holly 

Yon gllniiiicriii):, liny si)oe; 

" We knew thai no ii>y would pteaw ber 
Like a sliiw hii fair and neat. 

To fulil. with Its Mifi camslng 
Uer delirate, »y1|iIi-Uke feet! 

" Tndy. a smile like a sunbeam 
Urigliti'niit tier eyes of blue. 

And once — twire — thrice — she tested 
The charm of her fairy ahoe! 



" Ah ! ttien the bright smile flickered, 

Failed, and dnioped away. 
As faintly, in tones that fsJtered, 

I heard our darling say : 

" ' My shoe, papa, please hang It 
Once more on the holly bough, 

Juat where I am sure to tee It, 
When I wake — an hour from now. 

"But alas! die never wakened! 

Close shut were the eyei of blue; 
Whose last taint gleam had fondled 

The cnrves of that dainty shoe. 

"Ab. children, you understand me; 

yoHreyea are brimmed with dew. 
As they watch on the ChrlstraM fadlr 

The rtieen of a silken ahoe." 
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THE BLACK DESTllIKli. 
A BALLAD OF TIIK TIIIHI) CliL'SADE. 

FiKST 'mid the lion Uichanrs host, 
Sir Ayiiicr foiiglit in Holy Land; 

And they loved liim well for his honest 
heart, 
And they feared, for his stalwart hand. 

Once on a glorious hattle eve. 

The Paynini legions wildly flying, 

Sir Aynier i)aused from his work of 
blood, 
Where an eastern knight lay dying. 

lie was the latest guard of one, 

Tlu' Soldan's fair and favorite bride. 

And there on the trampled and erimson 
sod 
She moaned by the warrior's side. 

No strength had he to shield his charge; 

Ihit nn'M the ("hrislian victor's face; 
And the lady knew, as she gaze(l thereon, 

That his mercy would grant her grace. 

The Paynim <lied: " I am thy guide,*' 
The brave Sir Aymer softly said ; 

" Uy my father's faith thou art saft^ from 
scaith, 
When'socv^-r thou woidd'st be led.'' 

True to his word, through friend, through 
foe, 
lie bore the lady fast and far, 
Till the hostile sheen of the Moslem 
s] tears 
Flashed under the evening star. 

The Soldau's self with speechless joy. 
With glisl«'uinu^eyes and bated brenlh, 

The ([ueeu of his house and heart ein- 
bracetl. 
As if claiming his Love from death! 

"Now, (biistian knight, by this pure 
ligbl. 
No vain nor empty thanks are mine; 
So. nanu' tlwe the guenlona king may 
gi'aut. 
And belit've me, it shall be thine.'' 



" No giienlon, prince, for simple ruth 
The Christian warrior deigns to take; 

lie has vowed to rescue the loni and 
weak, 
For his own sweet lady's sake.' 

" All proofs of zeal the grateful feel, 
Surely, fair knight, thou would'st not 
shun? 
An honored guest, thou wilt tarry and 
rest, 
At least till the morrow's sun ? " 

Thus, in the 8f)ldan*s tent he stayed — 
What time the queen with passionate 
eyes. 
Struck blind to the harem's splendor, 
dreamed 
Of his beauty with love-sick sighs: 

And ere that morrow's sun hatl set. 
With scarce a blush her love she told; 

But Sir Aymer hearkened with haughty 
mien. 
And the words that he spake were cold. 

Then flushed the imperious forehead 
high, 

A dark flame glittered in her eyes. 
And the hate of the deadly orient quelled 

The breath of her tender sighs. 

*'Sir knight, enough; thouscom'st my 
love ! 
But ere thou goest, take instea^l 
This marvellous steed of the jet-black 
breed, 
I In the land of the Magi bred. 

" O stern in fight! O swift in flight! 

This matchless steed will serve thee 
well, 
Whether thy lure be a lady's bower. 

Or the van ward war-trump's swell." 

lie took the gift, he liowed him low, 
And gained the Christian camp at 
noo]i; 

" O courser of might in strife or flight!" 
Quoth he, " I shall prove thee soon." 
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The conflict joins; the hosts are hot; 
That gallant Destrier ''holds his 
own;" 
Aghast at the rush of his whirlwind 
course, 
Whole legions are overthrown. 

In twice tliree mortal combats more 
The same felt ruin marked his path, 

Till the Saracens deemed, as their life- 
blood streamed, 
'Twas a fiend of hell in his wrath. 

But once, alas ! alas ! the day ! 

The Moslem's sudden war-cry rose, 
And the knight his *'Ave" forgot to 
say, 

Ere he hastened to meet his foes. 

St. Paul ! what wizard spell is this ? 
The Destrier spurns the hands that 
guide. 
And full on the front of the Christian 
host 
Sweeps back through the battle tide. 

Gramerry! 'twas a dreadful sight 
Which met the gathering thousands 
there, 
When the war-horse charged like a blaz- 
ing star. 
Til rough a halo of blooil-red air. 

With bristling mane, and hot disdain 
Against the mail-clad lines he came; 

And his red orbs burneil with a frenzied 
ire, 
And his nostrils darted flame. 

Thus raging from the heathen van, 
Strange steed and awful rider rushed, 

And the souls of the boldest shrank 
appalled, 
And the wildest voice was hushed; 

Till swift towards King Kichard'scamp 
llie fiery-f ronte<l iH)rtent bore, 

From the fetlock firm to the hori-ent crest 
All reeking with Christian gore. 



There, on a sadden paused the barb, 
Still, as if carved in m&rble black, 

And from silent knight and terrible steed 
The pale throng shuddered back: 

But now from ont the trembling crowd 
A priest with holy water passed, 

He sprinkled the knight, he sprinkled 
the steed 
With the pure lymph free and fast: 

When lo! the fatal charm dissolved — 
Prone, with a hollow, rattling sound 

In the clasp of his unscathed armor, fell 
The knight to the bloody ground : 

They loosed his hauberk and his helm, 
But dead and wan his eyeballs shone. 

As if they had gazed on a nameless 
dread 
Which liad frozen their life to stone! 

They felt his pulseless heart, his brow 
Dim with the death-shade's mystle 
gloom. 
While ruthless and stem are the looks 
they turn 
On the demon that wrought his doom. 

But pallid as a waning cloud 

Athwart the summer moon-disc blown, 
The shadowy form of a demon steed 

In the ghost-like eve had grown: 

Only — his supernatural eyet 
One moment shot a vengeful spark. 

Ere the glimmering Syrian twillglht 
closed 
On the steps of the sudden dark. 



THE ADVENTURES OF LITTLE BOE 
BONNYFACE. 

Little Bob Bonnylace went out one 

day 
Into his father's fields to play; 
Twas a mom undarkened by mist or 

cloud, 
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With the thriish and tlie blackbird 

piping loud ; 
Tlie locust, deop in the pine-tree wood, 
Shrilled, as only a locust could ; 
And borne on the waft of a summer 

breeze, 
Swanned by him an anny of honey-bees. 
Dolightetl he saw, delighted he heard 
The morn, the bees, and the singing 

bird ; 
lie also sang, as he roamed tlirough the 

clover, 
Feeling no jolly, and free all over! 

But liob — 1 must tell you the honest 

truth — 
Was a terribly mischievous thoughtless 

youth ; 
Whatever he wanted to do or say, 
lie did and he said in the l>oldest way, 
Not seeming to lender, even to care 
How nauglity his words or his actions 

were; 
For the only aim of this reckless elf 
Was — everywhere, always, to please — 

himself! 

'Twas to please himself, without license 
or l<*ave 

Nor a thought how his poor sick moth- 
er might grieve. 

If she missed too long, on her suffering 
bed, 

The golden gleam of his curly head. 

That he l»*ft his home through the fields 
to stray. 

On that sunny and beautiful sununer's 
<lay. 

As the air breathed over him, blithe- 
some, but ralm. 

All laden with fragrance and meadow- 
balm. 

And the sunshine warmed his young 
blon.l tlinmgh. 

While it dazzh'd and danced from the 
stainless blue. 

Bob fell that a jollity, wholesome and 
sweet , 

Posses**«*d him whollv. from head to feet. 



lie looked around, and what shoulil his 

eye 
In an open space 'mid the clover spy. 
But an ant-hole, wrought in the sandy 

drouth. 
Out of its busy, populous mouth. 
The dwariish tenants — an endless train. 
Emerging, covered the tiny plain ; 
Eastward and westward, north and 

south, 
They toiled, with a constant will, to 

gain 
The fairy stores of their wintcr*s grain; 
Yet Bob in his recklessness deemed it 

fun 
The ants and their mansion to overrun. 
By millions down in the crumbling sod 
The frightened creatiues he swiftly 

trod; 
Filled up with dust, and grasses, and 

stone, 
Tlie entrance-ways to their home, over- 
thrown 
Xot one of the innocent horde, not one, 
Was left to toil in the laughing sun — 
But still Bob shouted, and thought it — 

fun ! 

Next on his wandering way he came 
To a furze-bush, gleaming like yellow 

flame; 
A spider as ugly and fierce as sin. 
Had spread the snares of his web ther^ 

in; 
But ~ cunning and sly — as Bob roshed 

up. 
He hid himself deep In a thistle's cup. 
Leaving above, in his worship's stead, 
A bee, caught fast in his poisoned 

thread ! 

Now, here was a chance for Bobby to 

free 
From his pain and prison this harmless 

l)ee; 
But bless you! no! 'twas a finer thing 
Uv thought, to pierce him from wing to 

wing; 
On a pin*s keen point to whirl him hi(^ 
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And behold the quivering insect die, 
This, too, when the barbarous act was 

done. 
Seemed nothing to Bob but a moment's 

— fun. 

More gleeful than ever. Bob onward 

pressed; 
In the wayside thickets he found a nest, 
The eggs half hatched; but he took 

them out, 
And witli rude liand scattered them all 

about, 
Laugliiug to see how the egg-shells 

broke. 
But hey I what-s this? with a buflfetlng 

stroke. 
The wings of the outraged mother-bird 
(Who down from her neighboring perch 

had whirreti,) 
So smartly smote him on forehead and 

eves, 
That Bobby in his turn trembling — 

flies! 

(l)on*t you think that his was a wretch- 
ed plight ? 

Just picture a hoy from a hir^J in flight! 

His heart and his knee-joints weak with 
fright. ) 

But soon recovered, he t nidged along. 
Humming the wonls of a ballad-song. 
Till reaching a place where the grasses 

bretl 
Tall *'hopi)crs*' in thousands, he staid 

his tread. 
And cunningly crouching, as quick as 

thought, 
A *' grandfather hopper" was deftly 

caught. 
Bob squeezed his body, and pidled his 

thighs. 
And poked a straw in his winking 

eyes : 
Then, with shrill laughter, and merry 

scoflf. 
He wrenched both legs of the creature 

off; 



And next (could the rascal have had a 

heart?) 
Its head from the body was snatched 

apart, 
Till, a pitiful image of death and dearth, 
Its carcass lay on the verdant earth! 

I haven't the leisure to stop and tell 

What other pains and evils befell 

The defenceless tenants of wood and 

dell; 
All wrought by an urchin's uncurbed 

will. 
At length as an evening fair and still. 
Shone over the wood. Bob strolled be- 
yond 
The wooded glades to a quiet pond. 
The home of eels, mud-fishes, and 

things 
Half frog, half fish, all covered with 

stings, 
And scaly armor, as bright as brass; 
Then and there, reader, it came to pass 
That a terrapin, lazily crawling o'er 
The moistened ways of its native shore, 
Bob shrewdly captured — he tamed his 

back 
Hecdf ully down on the sandy track, 
And — need we say it ? — at once began 
To practise as ever, his teasing plan. 
He pinched the flesh of the terrapin 

sore 
Racked it behind, and racked it before; 
And strove — the' jost with a touch o^ 

awe, 
The reptile's head from its shell to draw. 
When hark! the sound of a vicious 

snap! 
And the juvenile's fingers were in a trap 
As ruthless as fate, and as sharp as 

steel; 
Then, followed a piteous discord! 

Squeal, 
Bellow, and shriek, the echoes around, 
Woke up from the startled wave and 

ground. 
'Bob struggled and panted, kicked and 

cried, 
Tet, his enemy's hold all efldrCa defied; 



I'OJiias FOU CHILDREN. 



Ilu th(iii({Hl lo risi-, but hi' wuiild not do 

Vm U>ax tlinl liis iimngliil ilfsU might 

And Mill iiiiir<- u^iiiiLziiI, aiifjrv, and 

loiiil. 
Ills vi'IIn went I]]! U) a uliirliii^ <-l(iiul, 
Wbii'h in i\ iiiuiiii'iit from uut tlut 



lint ivliul kIliiII 1 suy of tlii> uioiiKtrr a 
■ [in liiiiK' iniiiitli Hlri'lc'liiiij! fiiini carlo 



l.L.y: 
Xow, 1i-ani. nil! I'riu-I 



nl elf! 
lain, yi>iir«>lf: 
stlli|r lu the ■In'jM.-iit 



AVIii'ii 111' '.'iiiiii'il fi'oiii llio liTraiiin'a 

AVliili' n'^Iini;. Iluil iil.<.'lil. on liU I'oiidi 

TIk']-.' sofllv .b»']i<'.l Iliro' \\\\: liviliglit 

ulooiii. 
A ra<-< >n- fair lliait a tvliiliM-ORe 

An<l :i v<>i>-<' llial H'.'>ii<-a )ik<- llit^ inidtT 

Of III)- nali'rs Ihal swimii on a bn-i'ZclCHS 

Ix'Urli. 
WbisiH-nil iiH 1..W as Urn' i-ntiUl Ix': 
" l^Hik U|>! 1 diarfii- llii'i'! anil wiirNhip 



"My name it PItj! — 1 am enticed 
From even tli« Heaven of Heavvni to 

Soft balinii for mortal antrerins; 
Aitil wlioiioever the fruil<«ii thing 
Witli slreiigUi witlilii H to feel or love. 
Wuunds hrv — lie ta tiMturing me 

Anil worsf — for the patiga at that 

anpiisii dart 
Tiiruiitfti mine, lo Uie tender Saviour's 

Kiicnci'1 — but jiut aa sleep was won. 
Anil iiviT tbe boy's bright eyea of brown. 
Till' ii<>lii.<aii' lutiies came drooping down. 
Tliro' the silvery vddiea of moonlight 

'llu're alole the Bliadow <rf Up* tlwt 

kissed 
T1k> slain from the chlklisb aoul away, 
'lliat iuully sinning, bad deemed II— 

playt 



KISS MB. KATIE! 

Katie, Katie, little Katie! 
Miinlh of rifse and e>'es of blue, 
(Eypa tlini 4>(ikoUL' frankly tltruuebl) 
Wlipn I'm iilisi'iit lion' tyuu miss me f 
XoH- Tin ni'iir yitil, comi-amj klwmel 
Katie, little Katie, klsi me! 
Katie, do! 

Katie, Katie, pretty Katie! 
Pn-ttler far llisn Jane or Lu, 
Mailge or MMt^arci, Maiiil or Pnie; 
(Jraeeful (US a siirin«'U)m fairy, 
Tiuiftiil as Vi'Ur ii't <iinary— 
Katie, pretty Katie, Uos me I 
Katie, do! 

Kalle. Bly, <iweptWe Eatiel 
If yon fly iile I'll iiurMH'. 
(What tlioiigh rnmn orcroutsboald mel) 
Then, if 1 ran ovennatvli yon, 
ltti»nJn<; fast ran cla»p and catch yon, 
(:nptiin<d Katie, n-on't you Uh ma f 
Katlf. do! 



CAQED. — LITTLE LOTTIE'S GRIEVANCE. 
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Katie, mute, day-dreaming Katie, 
If I tell your thoughts to you. 
Guess your dreams and make them true. 
Won't you cease your coy defiance, 
Vanquisheil by such wondrous science — 
Won't you kiss me, Katie darling ? 
Katie, do! 

Katie, captious little Katie! 
Why that quickly tapping shoe. 
Ready shrug and scornful moue f 
Can it be you mean to scout me ? 
Just because I'm grayish, flout me ? 
Are you muttering, ** Kiss iiim! neveb! 
No, I ort?i't .' and no, I worCt!''^ 
O, you petulant, changeful Katie ! 
Katie, donH ! 



CAGED. 



You think he sings a gladsome song! 

Ah, well, he «/?if/« / but only see 
How oft on glossy neck and breast 

His bright head droops despondingly; 
Or not<» the restless, eager bird 
When a/ree minstrel's voice is heard. 

You think because he pecks his grain 
With vigorous mien and active bill, 

This long captivity has trained 
To tame conUMit his roving wiU. 

But watch, as some wild pinion files. 

Flashed near his cage, from summer 
skies : 

He lifts his crest, his eyes dilate 
To yeanling orbs of passionate fire; 

His whole small body seems to thrill, 
And vibrato to the heart's desire: 

The deathless wish once more to roam 

The broad blue heaven God made his 
home. 

Mark, next, the weary pant, the sigh 
Of hope deferred, that follows then; 

Perchance your captive's pain is deep 
As that which haunts imprisoned men, 

Pining lx»hiiid their cruel bars 

For sunlight or the holy stars. 



Come! ope the door! he owns a soul 
As tender, sensitive and fine 

As yours or mine — for aught we know. 
And dowered with rights scarce less 
Divine; 

Come! let him choose, at least, between 

Grod's azure and yon gilded screen! 

Freed! yet he files not! — Wait! — his 
brain 
Is dazed ! — he comprehends not yet 
How earnest is your proffered boon, — 

How surely his the glorious debt 
Of freedom and all free-bom things: 
Wait! — ha! he prunes his doubtful 
wings. 

Hops, perch by perch, to gain the door; 

Then, as if first conviction came. 
Full-faced, and whispered, ^^thou art 
free!'' 

He darts without, a winged fiame. 
And soon from far. fair doudland floats 
The rapture of his grateful notes! 



LITTLE LOTTIE'S OltlEVANCB. 

Mamma's in heaven! and so, you see 
My sister Bet's mamma to me. 
Oh! yes, I love her! — that's to say, 
I love her well the whole bright day; 
For Sis is kind as kind can be, 
Until, indeed we've finished tea — 
Then (why did God make ugly night? ) 
She never, never treats me right, 
But always says, " Now, sleepy head, 
'Tis getting late! come up to bed!' ' 

Just when the others, Fred and Fay, 
Dolly and Dick, are keen for pUy — 
Card-houses, puzzles, painted blocks, 
Cat-comer, and pert Jack-in-the-box — 
I must (it's that bad gas, I think, 
That makes me somehow seem to wink!) 
Must leave them all to seek the gloom 
Of sister Bet's dose-curtained roomy 
Put on that long stiff gown I hate. 
And go to bed —oh, dear! at ei^! 




870 



POEMS FOR CniLDREN. 



Now, is It fair that I who stand 
TalltT than Dolly by a hand, 
(ril not believe, howe'er 'tis told, 
That cousin Doll is ten years old ! 
And just iMicause I'm only seven. 
Should be so teased, yes, almost driven. 
Soon as Tve supped my milk and bread. 
To tliat old drowsy, frowsy bed ? 
Tve lain between the dusky posts, 
And shivered when I thought of ghosts: 
Or else have grown so mad, you know. 
To iK'jir those laughing romps below, 
While there 1 vawned and stretched 

(l>oor niel) 
With one dim lamp for company. 
I'vi' longiMl for courage just to dare 
Dn'.ss softly — then trip down the stair, 
And on tlie parlor pop my head 
Witii '* N'o, 1 will not stay abed!" 

I'll do it yet, all (piickand l)old. 
No matter how our 15et may scold. 
For. oh! I'm sure it can't he right, 
To kiM'j) mo lu?re e;irh dismal night. 
Half si-ared by shadows grimly tall 
'I'iiat daiict^ along the cheerless wall, 
Or by the wind, with fingers chill, 
Slial\ing liie woin-tmt window-sill 
0\w might us well \h\ sick or dead, 
As sent by eight o'chx'k to bed! 



A Nrw mis/itx OF jnrr the 
lionix's in: i: AST is iied. 

Know yon wliy th«» robin's breast 
(ilejMiietli of a dusky retl. 
Like tlie hiMre mid the stars 
Of I lie potent planet Mai's? 
'Tis — II monkish myth has said^ 
Owing to Ills eonlial heart : 
For. long since, he took the part 
Of tliose hapless ehlMren, sent 
Ha«lean-wanl for punishment; 
And. to (juench the (iereo desire, 
IJred in them bv ruthless lire, 
lirought on tiny bill and wing. 
Water from some earthly spring, 



Which in misty droplets fell 
0*er their dwelling of nnresty 
While the sufferer^s faces grew 
Softer 'neath the healing dew! 

But, too far within that hell 
Venturing, some malicious fiend, 
A small devil liardly weaned, 
i ^ized bold Kobin hi his claw, 
Striving thro' the flames to draw 
His poor body, until fled 
Sight of eyes and sense of head, 
Scorched lie lay and almost dead ! 

Then, a child whose tongue and brow, 
Robin's help had cooUhI but now, 
Clutchetl the habv-flend in ire. 
And in gulfs of his own Are 
Soused the vile misshapen elf. 

Fluttering upwards, scarct? himself. 
After all the xmin and fear 
Of his horrid sojourn there 
In that realm of flame and smoke, 
Lo! earth's happy sunlight broke 
On the binrs dazed view at last; 
Hut the ordeal he ha<l i^ss4m1 
Left a flamc-spot widely spread 
Where the wind-blown featliers part 
Just above his loyal hf*art. 
So the robin's breast is red ! 



THE LITTLE SAiXT. 

At the calm matin hour 

1 see her l)end in prayer. 
As iMMids a virgin flower 

Kissed by the summer air; 
Oh, meek her downcast eyes! 

But the sweet lips wear a smile; 
IIow hanl our little angel tries 

To W serious all the while! 

I tell her 'tis not right 
To \ye half -grave, lialf-gay, 

Imploring in IIeaven*s sight 
A blessing on the day; 



A NEW PHILOSOPHY.^ BABY'S FIRST WORD. 
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She hears and looks devout — 
Although it gives her pain; 

Still, when the rituars alnioHt out 
She's sure 7- to smile again! 

She shoi'ks her inaiden aunt, 

Who thinks it a disgrace 
Tliat, do her best, she can't 

(five her a solemn face; 
She'll scold and rate and fume, 

And lecture hour by hour^ 
Until she makes the very room 

Look passionate and sour I 

Alack, 't is all in vain! 

Soon as the sermon's done 
My fairy blooin.s a«;:iin. 

Like a rosr-bud in the sun. 
I cannot damp her mirth ! 

I will not check her play ; 
Is guileless joy so rife on earth. 

Hers shall not have full sway ? 

I asked her yester nijjht. 

Why, when her prayer was made, 
Her brow of conliul light 

Scan*e caught a serious shade. 
^^ F<ithfi\'* she said, **//o?f lore 

lifttrr tit iiH't't inv fjld'l : 
Ami Ko I thuuijht thf' ('hrht above 



A SEW r/n/jjsor/fY: or, star 

S/W H'h'/:s KXPLAIXED, 

OxK luminous night in winter. 

All crystal elear and still, 
A band of wondering chiltlreu 

Wen; grouped by the window sill. 

The window looked out northward. 
Where tlin)Uixli th«» traufpiil hours 

The stars k«'pt falllni;, falling, 
In a ceaseless shine of showers. 

Ah! beautiful si ixht I those children!— ^ 
As they gazetl on tli«' magic skies. 

With their tiny hands uplifttMl, 
And their large, bright, marvelling 
eyes. 



a 



(( 



What is it ? " asked curly Alfred, 
Of his elder brother, Gas; 
Does you think it is coming nearer ? 
If it comes, can it fall on us ?" 



'* No, stupid I " (in tones determined,) 
But soon he was touched by doubt. 

And wished, as the flames waxed 
brighter, 
Somebody would put them out! 

For, indeed, the radiant sparkles 
Now poured from a grander height: 

And filled like a conflagration, 
The hollows and gulfs of night! 

Till at last they all grew frightened; 

And the small dark heads and light 
W>re In a closer circle, 

While still they watched the night! 

All but one sturdy urchin, 

The smallest and shrewdest there. 
Whose eyes like a pert cock robin's. 

Turned up on the northward glare. 

As he lisped, with an air quite final. 
And with somewhat of scorn And 
scoff: 

''/f s the Fourth of July up ycndeTf 
And the wockets ia whixting 4^1 ** 



BABY'S FIRST WORD. 

We watched our baby day by day, 

With earnest expectation. 
To hear his infant lips unclose 

In vague articulation. 

But weeks, nay weary months, passed on ; 

Ills Ust wee tooth bad broken 
From rosy gums, yet not a word. 

Not one had baby spoken* 

'' O Rol!" I cried, 'Mt cannot be 

A child so quick and clever. 
Who hears ('tis plain he hears onrtatt). 

Should thus stay dumb forever!" 
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Rol answered sharply, vexed and red, 
" What wretched nonsense, Jenny! 

I never could have dreanieil, my dear, 
You'd prate like such a ninny! *' 

( Vcs, that* 8 the tcnn, I must confess. 
By which, with judgment narrow. 

He dared for once, just once, you know. 
To call his " winsome marrow.-*) 

But what cared I ? since as I live. 

True as my name is Jenny, 
From out the cradle clear and loud, 

Came back the bad word " Ninny! " 

Thence uprose baby all aglce. 
His iwaceful slumbers routed, 

And thrice that naughty, naughty word 
He spoke, nay, almost shouted ! 

Hoi, glancing at my startled eyes, 
His miith could scarcely smother. 

But oh ! to think the rogue's first word 
^Should thus abuse his mother! 



TffE CHAMELEON. 

1 KNOW that I'm //At, yet I am iio(, a 

snake ! 
'Tis true that I glisten by boll and 

by brake, 
That I dart out and in, can glide, quiver 

and coil 
As swift as the lightning, but softer than 

oil, 
Yet a creature more innocent never was 

drawn 
From the gray of cool shadows to bask 

in the dawn ! 

If I pause by a brook the rock-currents 
divide, 

I gmw silverj'-white as the foam of its 
tide; 

If 'mid tlow-freshened meadows at sun- 
rise I pass. 

There's a shaft of pure emerald shot 
through the grass. 



When to gay garden-doses I Joyfully tun, 
*Tis mine with all hues, of their roses Co 

bum; 
I reflect each bright blush that the 

petals have won 
Of their young virgin-flowers from the 

kiss of the sun. 
My skin's a dear mirror, a glass of the 

elves. 
In which all lovdy tints can smile baek 

on themsdves! 
Stranger still! for on ugliness mirrond 

therdn. 
Though it tarnish a moment, this magi- 
cal skin, 
On the dark and uncouth some sll^ 

beauty's bestowed; 
Why, even that dull little hunchhsck, 

the toad, 
I endow with faint outlines of sweetness 

and grace, 
While the newt, glancing down on his 

lop-sided face. 
Reflected, — in pity,— by softened de- 
grees. 
Almost dreams he was formed by kind 

Nature to please! 

Ah, therefore, sweet maiden, shrink not 
when you see 

My lithe body reposing by streamlet or 
tree; 

But kneel down where I rest, and all 
mellowed behold 

Tour eyes of deep blue, and your ring- 
lets of gold. 

In my miniature mirror, my glass of the 
elves, 

Wherdn all lovely things can smile bade 
on themselresl 



FLTISO FUBME. 



Atrilt, fairily, over the 

Over the broom-grasses waving and gay, 
O ! see how it sliimmcrs. 
How wavers and gHmmwii 
Flying, and flying away. 



THE NEW SISTER." HOP, SKIP, AND JUMP. 
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Hastef ally, wastef ally, over the copses, 
Over the hedge-rows in scattered array, 
See, see how 'tis curling 
And twinkling and whirling. 
Ever and ever away I 

Merrily, cheerily, down the far verges. 
Verges of fields growing misty and gray, 
Still, still how it shimmers. 
Grows fainter and glimmers. 
Shimmers, and glimmers away! 



Phil. 
Pete. 
Phil. 
PeU. 

Phil. 

Pete. 

Phil. 
Pete. 
Phil. 
Pete. 
Phil. 

Pete. 



Phil. 
Pete. 



Phil. 
Pete, 

Phil. 



Pete. 
Phil. 



THE NEW SISTER. 

Sat, Pete, do you like her ? 

Like! love her you mean! 

Ain't she jolly and red ? 

And hurrah for her! just think of 
her head! 

As hig as a pippin, and round as 
a bullet! 

And bald ! oh ! as bald as a newly- 
plucked pullet! 

Did you look at her eyes too ? 

Of course; they are blue. 

Not a bit of it — black! 

Blue, I tell you — ask Jack! 

Jack! I've eyes of my own that 
see better than his! 

Brag on ! but for once they have 
led you amiss. 

Baby's eyes are blue — very! 

As black as a berry ! 

Blue, you ninny! but s'pose we 
come down to her nose! 

It's as funny and fat with an end 
like — 

Like a rose ? 

No ! a small dab of putty just tint- 
ed with pink ! 

Now, stoo-pid! how canyon! Fm 
sure that I think 

Nothing nicer than roses so 
dumpy and smug — 

Pshaw! you mean it's a boo-ti-ful, 
boo-ti-ful pug! 

Well, you naughty old Pete! you 
can't laugh at her chin! 



Pete. 
Phil. 



Pete. 
Phil. 



Pete. 

Phil. 

PeU. 
Phil. 
Pete. 
Phil. 



Pete. 

Phil. 
Pete. 
Phil. 



Oh, no, it's the nattiest, sauciest, 

sweetest — 
The nicest, oompletest, 
Of arch little chins, with a dimple 

put in, 

That winks up like a sunbeam, 
And then her wee throat! 
Her throat like ^;g-foam, or a 

syllabub boat 

On a lake of clear cream! 
And her arms; they are nice now; 

there's noting can beat them ! 
So plump, round, and soft! Fm 

most ready to eat them! 
Of course, Phil, you kissed her ? 
Oh, didn't II 
Well! 
Well, I put my mouth down ; I had 

something to tell; 
Ah! close whispered tloaeinthe 

shy little ear. 
That seemed to turn up, Pete, half 

coyly to hear, 
And again, as I kissed her— 
Ton blessed the good Lord for so 

jolly a sister! 
Yes, I did! 
So did I! 
And now, PMe, 'tis bntri^ 

We should go In once mora and 

bid "Baby" good nii^! 



HOP, SKIP, AUD JUMP: A QUMMM TBiO 
PEBSOmFlKD. 

0! Hop is a sailor used up in the war, 

With a single good leg to stand on; 
And a face as dingy afanost as tlia tar 

He was wont to rest Ills Itand on: 
And he grumbles strange oalhs in Ills 

liahy throat 
Whenever he sees a Mr vessel afloat. 
Especially one with thoae staring round 
eyes 
(Portphdes, 700 know) 
Whence the hot shot flies 
At a quaking foe; 
For then his anger, it fladsa np 
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( Like thr sputtering foam in a lager-beer 
cup). 
And lie hoarsely cries. 
" May witches tly off with that fellow by 

whom 
Tm reduced to the cruel, contemptible 
doom 
Of totterinii all day. 
In an imbccih* way, 
'Twixl a vsingle goml leg 
And this base wooden peg. 
Far, far from the spume 
Of the gay oceiui-spray I 
So, seize him, and scorch him, and fi*y 



f *' 



hiu], 1 say I 

But Ski]) is a mincing lady fine; 

She never was seen to breakfast or 

dine; 
And how she lives, none knoweth; 
Ihr waist is so very shMuler and thin. 
You fear it nni<t snap, and top])le in. 

At the first slight wind that blow<*th. 
Ih'r favorite motion's an airy jrrk. 
With her cy'-halls laisfd, and her chin 

a-pcrk, 
And her little red ringlets bobbing, 
liobhjng and holjuobbing, 
Jn a fritMidiy fashion, ea<*h to each; 
And her chev-k is the hue of a delicate 

peach 
(That never a shadi^. can vary); 
'- P< ri'f tiiiil )iiofii)ir' she's sometimes 

('alle<l. 
And j'cally. truly one feels appalled 
To view hov galvanized skipping, 
llcr dancing, \\rigL;ling, whipping 
Of one skirt in and one skirt out. 
Her general manner of going about, 
AVhich hes, I ween. 
Half pitched between 
The twitteiini:, fussy, old-maidish way 

Of the restless jay. 
And the airs of a sprightly canary I 

Jump is a long-lind)e<l sturdy boy. 

With such .>tr(Uig muscles to back 
him, 



That I hardly could wisli the creature 

joy 

Who should ever dare to attack him; 
A four-foot fence he clears in a minute; 
And if you bet from the (.•ottage eave 
(And a ver>' tall cottage it is in sooth). 
With your leave, or without your leave. 
That lie cannot jump 
With a dauntless thump. 
And a thundering biuup, — 
Be sure that he'll quickly win it! 
And, to whisper the truth, — the fearful 

truth, 
I believe if whale or dragon, 
The one on sea, and t'other on land, 
(The biggest that either could brag on). 
Came tloating, or crawling nigh, 
That this marvellous boy, 
With a ringing cry 
Of tierce, exuberant, reckless joy. 
Would, just for the fun of it. 
Make a swift run of it 
IJight down the jaws of whichever 

dread vermin 
The turn of chance or a thought should 
determine! 

So here my song ends. 

And ye, charming young friends! 

Don't endeavor to piuup 

My dry fancy again; 

'Tis enough I've made plain 

As Tonnny's big nose 

Looming retl o*er the snows. 
Those impalpable ideas of Uop, Skip, 
and Jump! 



DAXCIXG, 

Daxc'ixo ! 1 love it, night or day: 
Then''s nought on eaith so jolly. 

Whether you straightly glide with May, 
Or madly whirl with Molly, 

The ct)untry dance is smooth and sleek; 
Hut waltzes (some call vicious!) 

Bring one so near a rosy cheek, 
riuit. Jack, they're just delicious I 



At every clwnce, I'm bound to go. 
Anil join our " West Kuil " oluM 

WUh all about me comme ilfaut. 
To captivate ilie tas.ws. 



I think they nther Ukfe me. Jack, — 
(Oh, dear! Ute ptMty cn*turai!( — 

One iltylT pmiMd — bemud my back— 
She did— my JRomanfeftorail 




Tet somehow, .laok, the loveliest she 

(I mean swivel Mary Wnilmple) 
Has never, never tumeil on me 

A Binijle eliarmiiic dimple: 
But when I ir>- tlip leasi advance, 

Her smile in eliangal to «neerins; 
Three times sliP lias snubbcJ me in the 
daiire 

To please that odious Speering! 



« Jolly." 

Ah ! Jack, It mAku my bosom %wt&. 

And all my lite foriomer. 
To think (while othen like me wdl) 

She, «Ae should b« a Momerl 
I cannot be revenged on hgr, 

Nor would. If aUe even; 
But, oh! that long-legged ^aertag 

Iwbbhewas — In bcavenl 
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lie has given my hopes a blighting touch 

Though lank as auy mummy ; 
And as for mind^ — I've seen as much 

In some poor pasteboard dummy: 
But then the best of girls are queer ^ 

Titania loved a donkey; 
So Mary airs her charms to snare 

Tills awkward ball-room fiunkeyl 

Hill now my steam is all blown off, 

Onre more I'm pleased and placid; 
If Mary Wliimpie still \rill scoff, 

Why should 1 too grow acid ? 
With jovial smile and heart in tune 

(ill humor's best disarmers,) 
S<'e, Jack, if I don't fiinire soon — 

Adonis 'mid the charmers! 



MOTES, 



Vv and down, up and down, 
In the air tlie sunsliine mellows — 
(irccn or yellow, goM or brown. 
Sec those gay o:i])ricious fellows! 
S])arkliiiLj, flittering, frisking, dancing, 
Now retreating, now advancing, 
liivelier than tlu; jolliest clown. 
Tinier tlijin tli(» tiniest faiiy 
'I'liat e'er rolibed a fanner's dairy 
Of the luscious cream whicli floats 
iJoimd liis frothed and briinming bowls 
IJuoyant, tireless little souls! 

Who can fold them. 

Catch or hold them? 
Kvancscent, 
(Munipresent, 

Sliy rliuh'rs. 
r.old ohtruders, 
Past all joking, most provoking, 

Tricksy, whisky, frisky 
Motes. 

Vy and dov ii. up and down. 
Li'^ht in sunshine. l«»st in shadow — 
(Jr(M'n or yellow, gold or hrown, 
0\er hill and over meadow. 

Swiftly <tvrr 
Kock-rihhed height and billowy clover. 



Still advancing, 
Still retreating, 
Glittering, fleeting, 
Never dozing, nor reposing, 
But forever dancing, dancing; 
And in numberless quaint fusions. 
And eye-dazzling convolutions, 
Deftly sped 
Overhead — 
See (where happy sunshine mellows 
All the air) tliose jovial fellowK ! 
Ah ! ye tricksome waifs and tiny, 
I Who may circumvent and bind ye ? 
Can it l>e such creatures antic. 
Unrestrained, grotesquely frantic. 
Are but small nymphs out of school. 
Laughing at all graver nile ? 
Or loose sylphides, bent on sowing. 
Sowing, 
Sowing, 
In their thouglitless mirth o'erflowlng. 
Naughty crops of wildish oats ? 
How they jostle, whirl and hustle. 
Up and down, up and down. 
Through the air the simshine mellows! 
(ireen or yellow, gold or brown. 
All those gay, capricious fellows. 
Evanescent, 
Onuiipresent, 
Shy eluders. 
Bold obtniders. 
Past all joking, most provoking. 
Tricksy, whisky, frisky. 
Motes ! 



Tim GROUND SQUIRREL. 

Blp:ss us, and save us! Wliat*8 here? 
Top! 

At a boimd, 
A tiny brown creature, grotesque in his 

grace, 
Is sitting before us, and washing his face 
With his little fat paws overlapping; 
Where does he hail from ? Where ? 
Why, tliere^ 
Underground, 



ARTIE' 8 ''AMEN. 
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From a nook just as cosy, 
And tranquil, and dozy, 
As e*er wooed to Sybarite napping 
(But none ever caught him a-napping). 
'* Don't you see his soft burrow so quaint, 
lad! and queer?" 

Gone! like the flash of a gun! 
This oddest of chaps, 
Mercurial, 
Disappears 
Head and ears I 
Tlien, sly as a fox, 
Swift as «Jack in his box. 
Pops up boldly again! 
What does lie nie^in by this frisking 

al)out, 
Now up and now down, and now in and 
now out, 
And all done quicker tlian winking ? 
What does it mean ? Wliy, *tis plain, 
fun! 
Only fun ! or, perhaps, 
Tlie pert little rascal*s been drink- 
ing? 
There's a cider press yonder all day on 
the run ! 

Capture him! no, we won't do it. 
Or, l>e sure in due time we would rue 
it: 

Such a piece of per|)etual motion. 
Full of bother 
And pother, 
Would make panilytic old Bridget 

A tidgel. 
So you SCI' (to mt/ notion), 
ii<'lt«M' Iciive our downy 
Diminutive browny 
Alon«' near his *' dij^gings" ; 
Evor free to pursue, 
Rusli rountl, and renew 
His loved vaulting 
rnhiilting. 
His whirling. 
And curling. 
And twirling, 
An<l swirling, 



And his ways, on the whole, 

Sounsteadyl 
'Pen my sou), 
Having gazed 
Quite amazed, 
On each wonderful antic 
And summersault frantic, 

For just a bare minute. 
My head, it feels whizzing; 
My eyesight's grown dizzy ; 
And both legs, unstable 
As a ghost's tipping table. 

Seem ^^altzing, already ! 

Capture him! no, we won't do it. 
Or in less than no time, how we'd me 
it! 



ARTIE'S "AMEy." 

They were Methodists twain, of the 

ancient school. 
Who always followed the wholesome 

rule 
That whenever the preacher hi meeting 

said 
Aught that was good for the heart or 

head 
His hearers should pomr their feelingt 

out 
In a loud *' Amen " or a godly shout 

Tliree children had they, all honest bcqrt. 
Whose youthful sorrows and youthful 

joys 
They shared, as your loving parents wiUy 
While tending them ever through good 

and ill. 

One day— 'twas a bleak, cold Sabbath 

mom, 
When the sky was dark and the eurth 

forlom ^ 
These boys, with a caution not to rown. 
Were left by the elder folk atJiome. 

But scarce had they gone when tba 

wooded frame 
Was seen by the tall stove pipe aflame; 
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And out of their roach, hijih, hi^-h, anil , Now tell in what way you trUn! to aid 

higher. This li«;ht with the Hre." ** Too small 

Rose tht^ re«l coils of the serpent lire. j am I," 

,,..,, . n 1 1, f 1 I .1 Artie ro].li.Ml. with a half-drawn si^h. 

With startled sight for a whih- they ..^^^^ ^-.^^.j, ,^1,,. .j,.„„„y. and work lik.- 



uazt'd. 



Tom: 



As the piiu' tjrew hot and the wood-work ... i ... , 

,, , N) I stood J list here for a minute » I unili. 

Then HI), thoiiiih his heart heat wild with i, . i i ..» ^ V . . , 

* , / 15iU 1 prayed, M)iir Father, and th«-n. 

,,,, 1 1 4 1- 1 1 4 1 11- • 1 1 J^'t tnen 

1 he eldest cliiiihed to a shell o erhead, i , . , , . 

. , .,, ., I 1 • i- ' shouted as loud as I eon »l, * Amen. * 
And s'HUi. with a spuller and hiss ot 

steMin. ^ 

The flame djrd out like an anury dream. 

TiniKE POUT UMTS ttF liOY.S. 

\\ hen the lather and mother eaine l)a<'k 

that dav — STfRDY littb* form, of true 

They had -.Mie to a iii^iuhhorin- ehuich . >^!»x<>n pattiTii. throu-h and through; 

j(, ,,,.j,y Ka<'e as purely .Sixoii, loo, 

Eaeh looked, hut with half-avi-rte«l eye, . ^^''^J» «' ^"'i'*' tlemure and sly. 

On the awful «loom which had jiist j I>iniph'd cheek and twinkling r>e; 

passed hv. IJohiii head, with sideway |M'rk, 

, O'er some cunning rnsr at work; 

And then the fatlier hciran to praise '■. \V<*lcome, lad I of wholesome ways. 

His hoys with a teiuleraud sweet amaze, i Aiul true juvenile displays; 

" Why, how di«l you manage, Tom, to ' Now progressing at full sik^mI 

cllinl) On your nay vehxMiMHle, 

And (pienelj the threatening llames in ^^'*'^ where'er it deftly g<H»s. 

time Wronginii no one's dn*ss or t«H»sj: 

To s;ivr your hrothers, and save ycuir- Now, heiieath the hasemeiit Idd, 

self?" On a dwarfish pyramid 

'* Well, tiiiher, I mounted thestiomr oak T«uling, with .scarred hrieks and st<»iie. 

slH'lt After metluHls, all your own: 

Uy help i>\' the tahle standing nigh." ' -^ small Cheops! .scarce less.slirewd 

"And \\hat,"(iu<)th the father, sutldenly. 1" your piirpos** ami your ukhxI, 

Tui iiiiii: to .leiiiuiy, the next in aue. Than that king of niohs and mud. 

•• Di.j t/oi' to (juiet the fiery ra-e*.*" *'>' '•»** <>^<* Nilotic lloo<l! 

" / hioii-ht the p.Ml. and tiie<lipper too, | <>^^^ilh flying scarf and hat. 

And s,, ii u;,^ that the wat.-r flew Coiirsini: some half-frantic cat. 

All o\.r th.- il;nne>. mid .|uen<l»ed them Framxht with wnith, and wonU that rail. 

«|iiii,./' ShouM pfM»r Tahhy save his tail! 

For the ** <d»l Adam's" sometimeH soeu 

A ini-l eann- o\er the f;jiher*> sj-.h!. In voni- aciion»i ami vour niifii. 

A iiii-i of ]>riili' and ol i i.:hteoiis j.i\ . Ihit no more than iff f(/c/ ap|H*ar 

As he tiini»-il at last to Ids \ouimtsi lioy. In his undei^eiierate ht»lr. 

A !;lfitnl llieliill seai<"e thl'«'e \eais old. 

With his diiii)tliii_; <h<eks ;md hi^ hair (in»wn from what s<NMns iiatuiv*s plan, 

<»t u'lld. \\ hat will Il«>nr\' In' as man ? 

" < oiiH-. Ai:i«'. I'm sun- ///,/< wir»irt < Mie of healthful, mental ranp*. 

afiaid : Ihmored at the d(K)rs of 'Chailire ? 
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Of a quick and eager mind, 
At the rise of fortune's wind; 
Shrewd! percliance with scores of 

friends, 
And productive dividends ? 

On life's middle pathway still, 

By extremes of good and ilL 

Evermore un visited, 

Shall we see him safely tread ? 

Not ambitious of grand things, 

Or the scope of eagle's wings; 

But within the limits meet 

Of his unpretentious feet, 

A good man, perhaps a wise. 

Who — (In ledger of the skies). 

May — unsnuit<*hed by blots of blame, 

Find, at last, his honest name ? 

MAKION. 

Urchin of the Syrian face, 
Anil half melancholy grace, 
With a look in your dark eyes, 
Sometimes deep and overwise ; 
What shall be your mortal doom ? 
I)esert blight, or healthful bloom ? 
Shall the lily. Virtue, shine 
On your life, made thus divine; 
Or Corinthian roses shed 
Poisoned petals on your head ? 
Ah ! the soul that dwells in you. 
Heaven hath blent of flame and dew 
Mixed by subtlest art together 
In your nature's changeful weather, 
Whence a lightning-glitter warm. 
Now and then, i)orteu(ls a storm; 
Such a storm of tropic strain, 
Scatlied by fire and big with rain ; 
All your behig o'er and under, 
Thrillecl as if by spirit-thunder; 
Till, exhausted at the source 
Of its wild ini|Mirious course 
Passion — like a blast that dies 
Down the slowly brightening skies, 
Thro' loud sob and weary moan 
Falls to plaintive monotone! 

Strange child-soul, but half unfurled. 
Who shall scan Its complex world ? 



Glimpsed 'twixt light and shadow dim, 

Dare I prophesy of him f 

Subtle, mystical, refined, 

Seem the thoughts that haunt his mind. 

While large forces play thehr part 

On the boy's embattled heart, 

Stubborn will — it irks to yield. 
Always watchful — under shield ; 
Scorn of all who do him wrong. 
Keen, implacable and strong; 
Yet — toward the fair and just. 
Love, that's crowned with generous 

trust; 
And those graces, pmre and high, 
Bom of tender loyalty! 

With a firm and wise control. 

Guide the currents of his soul ! 

Forceful are they, and must ride 

Ever, with impetuous tide, 

If to duty's strand they flow. 

Fraught with all piue flowers that 

blow. 
Or, the Syren's lotus-lea. 
Fronting death-s unfathomad seal 

HKBBKBT. 

Ah! you tricksy little elf. 
How you idcrflae yourself! 
And believe the worid was made 
Like a gay-hued masquerade. 
Just for you to sport and dance. 
Ever, in a happy trance! 
How I envy you the Joy 
Of such bright abandon^ boy! 
All your buoyant veins are rife 
With the sunniest wine of life! 
And if e'er a shadow strays 
O'er your glad, elysian ways, 
'Tis but like the doubtful mote 
In the morning's eye afloat; 
At the slightest bieese of fun. 
Cloudless is your spirit's son! 

Still, my tricksy little elf, 
Idolize your blissful self; 
Dream you'll always be a boy. 
And that life's a painted tas^ 
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Just for you to hasten after. 
Full of thoughtless mirth and laughter; 
Soon, alack ! how grim and gnnn, 
Disencliantment's sure to come! 
lAlQn with which you loved to play, 
Slowly turns from gold to gray; 
All its splendid tints arc lost, 
For, experience, cold as frost, 
Dims the hues which undefiled. 
Blessed the outlook of the child ; 
And we learn in mournful wise. 
Earth's no longer — Paradise! 



BIItDS. 



That's the dove, my darling! 
Murnmrous, soft and tender; 
There! sh<*'s mooning, crooning. 
On a ])ino-bninch slender. 
And ah! ifs the duve, the dove, dove, 

dove, 
That nev<»r ciin coo, but she pleads of 
love. 
Of lov<», love, love, 
In the shadows fair and tender. 

Tlmt's tlM» wren, my fair>'! 

With her wt-e love-pledges ; 
St*e luM* playing, stniying 
rndiM-ncath the hedges. 
And oh! it's the wren, the wren, wren, 

wren, 
That is never contented too far from 
men. 
Hut lives, lives, lives 
.Secure in tlie lield-side hedges. 

That's the thrush, my beauty! 

Ilark! and let us h»*arher. 
Yonder swiniiini;, sinking, 
Ilijihcr, bolder, clearer. 
And oh! it's the thrush, the thrush, 

tlinisb. thrush, 
WliOM' loud >ong wakens the noon-tide 
hush. 
The ilee]*, de<']> hush 
Of tin- nieatiows iind wolds, to hear 
her! 



That*8 the mockbird, sweetheart! 

To all tones beholden, 
Which are thriUing, fiUing 
Ghides of woodland golden. 
And ah! it*aa bird, a bird, bird, bii4. 
The sweetest that ever a mortal hemrd. 
Ah ! sweet, sweet, sweet. 
In the sunshine, fresh and golden! 



THE DEAD CHILD AXD THE SiOCK- 
ING'BIHD. 

On(^e in a land of balm and flowers. 

Of rich fruit>ladcn trees. 
Where the wild wreaths from jasmine 
bowers 

Trail o'er Floridian seas; 

Wt^ markeil our Jeannle*s footsteps ran 
Athwart the twUikling glade; 

She seemed a Ilcbe in tlic sun, 
A Dr>'ad in the shade ! 

And all day long her winsome song. 

Her trebles and soft trills, 
Woidd wave-like flow or silvery low 

Die down the tinkling rills. 

One mom, midmost the foliage dim, 

A dark-gray pinion stirs; 
And hark! along the vine-clad limb, 

Wliat strange voice blends with hers ? 

It blentls witli hers which soon is stilled! 

Braver the mock-bird's note 
Than all the strains that ever filletl 

The qwH'nliest human throat: 

As Jeannie heard, she lovetl the bird. 
And sought thenceforth to share 

With her new favorite dawn by dawn. 
Her daintiest morning cheer! 

But ah ! a blight beyond our ken, 
From some far feverous wild, 

Brought that dark shadow fearad of 
men. 
Across the fated child! 
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It chilled her drooping curls of brown, 

It dimmed her yiolet eyes, 
And like an awful cloud stole down 

From vague mysterious skies I 

At last, one day our Jeaonle lay. 

An polwkii , pale, forlorn; 
The sole sweet breath on lips of death. 

Tlie mocking breath of mom! 

When just beyond the o'ercurtained 
room, 



room, 

(How tender yet how strong!) 
Rose through the misty morning gl( 
Tlie mock-bird's sudden song! 



loom. 



Dear Christ! those notes of golden peal, 
Seem caught from heavenly spheres ; 

Yet through their marvellous cadence, 
steal 
Tones soft as chastened tears! 

Is it an angel's voice that throbs 
Within the brown bird's breast ? 

Wliose rh)'thmic magic soars, or sobs, 
Above our darling's rest ? 

Tlie fancy passed, but came once more, 
When stolen, from .leannie's bed, 

Tliat eve along tlie iK>rcliway floor, 
I fouiitl our minstrel . . . dead ! 

Tlie fervor of the angelic strain 
His life-chords burned apart, 

And blent with sorrow's earthlier pain, 
Broke tlie o'erbunlened heart! 

Maiden and hinl ! the self-same grave 
Their wedded dust sliall keep, 

While the long low Florid ian wave 
Moans round their ])1ace of sleep! 



THE LITTLE GliASD DUCHESS, 

What a pure and cliastened splendor, 
What a grace of joyance tender, 
Like to starliglit or to moonlight, 
Melting into fairy Junelight, 
Sleeps my little lady sweetly, — 



In the air that answers meetly 
With each soul-iUoinined feature, 
Which the lovely, winsoiiM«nitare 
Lifts towanl as ao dsmuidy, 
Ttet despite their candor, sorely 
Something of an elfish slyness 
Sparkles *romid their shadowed shyness^ 
Though a po9e that's sometimes stately, 
(Baby brows thrown back sedately,) 
Charms us by a look that such is, 
She might be a wee Grand Duchess! 

But anon that aspect changes. 
Through all moods her spirit ranges. 
Free and far as Ariel pinions 
O'er a warlock's weird dominions; 
Happy fields of dim romances: 
Woods wherein an elve-troop dances 
'Neath a noon of splendid trances. 
Culling flowers, or chanting lowly 
Songs of golden melancholy; 
Or in stretch of wildest dreamings, 
(Holding true their gracious seemings,) 
Wafted into blissful vision 
Of 



Well I know that mark the yearning 
Through her snowy eyelids burning, 
Shadowed by those midnight lashes, 
(Quickly closed when aught abashes. 
And as quickly flashed asunder. 
When swift anger lightens under,) 
How supreme the hidden forces 
Blindly struggling at their sooroes 
In her depths of nascent being: 
Insight, but half-bom to seeing, 
Fkint perceptions. Intuitions, 
And soft-murmuring admonitions. 
Toned and mellowed down so finely 
That thefar voices breathe divinely. 

Ha! but see, our dainty fairy 
Freed from thought, or dreamings mlfji 
All an embryo flirt's beguiling. 
Wooes us in her roguish smilhag, 
Rippled into silvery laughter. 
With arch glances levelled after. 
Coy, coquettish, gay, caprldons 
Sprite 1 thy evoy mood's deUdcNis; 
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When a gMpbig groan and sputter 

Prove to Ponto, shrewd and true, 
What If now the sacred duty 

That a faithful dog should do; 
See, he tugs at Holy's trowsers, 

Tugs with steadfast might and main, 
Till he brings our dripping urchin 

Safely to the shore again. 

Ponto*s teeth are sharp and potent, 

And impelled by need to speed, 
They have made poor Roly Poly 

In no stinted measure bleed! 
Therefore, with his gory garments, 

And his mud-bespattered knees, 
He is like a dwarfish Sindbad, 

Sorrow-laden, by the seas ! 

Oh ! to mark our roguish Roly 

Throw his fright and trouble off ! 
How he laughs at dangers vanished, 

With his merriest Iwyish sco£f. 
Decked once more in spotless trowsers 

How he makes the household ring: 
Scours and scampers, shouts and dances, 

Domineering like a king. 

Doubt not that at lunch and dinner, 

Fer\'id is the fork he plies; 
Presto, how the mutton dwindles! 

Gone are sweetmeats; melted pies! 
Not one drop of bygone trouble 

Bitter makes his cuj), or can; 
Roly! let us change our places — 

I, the boy; and you, the man! 



THE IMPIilSOXED IXXOCESTS, 
[Or the Complaint of a Philosopher of Family I] 

One morning I said to my wife. 
Near the time .when the heavens are 

rife 
With the Equinoctial strife, 
'" Arabella, the weather looks ugly as sin! 
Observe, how those mists from the ocean 

begin 
To creep eastward and blend 



With the sickly street vapors fantastic 
and thin ; 

So, (wovCt yon attend ?) keep the chil- 
dren within. 

Safe-housed from theee damps of Sep- 
tember I 

For myself ~ as Pm studying *B«rret 

On Drainage^ just now — PU go up to 
the garret, 

And thus will be barred from all noises, 

And tunuxlts of infantile voices! 

(Please listen, my dear! I am speaking, 
I think. 

And put down your baby! he'll drink, 
and he'U drink 

Warm tea till he pops!) so again let me 

say, 

Keep the juveniles housed on this treach- 
erous day, 

May I trust you, for once, to remem- 
ber?" 

Then, with pain (for my limbs are 
riieumatic), 
I slowly climbed up to the attic; 
And all the 'mid-stories o*er passed, 
Reached the dismal old garret at last! 
Now," thought I, '* no echoes of riot 
Can break my philosopher's quiet; 
Thank heaven! all luxuries socNning 
Of stuffed couch or sofa, — FU settle 
just here — 
(Though perhaps I would like a lest im- 
becile chair) 
And be deep inreseaich the whole mom* 
Ing!" 

Alack! for all bright expectation! 

WhUe safe, as I fancied, torn worJi 

For below me I heard. 

Ere my choler was stimd 
First, a faint indefinable Horry, 
Then, a deep roll, and thunder-Uke 

rumble, 
With the shock of some terrible tnmbl6» 

Which shook the whole house to ita 
basis! 
In a trice from my foolish elatloii 

I emerged with the Wanhest of teoeiy 



«< 
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And, well, I confess as a Cliristian I erred 
But who, my good sir, or good madam! 
Could have throttled, (just then), the 

**oId Adam" ? 
I*m afraid that I muttered a some- 
thing 
That ought to have rested a dumb 
thing! 
Yet before j'oiu" stem censure you 
urge on, 
Bethink you! the same term 's been 

uttered 
Quite roundly, not stammered or stut- 
ti'H'd, 
IJy good inon from Kilwards to Spur- 
ixeon I 
So, ]May don't confuse me, 
Hut kindly excus«» me. 
If ont.'c m a justified passion, 
I followed their clerical fashion, 
(Albeit nuich irioditied too!) 
And whispered, not shouted, a d— 



■n! 



Of course, to the dooi*^'jiy I scurried. 
And down the old stairs from the 

alt ic 
(In siule of my twinges rheumatic), 

hu'oiiUMit liun'itHl! 
1 laving n*aehed the buck parlor, I 

trenibh'd, 
Aliu'kl now. with fear undisseinbleil, 
Vov .IiK'ky all spattered with irore. 
Lay Ihibby and Hat on the floor! 

\ pt"<tilent urehin, 
Who .stood nuich in need of promls- 

i'uous * birchin ' 
With his tricks and his manners un- 

.stal)lc. 
He had takrn to tip])ing the table, 
(A ricUrty tabU-, thouirh heavy as h»jid), 
And suci'iMMled. tin* niisfhievous t'lf ! 
In inMiicndously tippiiiir hiniselt*! 
And tli(>n the biL' board like an un- 

Inosrnj'd rafter. 
Came >undfnn,ij;, blundering, thiuider- 
ini: afirr, 
<iavr 111'"' iMjt >liank'j a inajestical rap. 
And one tat liitlc thumb, 
It'ound a<« a plum. 



Cauglit — as in spite, 
And held on to it tight, 
As a new patent trap! 
But worst of all, he had thumped Us 
head, 
Thumped his head and maltreated his 

nose, 
(Hence, the sanguine stains that dl»> 

figured his clothes!) 
And yet after all the ado. 
We managed to rescue, and bring liim 
to. 
On his pipe-like pegs 
Of ridiculous legs, 
To set him up in the general view. 
No longer flecked by a crimson hue. 
But, a trifle black and a trifle blue! 

Behold me, once more in the garret! 

This time with the door barred fast. 
And locked by a rusty key, 

(As if one could banish trouble. 

By making one's fastenings double! 

'*Uere-8 peace,*' quoth I, *'at last! 
One row. and a row of such degree, 

Is surely enough 'till twilight! " 
And so, 'neath the garret sky-light. 

Again I pored o'er my " Barret" 
(" Barret on Draiiu^:e/' I've said). 

With calmer ner\-us and a cooler head; 
Determined to com\>a8s the topic. 

In a mode most philosophic. 

And launching a sudden shot, 

Lightning-swift, and fiery hot. 
Through an article terse and satirical, 

Thos<^ foolish savants to bring down. 
Who with theories basely empirical. 

Had so startled and shocked the 
town ! 

Ah ! soon in order beantlfnl, 
To a masterly logic dutiful. 
My thoughts were ranged for fight; • 
1 was making here and there, 
A note on the fly-leaves bare. 
When horribly higher and hijsher. 
Uprose the shout of " Fire!" 
In a monstrous dumb affright, 
I hardly walked, but fell, 
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(As it seemed), from the garret's 
height* 
(Though how, I could never tell!) 

I alighted heneath to find 
In the parlor a spark half out, 

Which the feeblest puflf of wind 
From the chinmey had blown about 

But tho children still would shout, 
And dance, and prance, and bellow, 

In a deafening, demonish rout, 
Whih» as for their mother, low and limp. 

She lay, in a faint, by the opened 
door. 
With her eighteenth-monther, a restless 
imp. 
Drawing and pawing o'er and o'er 
Tlie folds of hi*r rumpled dress! 
SomelHxly in years gone by, 
Had pronounced her fainting pose 
The lie plus ultnt of loveliness, 

As she lay like a sweet white rose; 
But now! iM»rchance, i>erchance, 
I have lost my young romance, 
For, unailmiring quite, 
I gazeil on the touching sight, 
And (Fm a brute no doubt!) 
But I let the syren lie. 

Ah me, the vexations, 
ExasiK»rations, 
And tribulations. 
Confusions, 
ObtriLsions, 
And endless affrays. 
Which marked with dark tracing that 
blackest of days ! 
Don't U>II me th:a children arc angels, 
All fraught with pure heaven's evan- 
gels. 
And trailing — what is it! — from 

some mystic star 
Bright cloudlets of glory. I know 
what mine are. 
Not a whit worse I'm sure than the rest 
of young *• fr>'," 
Whose nature^) are thoughtless and 

s])irits are high ; 
But as for your *' angels!" all that's 
"in my eye!*' 



To enter again 
On that morning of pain: 
I should wretchedly blunder 
In counting the number 
Of times I was harried 
(My thoughts all miscarried!) 
By yells of shrill laughter 
Or dread cries thereafter, 
By accidents seen or invisible, 
And mishaps high tragic, or risi- 
ble; 
Young Tommy three window-panes 

shattered, 
And, of course, cut his head in the proc- 
ess, 
And an old silver heir-loom 
That oft held the rare bloom 
Of vintages mellow and lusciously 

fine 
From the banks of Moselle or the banks 

of the Rhine, 
A tankard four centuries old and no 
less. 
By wee Janet was battered^ 
Disgraced, 
And defaced, 
Till the Bacchus Cellini liad graven there- 
on, 
Was broken and wan. 
And the sweep of the vine, and the eonro 

of the grape. 
Were twisted hopelessly out of sbiq[ie. 

Then Harry fell down in the dstem! 

With yells to be heard for a mile, 
And in striving to fish him out, 
(For the boy is portly, puffy, and stout) 

Back would he slip, and slip, and 

slip, 
E*en from the cistern's utmost ttp^ 
Until with a wrench swift-handed. 
The human gudgeon was landed. 
Who made with a ghastly smile 
The half-inarticulate pledge, 
That never more would he tempt tha 
edge 
Of well or cistern, fonnt or river. 
Although upon earth he should dw«ll 
forevert 
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And lastly, Cornelia, aged five, 
(I marvel the child is still alive! 
Contrived in the subtlest, deftest way, 
From the sm-gtTy shelf, to steal, in 
play, 
A box of my pills catliartic; 
Enough (if swallowed at once) to slay 
A bear of the regions Arctic! 
How many she took I cannot say, 
But thereafter for many and many a day, 
Supine the suffering maiden lay, 
And 1 scarce believe that her blood has 

set 
To the shore of health that is i)erf ect, yet ! 



What is the moral of this, my masters ? 
(To you that are fathers, I mean, 
Fathers, and students as well ?) 
Tis easy enough to tell), 
Would you 'scape all household disas- 
ters? 
And be cosy, sweet-tempered, serene ? 
Then wecer, never, neterj 
Make the absiutl endeavor. 
Because the sky's not bluish 
And the wind seems somewhat shrew- 
ish. 
To pen a young regiment in. 
Of heirs to Adam's sin! 
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